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4 ‘ THE VILLAGE GOSSIPS \VONDERED WHO HE WAS, W HAT 
HE W AS, W HAT HE CAME FOR, AND HOW LONG HE 
INTENDED TO STAY.” 
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AUTHOR’S PREFACE. 


Quincy Adams Sawyer’s 

only title was plain * c Mr.” His ancestors 
wcre tradesmen, merchants, lawyers, polid* 
cians, and Presidents. He, too, was proud 
of his honored ancestry, and I have en- 
deavored in this book to have him live up to 
an ideal personification of gentlemanly qual- 
ities for which the New England Standard 
should be fully as high as that of Old 
Engİand; in fact, I see no reason why the 
heroes of American novels, barring the single 
matter of hereditary titles, should not com- 
pare favorably as regards gentlemanly attri- 
butes with their English cousins acrosâ the 

C. F. P. 


seas. 


Gray Chambkrs, 
Boston, October, 1902. 
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QUINCY ADAMS SAWYER. 


CHAPTER I. 

THE REHEARSAU 

I T was a little after seven o’clock on the evening of De* 
çember 31, 186—. inside, the little red schoolhouse 
was ablaze w<ith light. Sounds of voıces and laughter came 
from withın and forms cotıld be seen flitting back and forth 
through the uncurtained windows. Outside, a heavy fal] 
of snow lay upon hill and vale, trees and house-tops, while 
the rays of a full-orbed moon shone down upon the glısten- 
ing, white expanse. 

At a point upon the main road a short distance beyond 
the square, where the grocery store was situated, stood a 
young man. This young man was Ezekiel Pettengill, one 
of the well-to-do young farmers of the village. His coat 
collar was turned up and his cap pulled down över his ears, 1 
for the air was piercing cold and a biting wind was blovving.^ 
Now and then he would walk briskly back and forth for a 
few minutes, clapping his hands, which were encased in 
gray woollen mittens, in order to restore some warmth to 
those almost frozen members. As he walked back and 
forth, he said several times, half aloud to himself, “I don’t 
b’lieve she^s comin’ anyway. I s’pose she’s goin’ to stay 
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ter lıum and spend tlıe evenin’ \vith lıim. 7 ’ Finally he re- 
sumed his old position near tlıe corner and assumed his 
previous expectant attitude. 

As he looked down the road, a man came out of Mrs. 
Havvkins’s boarding house, crossed the road and \valked 
swiftly towards him. 

As the new-comer neared him, he called out, “Hello, Pet- 
tengill! is that you? Confouııded cold, ain’t it? Who wuz 
yer waitin 7 for? Been up to tlıe schoolhouse yet?’ 7 

To these inquiries ’Zekiel responded: “No!’’ and added, 
“I saw yer comin 7 out of the house and tlıought Fd walk up 
with yer. 77 

“Wall! they can 7 t do nuthin 7 till I git thar,” said Mr. 
Obadiah Strout, the singing-master, <f so we shall both be on 
time. By the way,” he continued, “I was up to Boston 
to-day to git some things I wanted for the concert to-nıorrer 
niglıt, and the minister asked me to buy some new music 
books for the church choir, and Fm goin 7 up there fust to 
take 'em; 77 and 7 ZekiePs atteııtion was attracted to a pack- 
age that Mr. Strout held under his arm. “Say, Pettengill!” 
continued Mr. Strout, “when yet git up ter the schoolhouse; 
teli tlıem Fil be along in a few nıinutes; 77 and he started off, 
apparently forgetful of 7 Zekiel 7 s declaration that he had 
intended to walk up with him. 

it is evident that 7 Zekiel 7 s statement was untruthful, for 
his 'vvords have betrayed the fact that it was not the Pro- 
fessor of whom he had been thinking. 

7 Zekieî did not move from his position until he had seen 
Strout turn into the yard that îed to the front door of the 
ministePs house. Then he said to hinıself again, “I don’t 
believe she’s comin 7 , arter ali. 77 

As he spoke the words a deep, heavy sigh came from his 
great, honest heart, heard only by the leafiless trees througb 
which the winter wind moaned as if in sympathv. 

'Wlıat was going on in the little red schoolhouse? The 
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occasion was the last rehearsal of the Eastborough Singing 
Society, which had been studying vocal music assiduously 
for the last three months under the direction of Professor 
Obadiah Strout, and was to give its annual concent the fol- 
lowing evening at the Toavn Hail at Eastborough. 

A modest sum had been raised by subscription. A big 
barge had been hired in Cottonton, and after the rehearsal 
there was to be a sleigh ride to Eastborough Centre and re- 
turn. It was evident from the clamor and confusion that 
the minds of those present were more intent upon the ride 
than the rehearsal, and when one girl remarked that the 
Professor was late, another quickly replied that, “if he 
didn’t come at ali , twouîd be early enough.” 

There were about two score of young persons present, 
very nearly equally divided betvveen the two sexes. Ben- 
jamin Bates was there and Robert Wood, Cobb’s twins, 
Emmanuel Howe, and Samuel Hil 1 . Among the giriş were 
Lindy Putnam, the best dressed and richest girl in town, 
Mandy Skinner, Tilly James, who had more beaus than any 
other girl in the village; the Green sisters Samanthy and 
Betsy, and Mîss Seraphina Cotton, the village school- 
teacher. 

Evidently ali the members of the society had not arrived, 
for constant inquiries were being made about Huldy Mason 
and ’Zekiel Pettengill. When Betsy Green asked Mandy 
Skinner if Hiram Maxwell wa*n’t comin’, the latter replied 
that he’d probably come up when Miss Huldy and the ııew 
boardcr did. 

ÎSFews had reached the assemblage that Arthur Scates, 
the best tenor singer in the society, was sick. Lindy Put¬ 
nam was to sing a düet with hım at the concert, and so she 
asked if anybody had been to see him. 

“I was up there this arternoon,” said Ben Bates, “and he 
seemed powerfuî bad in the throat. Grandmother Scates 
tied an old stockin’ Voıınd his throat and gin him a bowl ol 
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catnıp tea and he kinder thoııght he’d be ali right to- 
morrer. I told him you’d have a conniption fit if he didn’t 
show up, but Grandmother Scates shook her head kind o* 
doubtful and said, The Lord’s will be done. What caıTt 
be cured must be endured;’ and I guess that’s about the 
way it wül be.” 

The outer door opened and ’Zekiel Pettengill entered. 
The creaking of the opening door attracted the attention of 
ali. When the giriş saw who it was, they ran and gathered 
about him, a dozen voices crying out, “Where ıis Huldy? 
We ali thought she’d come with you.” 

'Zekiel shook his head. 

“You don’t know?” asked Tılly James, incredulously. 
’Zekiel shook his head again. “Of course you do,” said 
Tilly contemptuously. 

She turned away, followed Iby a number of the giriş. 
“He knows well enough,” she observed in an uııdertone, 
‘‘but he won’t teli. He’s göne on Huldy, and when a 
feller’s göne on a girl he's pretty, sure to keep the run of 
her.” 

In the meantime Lindy Futnam had 'been using her most 
persuasive povvers of coaxing on ’Zekiel and with some suc- 
cess, for ’Zekiel told quite a long story, but ıvith very little 
information in it. He told the crowd of giriş gathered 
about him that he’d be twenty-eight on the third of January, 
and that ever since he was a little boy, which was, of course, 
before any of those present were born, he’d alvvays followed 
the rule of not saying anything tınless he knew what he 
was talking about. 

“Novv,” said 'Zekiel, feeling that it was better to talk on 
than to stand sheep-facedly before this crowd of eager, ex- 
pectant faces, “I might teli yer that Huldy was ter hum 
and wasn’t cornin’ up to-night, but yer see, pVaps she's on 
the road now and may pop in here any minute! Course 
you ali know Deacon Mason’s got a boarder, a young feller 
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from the city. P’r’aps he’ll come up with Huldy. But I 
heerd teli his health •vva’n’t very good and rnebbe he went to 
bed right after supper.” 

“What’s he down here for anyway?” asked Tilly James. 

“Now you’ve got me,” replied ’Zekiel. “I s’pose he had 
\some purpose in view, but you see I ain’t positive even of 
that. As I said before, I heerd he’s come down here for his 
health. It's too late for rakin’ hay, and as lıard work’s the 
best country doctor, pVaps he’ll go to choppin’ wood; but 
there’s one point I feel kinder positive on.’’ 

“What is it? What is it?” cried the giriş, as they looked 
into his face inquiringly. 

“Wall, I thınk,” drawled ’Zekiel, “that when he gits what 
lıe’s come for, he’ll be mighty apt to pull up stakes and go 
back to Boston/’ 

Again the outer door creaked upon its hinges, and again 
every face was tumed to see who the new-comer might be. 

“Here she is,” cried a dozen voices; and the ovvners 
thereof rushed forward to greet and embrace Miss Huldy 
Mason, the Deacon’s daughter and the most popular girl in 
the village. 

’Zekiel tumed and saw that she was alone. Evidently 
the city fellow had not come with her. 

Huldy was somewhat astonished at the -warmth of her 
greeting, and was at a loss to understand the reason for it* 
until Lindy Putnam said: 

“Didn’t he come with vou?’ ? 

“Who?’ > asked Huldy, \vith wide-open eyes. 

“Oh, you can’t fool us,” cried Tilly James. “ ’Zeke Peb 
tengill told us ali about that city feller that’s boarding 
down to your house. We were just talking it över to- 
getlıer, and he surmised that it might be the same one that 
you met down to your aunt’s house, when you went to 
Bostan last summer. ,, 

“As Mr. Pettengill seems to know so much about my 
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geııtlemen friends, if you want any more Information, no 
doubt he can supply it,” said Huldy coldly. 

“ ’Zeke kinder though’t,’’ said Bob Wood, “that he 
might be tired, and probably went to bed right arter 
supper.” 

“Well, he didn’t,” said Huldy, no\v thoroughly excited> 
“he came with me, and he’s outside now talking with 
Hiram about the barge.” 

“Why don’t he come in?” asked Bob Wood. “P’r'aps 
he’s baslıte!.’’ 

“If he didn’t have no more common sense than you’ve 
got,” retorted Huldy, “he’d have to go to bed as soon as 
he had eaten his supper.” 

The laugh that followed tlıis remark so incensed Wood 
that he answered coarsely, “I never saw one of those city 
chaps who knew B from a bull’s foot.” 

“Perhaps he’ll teach you the difference some day,” re- 
marked Huldy, sarcastically. 

“Well, I guess not,” said Wood with a sneer; “ ’less he 
can put two b’s in able.” 

Further altercation was stopped by the sudden entrance 
of Mr. Strout, who quickly ascended the platform and 
called the society to order. It must be acknowledged that 
the Professor had a good knowledge of music and thor¬ 
oughly understood the very difficult art of directing a 
mixed chorus of uncultivated voices. With him enthusi- 
asm was more important than a strict adherence to quavers 
and semiquavers, and what was lost in fine touches was 
more than made up in volüme of tone. 

Âgain, the Professor paid strict attention to business at 
rehearsals, and the progress of the society in musical knovvî- 
edge had been very marked. So it is not to be wondered 
at that the various numbers allotted to the chorus on the 
next evening’s programme were göne through quickly and 
to the evident satisfaction of the leader. 
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The last number to be taken up was an orîginal com* 
posİtion, wnitten and composed by the singing-master him* 
self, and during its rehearsal his enthusiasm reached its 
highest pitch. At the conclusion of the chorus, which had 
been rendered with remarkable spiîit, the Professor darted 
from one end of the platform to the other, crying out, 
“Bravo! Fust rate! Do it again! That’ll fetch ’em!” 

After several repetitions of the chorus, each one given 
with increasingspirit and volııme, the Professor threw do\vn 
his baton and said: “That ’11 do. You’re excused until to- 
morrow night, seven o’clock slıarp at Eastborough Town 
Hail. I guess the barge has just drove up and we’d better 
be gittin' ready for our sleigh ride.” 

Miss Tilly James, who had acted as accompanist on the 
tin-panny old piano, was putting up her music. The Pro¬ 
fessor, with his face wreathed in smiles, walked up to her 
and said, “I teli you what, Miss James, tlıat last composition 
of mine is bang up. One of these days, when the 'Star 
Spanglcd Banner/ 'Hail Columbia/ and 'Marching througlı 
Georgia’ are laid upon the top shelf and ali covered with 
dust, one hundred million American freemen will be sing- 
ing Strout’s great national anthem, 'Hark, and hear the 
Eagle Scream/ What do you think of that prophecy?” 

“I think/’ said Miss James, turning her pretty face 
Unvards him, her black eyes snapping with fun, “that if 
conceit was consumption, there'd- be another little 
gr^en grave in the cemetery mth O. Strout on the head- 
stone/' 

The Professor never could take a joke. In his eye, jokes 
wete always insults to be resented accordingly. Turning 
upon the young lady savagely, he retorted: 

“If sass was butter, your folks vvouldn’t have to keep any 
e'nıvs/* 

Then he \valked quickly across the room to where ’Zekieî 
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Ptttengill stood aloof from the rest, wrapped in some 
apparently not very pleasant thoughts. 

At this juncture Hiram Maxwell dashed into the school- 
room, and judging from appearances his thoughts were of 
the pleasantest possible description. 

‘‘Say, fellers and giriş,” he cried, “Fve got some news for 
yer, and when you hear it you’ll think the day of judgment 
h?* come, and you’re goin’ to git your reward.” 

An astonished “Oh!” came up from the assem'blage. 

“Out with it,” said Bob Wood, in his coarse, rough voice. 

“Well, fust,” said Hiram, his face glo\ving with anima- 
th>n, “you know we got up a sübscription to pay for the 
barge and made me treasurer, cuz I worked in a deacon’s 
family. Wall, when I asked Bili Stalker to-night how much 
the bili would be, just to see if Fd got enough, he told me 
that a Mr. Sawyer, who said he ’boarded do\vn to Deacoıı 
Mason’s, had paid the hull bili and given him a dollar be¬ 
side for hisself.” Cheers and the clapping of hands showed 
that the city fellow’s liberality was appreciated by a major- 
ity, at least, of the singing society. “\Vhen we git on the 
barge Fil pay yer back yer money, and the ride won't cost 
any one on us a durn çent. That ain't ali. Mr. Sawyer jest 
told me hisself that when he was över to Eastborough 
Centre yesterday he ordered a hot supper for the whole 
caboodle, and it'll be ready for us when we git över to the 
Eagle Hotel. So come along and git your seats İn the 
foarge.” A wild ruslı was made for the door, but Hiram 
backed against it and screamed at the top of his voice: 
“No two giriş must sit close together. Fust a girl, then a 
feller, next a girl, then a feller, next a girl, then a feller, 
that’s the rule/ , 

He opened the door and dashed out, followed by ali the 
members of the socİety excepting the Professor and ’Zekiel, 
who were left alone İn the room. 

“See that flock of sheep,” said the Professor to 'Zekieb 
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with a strong touch of sarcasm in his tone. “That’s what 
makes me so cussed mad. Brains and glorious achieve- 
ment count for nothin’ in this conımunity. If a city swell 
comes along ıvvith a pocketful of money and just eri es, 
‘Baa/ över the fence they ali go after him.” 

“Hasn’t it always 'been so?” asked ’Zekiel. 

“Not a bit of it,” said Strout. “In the old days, kings( 
and queens and princes used to search for modest merit, 
and when found they rewarded it. Nowadays modest merit 
has to boller and yeli and screech to make folks look at it.” 

Hiram. again appeared in the room, beekoning to the two 
occupants. 

“Say, ain’t you two comin’ along?” he cried. “We’ve 
saved good places for yer.” 

“Where’s Mr. Sawyer?’ ? asked ’Zekiel. 

“Oh, he’s goin’ along with the crowd, ,? said Hiram; “he’s 
got a seat in between Miss Putnam and Miss Mason, and 
looks as snug as a bug in a rug. There’s a place for you, 
Mr. Pettengill, <between Miss Mason and Mandy, and I 
comes in between Mandy and Mrs. Hawkins. Mandy 
wanted her mother to go cuz she works so confounded hard 
and gits out of doors so seldom, and there’s a seat bween 
Mrs. Hawkins and Tilly James for the Professor, and Sam 
Hiirs t'other side of Tilly and nex’ to S’frina Cotton.” 

“I guess I can ? t go,” said ’Zeki-el. “The house is ali alone, 
and l'm kind of ’fraid thet thet last hoss I bought may get 
into trouble again as he did last night. So I guess Pd 
better go home and look arter things.’’ Leaning över he 
whispered in Hiram's ear, “I reekon you’d better take the 
seat between Huldy and Mandy, you don’t want ter 
separate a mother from her daughter, you know.” 

“Ali right,” said Hiram, with a knowing wink, “fm 
satisfied to obleege.” 

Hiram then turned to the Professor: “Ain’t yer goin\ 
Mr. Strout?” 


QUIXCY ADAMS SAWYER. 


/O 


“VVhen thıs sleigh ride was projected,’’ said the Professoı 
wiih dignity, “I s’posed it was to be for the members of the 
singin' class and not for boardin’ mistresses and city 
loafers.” 

“I guess it don't make much difference who goes,” re* 
plıed Hiram, “as long as we git a free ride and a free supper 
for nothing.” 

“Pres en t my compliments to Mr. Sawyer,” said the Pro~ 
fessor, “and teli him I've had my supper, and as I don't 
belong to a fire company, I don’t çare for crackers and 
cheese and coffee so late in the evenin\” 

“Oh, boshP' cried Hiram, “it’s goin' to be a turkey sup¬ 
per, with fried chicken and salery and cranberry juice, and 
each feller’s to have a bottle of cider and each girl a bottle 
of ginger ale. v 

A hom yvas -heard outside, it being the signal for the 
starting of the barge. Without stopping to say good-by, 
Hiram rushed out of the room, secured his seat in the barge, 
and with loud cheers the merry party started off on their 
journey. 

The Professor extinguished the lights and accompanied 
by 'Zekiel left the building. He locked the door and hung 
the key in its accustomed place, for no one at Mason’s Cor- 
ner ever imagined that a thief could be so bad as to steal 
anything from a schoolhouse. And it was önce argued in 
town meeting that if a tramp got into it and thus escaped 
freezing, that was better than to have the town pay for 
burying him, 

Both men walked along silently until they reached Mrs. 
Havvkins’ boarding house; here the Professor stopped and 
bade 'Zekiel good night. After doing so he added: 

“Pettengill, you and me must jine agin the common 
enemy. This to\vn ain't big enough to hold us and this 
destroyer of our happiness, and we must find some way of 
smokin' him ou•t. ,, 
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The slumbers of both ’Zekiel and the Professor were 
broken when the jolly party returned home after midnight. 
’Zekiel recalled Hiram’s description of the arrangement of 
seats, and anotlıer deep sigh escaped him; but this time 
tlıere were no leafless trees and winter wind to supply an 
eclıo. 

Tlıe Professor’s * haîf-awakened mind travelled in very 
different channels. He imagined himself engaged in several 
verbal disputes with a number of fisticııff encoıınters in 
which he invariably proved to be too much for the city 
fellow. Just before he sank again into a deep sleep he 
imagined that the entire population of Mason’s Comer 
escorted a certain young man forcibly to the railroad statioîî 
at Easfcborough Centre and put him in charge of the 
expressman, to be delivered in Boston. And that young 
man, in the Professor’s dream, had a tag tied to the lapel of 
his coat upon which was written, “Quincy Adams Saw> T er« ,J 


CHAPTER II. 


MASON'S CORNER FOLKS. 

Î N 186— the town of Eastborough vvas located in the 
southeastem part of Massachusetts, in the county of 
Normouth. It was a large tovvn, being fully five milcs 
wide from east to west and from five to seven miles long, 
the northern and Southern boundaries being very irregular. 

The town contained three villages; the western one being 
known as West Eastborough, the middle one as Eastbor- 
ough Centre, and the easterly one as Mason’s Corner. 
West Eastborough \vas exclusively a farming section, hav- 
ing no store or post office. As the extreme western bound- 
ary was only a mile and a half from Eastborough Centre, 
the farmers of the westem section of -tlıe town were well 
accommodated at tlıe Centre. The middle section com 
taiııed the railroad station, at which five trains a day, eaclı 
way, to and from Boston, made regular stops. The Centre 
contained the Town Hail, tvvo churches, a hotel, and ex- 
press office, a bank, newspaper office, and several general 
Stores. Not very far from the lıotel, on a side road, \vas 
the Almshouse, or Poorhouse, as it \vas always called by 
the citizens of Eastborough. 

Between the Centre and Mason's Corner was a long 
interval of three miles. The land bordering the lower and 
most direct route vvas, to a great extent, lıilly and rocky, 
or full of sand and clay pits. The upper and longest road 
ran through a more fertile section. The village of Mason's 
Corner contained the best arable land in the town, and the 
village had increased in population and wealtlı much faster 
than the other sections of the town. To the east of the vil* 
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lage of Mason’s Corner lay the town of Montrose, and be- 
yond that town vvas situated the thriving city of Cottonton, 
devoted largely, as its name indicated, to the textile manu* 
facturing industries. 

The best knovvn and most popular resident of Mason’s 
Corner vvas Deacon Abraham Mason. He was a retired 
farmer on the shady side of fifty. He had married young 
and worked very hard, his labors being rewarded vvith pe« 
cuniary success. When a little över fifty, he gave up active 
farm work and devoted his time to buying and selling real 
estate, and to church and town affairs, in both of which he 
was greatly interested. His house stood about halfway 
down a somevvhat steep lıill, the road över which, at the 
top, made a slıarp turn. It vvas this turn which had received 
the appellation of Mason’s Corner and from vvhich the 
village eventually had taken its name. 

Mrs. Sophia Mason, the Deacon’s vvife, vvas a little less 
than fifty years of age. She -vvas a comely, *brighNr>ced, 
bright-eyed, and energetic vvoman, vvho had be un both a 
loving vvife and a valued helpmeet to her husband, Their 
only living child vvas a daughter named Huldah Ann, about 
nineteen years of age, and considered by many to be the 
prettiest and s-martest girl in Mason’s Corner. The only 
other resident in Deacon Mason’s house vvas Hiram Max- 
vvell, a young man about thirty years of age. He had been 
a farm hand, but had enlisted in 1861, and served through 
the vvar. On his return home he vvas hired by Deacon 
1 Mason to do such chores as required a man’s strengtlı, for 
the Deacon’s business took him avvay from home a great 
deal. Hiram vvas not exactly vvhat vvould be called a pro- 
nounced stutterer or stammerer, but vvhen he vvas exoited 
or had a matter of more than ordinary importance to com* 
municate, a şort of lingual paralysis seemed to overtake 
him and interfered materiallv vvith the vocal expressior. of 
his thoughts and ideas. Type vvould be inadeqııate to ex* 
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press the facial contortions and \vhat might be termed the 
chromatic scales of vocal expression in \vhich he often in- 
dulged, and they are, therefore, left for full comprehension 
to those of inventive and vivid imaginative powers. This 
fact should not be lost sight of in following the fortunes of 
this brave soldier, honest lover, good husband, and success- 
ful business man. 

The Pettengill homestead was situated on the other side 
of the road, south\vest from Deacon Mason’s house. 
Ezekiel’s grandfather had left three sons, Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob, the latter being Ezekiel’s father. Abraham had 
died when he was a young man, and Jacob had been dead 
about five years. Uııcle Ike was -in his seventy-sixth year, 
and was Ezekiehs only living near relative, with the excep- 
tion of his sister Alice, \vho had left home soon after her 
father’s death and was now emploved as bookkeeper in a 
large dry goods store in Boston. 

Ezekiel was about twenty-eight years of age, being seven 
years older than his sister. He was a lıardy, strong-willed, 
self-reliant young fellovv. He loved farming and had re- 
solved to make a better living out of it than his father had 
ever done. A strong incentive to win success proceeded 
from the fact that he had long been in love with “Huldy 
Ann,” the Deacon’s daughter, and he had every reason to 
believe that his affection was returned, although no formal 
engagement existed between them, and marriage had never 
been spoken of by them or the young lady's parents. 

Uncle Ike Pettengill had been a successful business man' 
in Boston, but at the age of sixty had wearied of city life/ 
and decided to spend the rest of his days in the country. 
Despite the objections of his wife and two grown up daugh- 
ters, he sold out his business, conveyed two-thirds of his 
property to his wife and children, and invested the remain- 
ing third in an annuity, \vhich gave him sufficıent income 
for a comfortable support. He did not live at the Pettengill 
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house, but in a little tvvo-roomed cottage or cabın that he 
had had built for him on the lovver road, about halfwav 
betvveen Mason’s Corner and Eastborough Centre. A 
short distance beyond his little house, a crossroad, not very 
often used, connected the upper and lower roads. Uncle 
Ike had a fair-sized library, read magazines and weekly 
papers, but never looked at a daily nevvspaper. His only 
companions were about two hundred hens and chickens and 
a big St. Bernard dog which he had named “Svviss,” after 
his native land. 

The other residents of the Pettengill homestead were 
two young men named Jim and Bili Cobb, vvho aided 
Ezekiel in his farm work, and Mandy Skinner, the “heîp/ 1 
vvho vvas in reality the housekeeper of the establishment 
Jim and Bili Cobb were orphans, Jim being about tvventy- 
one and Bili three years older. When young they re' 
sembled each other very closely, for this reason they had 
been nicknamed “Cobb’s Twins, ,, and the name had clung 
to them, even after they had reached manhood. 

Mandy Skinner was about tvventy-three, and was the only 
child of Malachi and Martha Skinner. Her father was dead, 
but her mother had married again and was now Mrs, Jonas 
Hawkins, the proprietor of Mrs. Havvkins's boarding house, 
which was situated in the square opposite Hill's grocery, 
and about a quarter of a mile from the top of Mason’s Hill. 
Mandy had a double burden upon her shoulders. One \vas 
the çare of such a large house and family, and the other 
was the constant necessity of repelling the lover-like fiints 
and suggestions of Hiram Maxwell, who was always ready 
and wilîing to overlook his work at Deacon Mason’s so 
that he could run down and see ıf Mandy wanted him to do 
anvthing for her. 

HilPs grocery vvas owned and carried on by Benoni Hil! 
and his son Samııel. Their resîdence vvas on the easterly 
cdge of the tovvn, being next to the one occupied by old 
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Ben James, who was a widower with one daughter, Miss 
Matilda James. 

About a quarter of a mile east of Hill’s grocery \vas the 
village church, presided över by the Rev. Caleb Howe. He 
had one son, Emmanuel, who had graduated at Harvard 
and had intended to fit for the ministry, but his health had 
failed him and he had temporarily abandoned his studies. 
He vvas a great admirer of Miss Lindy Putnam, because, as 
he said, she was so pretty and accomplished. But after 
long debate one evening at the grocery store, it had beert 
decided without a dissenting vote that “the minister’s son 
was a lazy < good-for-nothing , , and that he wanted the 
money more than he did the gal.” The village schoolhouse 
stood a short distance eastward from the church. The 
teacher, Miss Seraphina Cotton, a maiden lady of uncertain 
age, vvho boasted that the city of Cottonton was named after 
her grandfather, boarded at the Rev. Mr. Hovve’s, and vvas 
ardently attached to the minister’s wife, who was an invalid 
and rarely seen outside of her lıome. 

On the upper road, about half a mile to the west of Dea- 
con Mason’s, lived Mr. and Mrs. Silas Putnam. Thev 
owned the largest house and best farm at Mason’s Corner. 
They vvere reputed to be quite wealthy and it was known 
for a sure fact that their only daughter, Lindy, was worth 
one hundred thousand dollars in her own right, it having 
been left to her by her only brother, J. Jones Putnam, vvho 
had died in Boston about five years before. 

Mrs. PIawkins had a large house, but it vvas ahvays full 
of boarders, ali of the masculine gender. Mrs. Hawkins 
had declared on several occasions that she’d “sooner have 
the itch than a girl boarder.’’ She was a hard-working 
woman and had but one assistant, a young girl named 
Betsy Green, one of \vhose sisters was “vvorking out” up at 
Mrs. PutnanTs. Mrs. Hawkins , s husband, his wife declared 
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was “no account nohow,” and for the present her estımate 
of him must be accepted without question. 

Among Mrs. Hawkins’s twelve boarders were Robert 
Wood and Benjamin Bates, two young men who were na- 
tives of Montrose. Bates \vas a brick and stone mason, 
and Wood was a carpenter, and they had been quite busily 
employed during the two years they had lived ap Mason’s 
Corner. 

Mrs. Hawkins owned a buggy and carryall and a couple 
of fairly good lıorses. They were cared for by Abner Stiles. 
He was often called upon to carry passengers över to the 
railway station at the Centre, and was the mail carrier be* 
tween the Centre and Mason’s Corner, for the latter village 
had a post office, wlıich was located in Hill’s grocery, Mr. 
Benoni Hill being the postmaster. 

Since his retum from the war Mr. Obadiah Strout had 
been Mrs. Hawkins , s star boarder. He sat at the head of 
the table and acted as moderator during the \vordy dis- 
cussions which accompanied every meal. Abner Stiles be- 
lieved implicitly in the manifest superiority of Obadiah 
Strout över the other residents of Mason's Corner. He 
was his firm ally and henchman, serving him as a dog does 
his master, not for pay, but because he loves the service. 

Mr. Strout was often called the “Professor” because he 
\vas the singing-master of the village and gave lessons in 
instrumental and vocal music. The love of music was an- 
other bond of union betvveen Strout and Stiles, for the lat- 
!ter was a skilful, if not educated, performer on the violin. 

' The Professor was about forty years of age, stout in per- 
son, \vith smooth shaven face and fîorid complexion. In 
Eastborough tovvn matters he was a general factotum. He 
had been an undertakePs assistant and had worked for the 
superintendent of the Poorhouse. In due season and in 
turn he Had been appointed to and had filled the positions of 
fence viewer, road inspector, hog reeve, pound keeper, and 
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the year previous he had been clıosen tax collector. Abner 
Stiles said that there “wasn’t a better man in town foı* 
selectman and he knew he’d get there one of these daysA 
To tlıose residents of Masoıı’s Corner whose names have 
been given, whose homes have been described and some 
w*hose personal peculiarities have been portrayed, must be 
added a late arrival. The nevv-comer whose adYent in town 
dııring Christmas week had caıısed so much discussion at 
the rehearsal in the old red schoolhouse, and whose liber- 
ality iıı providing a hot supper \vith ali the fbdngs for the 
sleighing party from Mason's Corner, when it arrived at 
the Eagle Hotel at Eastborough Centre, had won, at a 
bound, the hearts of the majority of the younger residents 
of Mason’s Corner. The village gossips wondered who he 
\vas, \vhat he was, vvhat he canıe for, and how long he 
intended to stay. If these qııestions had been asked of hini 
personally, he might have returned answers to the first 
three questions, but it would have been beyond his power 
to have answered the fourth inquiry at that time. But the 
sayings and doings of certain individuals, and a chain of 
circumstances not of his own creation and -beyond his per* 
sonal control, conspired to keep him there for a period of 
nearly four months. During that time certain things \vere 
said and done, certain people were met and certain events 
took place \vhich changed the entire current of this young 
tnan’s future life, wh.ich shows plainly that we are ali crea* 
tures of circumstance and that a man’s success or failure 
in life may often depend as much or even more upon hisj 
cnvironment than upon himself. 


CHAPTER III. 


THE CONCERT İN THE TO\VN HALL. 

İ T was the evening of New Years day, 186—. The lead 
ing people, in fact ııearly ali the people of the three 
villages forming the town of Eastborough, were assembled 
in the Town Hail at Eastborough Centre. The evening was 
pleasant and this fact had contributed to draw together the 
largest audience ever assembled in that hail. Not only waa 
every seat taken, but the aisles were also crowded, while 
many of the younger citizens had been lifted up to eligible 
positions in the wide wİndow seats of the dozen great win- 
dows on three sides of the large hail. 

The large attendance was also due in part to the fact 
that a new and original musical composition by Mr. Strout, 
tiıc singing-master, would be sung for the first time in pub- 
lic. Again, it had been whispered up at HilPs grocery at 
Mason’s Comer that the young city fellow who \vas board- 
ing at Deacon Mason’s \vas going to be present, and this 
rumor led to a greatly inereased attendance from that 
village. 

The audience was a typical one of such communities at 
that period; horny-handed farmers with long shaggy beards 
and unkempt hair, dressed in ill-fitting black suits; matronlv 
looking farmers’ wives in their Sunday best; rosy*cheeked 
daughters full of fun and vivacity and chattering like mag- 
pies; tali, lank, awkward, bashful sons, and red-haired, 
black-haired, and tow-headed urchins of both sexes, the 
latter awaiting the events of the evening with the wild an- 
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ticipations that are usually called forth only by the advent 
of a circus. 

The members of the chorus were seated on the large plat¬ 
form, the giriş being on the right and the fellovvs on the 
left. A loud hum of conversation arose from the audience 
and chorus, a constant turning över and rattling of pro- 
grammes gave a cheerful and animated appearance to the 
scene. The centre door at the rear of -the platform was 
opened and ali eyes were turned in that direction, the chorus 
twisting their necks or turning half ’round in their seats. 

Professor Strout entered and was greeted with a loud 
burst of applause. He vvure a dress süit that he had hired 
in Boston, and there was a large white rose in the lapel of 
his coat. He was accompanied by Miss Tilly James, the 
pianist, who wore a handsome wine-colored sille dress that 
had been made for the occasion by the best dressmaker in 
Cottonton. As she took her place at the piano and ran her 
fingers över the keys, she, too, came in for a liberal round 
of applause. Professor Strout bowed to the audience, then 
turning his back upon them, he stood with baton uplifted 
facing the chorus and waiting the advent of the town com- 
mittee. Every eye in the audience \vas fixed upon the pro' 
gramme. It contained thu Information that the first num- 
ber was an opening chorus entitled, “Welcome to the Town 
Committee,” written and composed by Professor Obadiah 
Strout and sung for the first time with great success at the 
last annual concert. 

The door at the rear of the platform was opened again 
and Deacon Abraham Mason, the Rev. Caleb Howe, and 
Mr. Benoni Hill, the members of the town committee on 
singing school, entered. Deacon Mason was accompanied 
by Quincy Adams Sawyer, and ali eyes were fastened on 
the couple as they took their seats at the right of the plat¬ 
form, the Rev. Mr. Howe and Mr. Hill being seated on the 
let*- 
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Quincy Adams Sawyer in appearance and dress was a 
marked contrast to the stout, hardy, and rugged young 
farmers of Eastborough. He had dark hair, dark eyes, and 
a small black mustache curled at the ends. His face was 
pallid, but there was a look of determination in the firmly 
»et jaw, resolute mouth, and sharp eye. He wore a dark 
süit with Prince Albert coat. Upon one arm hung an over- 
coat of light-colored cloth. He wore light-brown kid 
gloves and in one hand carried a light-colored Kossuth hat. 

As soon as the comnıittee and their guest had taken their 
seats, Professor Strout tapped upon his music stand with 
his baton and the members of the Eastborough Singing 
Society arose to their feet with that total disregard of uni- 
formity and unanimity of motion that always characterizes 
a body of undrilled performers. Each girl was obliged to 
look at her own dress and that of her neighbor to see if 
they were ali right, while each fellow felt it absolutely nec- 
essary to shuffle his feet, pull down his cuffs, pull up his col- 
lar, and arrange his necktie. Despite the confusion and 
individual preparations the chorus took the opening note 
promptly and sang the “Welcome to the Town Committee v 
with a spirit and precision which well merited the applause 
it received. The words were not printed on the programme, 
but they conveyed the idea that the members of the sing¬ 
ing class were very much obliged to the to\vn commiltee 
for hiring a singing-master and paying his salary. Also 
that the members of the chorus had studied hard to learn to 
sing and would do their best that evening as a retum for 
the favors bestowed upon them by the town. 

Professor Strout then advanced to the edge of the plat¬ 
form and called the attention of the audİence to the second 
number upon the programme which read, ^Address by 
Abraham Mason, Esq.” Prof. Strout added that by special 
request Deacon Mason’s remarks would relate to the sub- 
ject of ^< Education. ,, The Deacon drew a large red ban- 
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danna handkerchief from his packet, wiped the perspira* 
tion from his forehead, ble\v his nose vigorously, and then 
advanced to the centre of the platform near the music stand. 

“I dote on eddikation,” he began; “it makes the !axes 
high; I’ve lived in this town man and boy more’n fifty year 
and I never saw them any^in* but high.” A general 
laugh greeted this remark. “But vvhen Pm in town meet- 
in’ I allus votes an aye to make our schools as good as 
those found in nciglıborin’ towns, and none of them are 
any too good. For my political actions I’m proud to give 
my grounds, for I never cast a vote that I \vas ashamed to 
give my reasons fon’’ A burst of applause followed this 
declaration. 

“Years back vvhen I \vas young, we had no modern 
notions. We had to be satisfied with the three R’s, Readin’, 
’Ritin’, and ’Rithmetic, and larnin’ was dealt out in ratlıer 
meagre potions, ’bout three months in the winter after the 
wood vvas cut, sawed and splıt, and piled up in the vvood- 
shed. We allus had to work in the summer, make hay and 
fiil the barn in, and not till winter come could get a speck 
of larnin/ and then it took most of our time to pile wood 
into the stove and settle our personal accounts with the 
teacher.” An audible titter ran through the audience at this 
sally. “And yet when I was young, though this commun- 
ity vvas rather behind in letters, no people in the land could 
say they vvere our ıbetters. But novv the vvorld is changed, 
we live vvithout such grubbin’, learn Latin, French, and 
Greek, hovv to vvalk Spanish, talk Dutclı, draw picters, 
l keep books, fizziology, and lots of other ’ologies and much 
piano drubbiıA Novv vvhat brought this about? I think 
I have a notion; you knovv the immergrants from about 
every country under the sun have piled across the oceaıı. 
TheyVe done the d^gin’ and other rough vvork and vve’ve 
thruv on their lahor. I have some ready cash. Mr. Strout 
comes ’round and gets some oPt every year,' and likevvise 
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my neighbor has some put aside for a rainy dav.” Many 
of the audience who probably had nothing laid aside 
glanced at the \vell-todo farmers who 'had the reputation of 
being well fixed as regards this \vorld’s goods. “Perhaps 
Pm dain’ wrong, 'but I would like my darter to kno\v as 
nıuch as those that’s likely to come arter. But if the world 
keeps on its progress so bewild ? rin’ and they put some more 
’ologies into the schools together \vith cabinet organs and 
fife and drum, Pm afraid it will cost my darter more than 
it did me to eddikate her childrin.” 

A storm of applause filled the hail when the Deacon con- 
cluded his remarks. As he resumed his chair, Quincy 
handed him a tumbler of water that he had pouned from a 
pitcher that stood upon a table near the piano. This act 
of courtesy was seen and appreciated by the audience and a 
loud clapping of hands followed. At the commencement 
of the Deacon’s speech, the Professor had left the platform, 
for it gave him an opportunity for an intended change of 
costume, for which time could be found at no other place 
on the programme. It was a marvellous rig that he wore 
when he reappeared. A pair of white duck pantaloons, 
stiffly starched, were strapped under a pair of substantial, 
well-greased, co\vhide 'boots. The waistcoat was of briglıt- 
red cloth with brass buttons. The long-tailed blue broad- 
cloth coat was also supplied \vith big 'brass buttons. He 
\vore a high linen dickey and a necktie made of a small silk 
American flag. On his head he had a cream-colored, woolly 
plug hat and carried in his hand a baton resembling a small 
barber's pole, having altemate stripes of red, white, and 
blue witfı gilded ends. 

The appearance of this apparition of Uncle Sam \vas 
received with cries, cheers, and loud clapping of hands. The 
Professor bowed repeatedly in response to this ovation, and 
it was a long time before he could make himself heard by 
the audience. At last he said in a loud voice: 


24 


QUINCY ADAMS SAWYER. 


"‘The audience will find the words of mımber threc 
printed on the last page of the programme, and young and 
old are respectfully invited to jine in the chorus/' 

A fluttering of programmes follovved and this is what the 
audience found on the last page, “Hark! and Hear the Eagle 
tScream, a new and original American national air written, 
fcomposed, and sung for the first time in public by Professor 
Obadiah Strout, author of last season’s great success, ‘We/ 
come to the Town Committee/ ” 

I. 

They say our wheat , s by far the best; 

Our Injun corn will bear the test; 

Our butter, ıbeef, and pork and cheese, 

The furriner’s appetite can please. 

The beans and fishballs that we can 

Will keep alive an Englishman; 

While many things I can’t relate 

He must buy from us or emigrate. 

CHORUS: 

Raise your voices, swing the banners, 

Pound the drums and bang pianners; 

Blow the fife and shriek for freedom, 

’Meriky is bound to lead J em. 

Emigrate! ye toiling millions! 

Sile enuf for tens of billions! 

Land of honey, buttermilk, cream; 

Hark! and hear the eagle scream. 

II. 

In manufactures, too, we’re some; 

Take rubber shoes and chewing gum; 
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In cotton cloth, and woollen, too, 

In time we shall outrival you; 

Our ships with ev’ry wind and tide, 

With England’s own will sail beside, 

In ev'ry port our flag unfurîed, 

When the Stars and Stripes will rule the world. 
chorus: 

III. 

For gold and silver, man and woman, 

For things that’s raised, rnade, dug, or humaıı, 
"Meriky’s the coming nation; 

She's bound to conquer ali creation! 

Per’aps you cali this brag and bluster; 

No, ’taint nuther, for we muster 
The best of brain, the mighty dollar; 

We J ll lead on, let others follen 
chorus : 

Professor Strout sang the solo part of the song himself, 
The singing society and manv of the audience joined in the 
chorus. Like many teachers of vocal music, the Professor 
had very little voice himself, but he knew how to make 
the best possible use of what he did possess. But the patri- 
otic sentiment of the words, the eccentric make-up of the 
singer, his comical contortions and odd grimaces, and what 
was really a bright, tuneful melody won a marked success 
for both song and singer. Encore followed encore. Like 
many more cultured audiences in large cities the one as- 
sembled in Eastborough Town Hail seemed to think that 
there was no limit to a free concert and that they were 
entitled to ali they could get. But the Professor himself 
fixed the limit. When the song had been sung through 
three times he ran up the centre aisle of the platform and 
facing the audience, he directed the chorus, holding the 
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varıegated baton in one hand and svvinging his woolly plug 
hat around his head with the other. At the close, amid 
screams, cheers, and clapping of hands, he turned' upon his 
heel, dashed through the door and disappeared from sıght. 

The next number upon the programnıe was a piano solo 
by Miss Tilly James. Nothing could have plcased her aııdi- 
ence any better than the well-knowTi strains of the ever k 
popular “Maiden’s Pm-yer.’’ In response to an encore 
whıch Quincy originated, and dexterous!y led, Miss James 
played the overture to Rossini’s “William TelF \vithout 
notes. A fact which was perceived by the few, but un* 
noticed by the many. 

At the close of the s e instrumental selections, the Pro- 
fessor reappeared in evening costume and again assumed 
the directorship of the concert. Robert Wood had a poıı- 
derous bas s voice, which if not highly cultivated was highly 
effective, and he sang “Simon the Cellarer” to great ac- 
ceptation. Next foîlowed a number of selections sung 
without accompaniment by a male quartette composed of 
Cobb’s twins, wbo were both «tenors, Benjamin Bates, and 
Robert Wood. This feature was îoudly applauded and one 
old farmer remarked to his neighbor, who was evidently 
deaf, in a loud voice that was heard ali över the hail, “That’s 
the kind of music that fetches me/’ which declaration was a 
signal for another encore. 

The singing society then sang a barcarolle, the vrords of 
the first îine being, “Of the sea, our yacht is the pr^e.” It 
went över the heads of most of the audience, but was greatly 
appreciated by the îimited few who were acquainted with 
the difficulties of accidentals, synoopations, and inverted 
musical phrases. 

According to the programme the next feature \vas to be 
a düet entitled “Över the Er^ge/’ composed by Jewell and 
sung by Arthur Scates and Miss Lindy Putnam. The Pro- 


THE CONCERT IN THE TOWN HALL. 


27 


fessor stepped fonvard and waved his hand to quiet the 
somevvhat noisy assemblage. 

‘'The next number will have to be omitted/’ he said, 
^becatıse Mr. Scates is home sick abed. The doctor says 
he’s got a bad case of quinsy,” with a marked emphasis on 
the last word, which, however, failed to make a point. “In 
response to requests, one verse of 'Hark! and Hear thej 
Eagle Screan^ will be sung to take the place of the piece 
that’s left out.” 

Wlıile the Professor was addressing the audience, Quincy 
had whispered something in Deacon Mason’s ear which 
caused the îatter to smile and nod his head approvingly. 
Quincy arose and reaclıed the Professor's side just as the 
Îatter finished speaking and turned towards the chorus. 
Qııincy said something in a low tone to the Professor which 
caused Mr. Strout to shake his lıead in the negative in a 
nıost pronounced manner. Quincy spoke again and looked 
towards Miss Putnam, who was seated in the front row, 
and whose face wore a somewhat disappointed look. 

Again the Professor shook his head by way of negation 
and the words, “It cank be did,” were distinctly audible to 
the majority of both singing society and audience, at the 
same time a look of contempt spread över the singing- 
master’s face. Quincy perceived it and was nettled by it. 
He was not daıınted, however, nor to be shaken from his 
purpose, so he said in a loud voice, which was heard in ali 
parts of the hail: “I know the song, and will sing it if 
Miss Putnam and the audience are wilLing. ,, 

With a smile upon her face, Miss Putnam nodded her 
acquiescence. Ali the townspeople had heard of Quincy’s 
liberality in providing a hot supper for the sleighing party 
the night before, and cries of “Go ahead! Give him a 
chance! We want to hear him!” and “Don’t disappoint 
Miss Putnam/’ were heard from ali parts of the hail. The 
Professor was obliged to give in. He sat down with a 
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disgusted look upon his face, and from that moment war 
to the knife was declared between these champions of city 
and country civilization. 

Mr. Sawyer went to the piano, opened Miss James's copy 
of the music and placed it upon the music rack before her, 
isayİng a few words to her vvhioh caused her to smile^ 
fQuincy then approached Lindy, opened her music at the 
proper place and passed it to her. Next he took her hand 
and led her to the front of the platform. These little acts 
of courtesy and politeness, performed in an easy, graceful, 
and ,self-possessed maniler, were seen fby ali and won a 
round of applause. 

The düet was beautifully sung. Quincy had a fine well- 
trained tenor voice, while Miss Putnam’s mezzo-soprano 
was full and melodious and her rendition fully as artistİc 
as that of her companion. One, two, three, four, five, six 
encores followed each other in quick succession, in spite of 
Professor Strout ’s endeavors to quell the applause and 
take up the next number. The ovation given earlier in the 
evening to Professor Strout was weak in comparisoıı \vith 
that vouchsafed to Quincy and Lindy when they took their 
seats. In vain did the Professor strive to make himself 
heard. Audience and chorus seemed to be of one mind. 
The Professor, his face as red as a beet, turned to Ezekiel 
Pettengill and said: 

“That was a mighty impudent piece of business, don't 
70u think so?" 

“TheyTe both mighty fine singers/' Ezekiel responded 
111 a rather unsympathetic tone. 

Quincy realized that something must be done to satisfy 
the demands of the now thoroughly excİted audience. 
Going to Miss James, he asked her a question in a low 
voice, in reply to which she nodded affirmatively. He next 
sought Miss Putnam and evidently asked her the same 
question, receiving a similar ansvver. Then he led her for* 
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ward, and she sang the opening part of “Listen to the 
Mocking Bird.” After they had sung the chorus it was 
repeated on the piano and Quincy electrifıed the audience 
by whistling it, introduaing ali the trills, staccatos, and 
roulades that he had heard so many times come from ıınder 
Billy Morris’s big mustache at the little Opera House on 
Wâshington Street, opposite Milk, run by the Morris; 
Brothers, Johnny Bell, and Mr. Trowbridge, and. when he 
finished there flashed through his mind a pleasant memory 
of Dr. Ordway and his ^Bolians. An enoore was responded 
to, but the tumult stili continued. Turning to Ezekiel, 
Strout said: 

“Ain’t it a cussed shame to spoil a first-class concert this 
way?” 

“He*s a mighty fine whistler,” replied Ezekiel in the 
same tone that he had used before. 

Finally to quiet their exuberance Quincy was obliged to 
say a few words, which were evidently what the audience 
was waiting for. 

“Ladies and gen^emen/* he said, “the hour is getting 
late and there is another number on the programme. Miss 
Butnam is tired and I shall have to wet my whistle before 
I can use it again. I thank you for your kind indulgence 
and applause.” 

This little speech pleased the audience. It was down to 
their level, with “no sign of stuckupativeness about it, ,J as 
one country girl remarked to her chum. Quincy bowed, 
the audience laughed, and quiet was restored. 

The Brofessor had fidgeted, fumed, and fussed during 
Quincy’s occupancy of the platform. He now arose with 
feelings impossible to express and took up his baton to lead 
the closing chorus. He brought it down with such a 
whack upon the music stand that it careened, tottered, and 
fell to the platform with a crash. Tilly James leaned över 
and whispered to Huldy Mason: “The Brofessor seems to 
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hav e a bad attack of Quİncy, too.” And the tvvo giriş 
smothered their laughs in their handkerchiefs. If the sing* 
ing society had not been so well acquainted \vith the closing 
chorus the Professor certainly would have thrown them 
out by his many mistakes in beating time. The piece was a 
“sleighride” song. The Professor forgot to give the signal 
for the ringing of the sleigh bells, but the members of the 
singing society dıd not, and their introduction, \vhidı was 
unexpected by the audience, to use a theatrical term, 
“brought down the house.” The number was well ren* 
dered, despite the manifest defects in leadership. The con- 
cert came to a close. 

Deacon Mason and his wife, accompanied by their 
daughter, Huldy, and Rev. Mr. Howe, occupied a double 
sleigh, as did Hiram-, Mandy, and Cobb’s twins. Another 
double-seated conveyance contained Mr. and Mrs. Benoni 
Plili, their son, Samuel, and Miss Tilly James. Quincy also 
had accommodations for four in his sleigh, but its only 
occupants were Miss Putnam and himself. Abner Stiles 
sat on the front seat of another double-seated sleigh, \vhile 
the Professor and Ezekiel were on the back one; the re- 
mainder of the Mason’s Corner folks occupied the big 
barge which had been used for the sleigh ride the night 
before. 

The barge led the procession to Mason’s Corner, 
followed by the vehicles previously mentioned and scores 
of others containing residents of Mason’s Corner, whose 
names and faces are alike unknown. By a strange fatality, 
the sleigh containing the Professor and Ezekiel vvas the 
last in the line. Ezekiel was inwardly elated that Mr. Saw- 
yer had göne home with Lindy İnstead of with Deacon 
Mason's party. Strout^ bosom held no feelings of elation. 
Ple did not seem to çare vvhether the concert was consid- 
ered a success or not. He had but one thought in his mind, 
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and that was the “daring impudence of that city feller.” 
Turning to Ezekiel, he said: 

'Tll get even with that city clıap the next time I meet 
him. As I said last night, Pettengill, this town ain’t big 
enough to hold 'both on us and one on us has got to git” 
As he said this, he leaned back in the sleigh and puffed 
his cigar savagely while Ezekiel was wondering if Huld}! 
was thinking half as much about him as he was about her. 


CHAPTER IV. 


ANCESTRY VERSUS PATRIOTISM. 

F OUR days had passed since the concert in the Town 
Hail at Eastborough. The events of that evening had 
been freely discussed fa barn and workshop, at table and at 
the various Stores in Eastborough and surrounding towns, 
for quite a number had been present who \vere not residents 
of the town. Ali interest in it had not, however, passed 
away as subsequent occurrences proved. 

It was the morning of the fifth of January. Benoni HilI, 
who ran the only grocery store at Mason’s Comer, was 
behind his counter and \vith the aid of his only son, Samuel, 
was attending to the wants of several customers. 

While thus engaged, Miss Tilly James entered, and 
young Samuel Hill forgot to ask the customer on whom he 
had been waiting the usual question, “Anything else, 
ma^nı?” so anxious was he to speak to and wait upon the 
pretty Miss James, whose bright eyes, dark curly hair, and 
witty remarks had attracted to her side more suitors Ihan 
had fallen to the lot of any other young girl in the village. 
As yet she had evinced no especial liking for any particu- 
lar one of the young men who flocked about her, and tîıis 
fact had only served to increase their admiration for her 
and to spur them on to renewed efforts to win her favor. 

“Do you know, Miss James/’ said Samuel, “I can’t get 
it out of my ears yet/’ As he said this, he leaned över the 
counter, and being a brave young man, looked straight into 
Miss James’s smiling face. 
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“If ali home remedies bave failed/’ said Tilly, “why don’t 
you go to Boston and have a doctor examine them? ,> 

“What a joker you are!” remarked Samuel; “I believe 
you will crack a joke on *the minister the day you are mar- 
ried.” 

“It may be my last chance,’* rejoined Tilly. “Mother 
says the inside of a boiled onion put into the ear is good for 
some troubles; give me a pound of tea, Oolong and green 
mixed, same as we always have.” 

As Samuel passed the neatly done up package to Miss 
James, he leaned across the counter again and said in a 
low voice, “You kno\v what is in my ears, Miss James. 
How beautifully you played for Mr. Sawyer wben he 
whistled ‘Listen to the Mocking Bird/ I don’t think I shall 
ever forget it.” 

“Well, I don’t know about the playing, Mr. Hill. I came 
near losing my place se.veral times, because I wanted so 
much to hear him whistle.” 

During this conversation Tilly and Samuel had been so 
preoccupied that they had not noticed the entrance of a 
new-comer and his approach towards them. Only one 
other customer, a little girl, was left in the store, and Mr. 
Hiîl, Sr., had göne down cellar to draw her a quart of 
moîasses. 

As Tilly uttered the words, “I wanted so much to hear 
him whistle, ,, she heard behind her in clear, melodious, 
flute-like notes, the opening measures of “Listen to the, 
Mocking Bird.” Tuming quickly, she saw Mr. Sawyep 
standing beside her. 

“Why, how do you do, Mr. Sawyer? I am delighted to 
see you again,” she said in that hearty, whole-souled way 
that was so captivating to her country admirers. 

“The delight is mutual/’ replied Quincy, raising his hat 
and bowing. 

Samuel Hill was evidently somewhat dİsturbed by the 
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great friendliness of the greetings that he had just wit- 
nessed. This fact did not escape Tilly’s quick eve, and turn* 
ing to Mr. Sawyer she said: 

“Have you been introduced to my friend, Mr. Samueî 
Hill?” 

? '‘I have not had that pleasure,” replied Quincy. “This 

is my first visit to the store.” 

“Then allo\v me/ J continued Tilly, “to present you to 
Mr. Samuel Hıill and to Mr. Benoni Hill, his father, botlı 
valued friends o-f mine/' and she added, as a roguish smile 
carne into her face, “as they keep the only grocery stere iıı 
the viîlage, you will be obliged to buy wha<t they have and 
pay them what they ask, unless you prefer a three-mile 
tramp to Eastborough Centre.” 

“I hope you’re enjoyin’ your stay at Mason’s Gömer,” 
said Mr. Benoni Hill, “though I don’t s’pose you citv folks 
fınd much to please yer in a country tovvn, ’specially in the 
\vinter.” 

“So far I have found two things -that have pleased ıııe 
very much,” ıreplied Quincy. 

“The milk and eggs, I suppose,” remarked Tilly. 

“No,” said Quincy, “I refer to Miss Lindy Putnam’s 
fine singing and the beautiful playing -of a young lady who 
is called Miss James.” 

“I have heard,” said Tilly, “that you city gentlemen are 
great flatterers. That is not the reason why I am obliged 
to leave you so suddenly, but the fact is the tea caddy ran 
low this morning and grandma’s nerv-es \vill -remain un- 
strung until she gets a cup of strong tea.” 

With a graceful bovv and a parting wave of the hand to 
the three gentlemen, the bright and popular young lady 
left the store. 

“Mr. Hill,” said Quincy, ad'dressing the elder gentle- 
man, ‘Tve smoked ali the cigars that I brought from Bos¬ 
ton, but Deacon Mason told me perhaps you had some 
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that would süit me. I like a good-sized, strong cigar and 
one that .burns freely.” 

“Well," said Mr. Hill, “Professor Strout is the most par- 
tikler customer I have in cigars; he says he ahvays smokes 
a pipe in the house, ’cause it don't hang round the room 
’so long as cigar smoke does, but he likes a good cigar to 
smoke on the Street or when he goes ridin/ I just had 
a new box come down for him last night. Perhaps some 
of them will satisfy yer till I can git jest the kind yer want. ,J 

Mr. Hill took his claw-hammer and opeııing the box 
passed it to Quincy, who took one of the cigars and lighted 
it. As he did so he glanced at the brand and the names of 
the makers, and remarked, “This is a good cigar, Pve 
smoked this brand before. What do you ask for dıem?” 

‘‘I git ten cents straight, but as Mr. Strout ahvays smokes 
up the whole box before he gits through, though he don’t 
usually buy more than five at a time, I let him have 'em 
for nine cents apiece. There ain't much made on them, 
but yer see I have to obleege my customers.” 

“You don't ask enough for them/' said Quincy, throw- 
ing down a twenty-dollar 'bili. “They seli for fifteen cents, 
two for a quarter, in Boston." 

“How many will you have?" asked Mr. Hill, thinking 
that Boston must be a paradise for shopkeepers, when seven 
cents’ profit could be made on a cigar that cost only eight 
cents. 

“Fil take the whole box," said Quincy. “Cali it ten 
doîlars, that’s cheap enough. No matter about the dis- 
count." As he said this he took half a dozen cigars from 
the box and placed them in a silver-mounted, silk- 
embroidered cigar case. “Please do them up for me, Mr. 
Hill, and the next time Hiram Maxwell comes in he will 
take them down to Deacon Mason's for me.” 

After much rummaging through till and pocketbook, 
Mr. Hill and his son found ten dolîars in change, whicb 
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was passed to Quincy. He stuffed the large wad of smaîj 
biliş and fractional currency into his overcoat pocket and 
sitting down on a pile of soap boxes drummed on the tower 
one with his boot heels and puffed his cigar with evident 
pleasure. 

While Quincy was thus pleasantly engaged, Professor 
Strout entered the store and walked briskly up to the coum 
ter. He did not see, or if he did, he did not notice, Quincy 
who kept his place upon the pile of soap boxes. Strout 
was follo\ved by Abner Stiles, Robert Wood, and several 
other idlers, \vho had been standing on the store platform 
when the Professor arrived. 

‘*Did those cigars come down, Hill?” asked Strout in his 
usual pompous way. 

“Yes!” replied Mr. Hill, “but I guess you’ll have to wait 
till I git anotlıer box down.” 

“What for?” asked Strout sharply. “Wa ? n’t it under- 
stood between us that them cigars was to be kept for me? v 

“That’s so,” acknovvledged Mr. Hill, ‘‘but you see, when 
I told that gentleman on the soap box över yonder that you 
smoked them, he bought the whole box, paid me a çent 
more apiece than you do. A dollar’s worth saving now- 
adays. He says they seli for fifteen ceııts, two for a quarter, 
up in Boston/’ 

“If he’s so well posted on Boston prices,” growled Strout, 
“why didn’t he pay them instead of cheatin' you out of two 
dollars and a half? I consider it a very shabby trick, Mr. 
Hill. I shall buy my cigars at Eastborough Centre in the 
future. Perhaps you’ll lose more -than that dollar in the 
long run.” 

“Perhaps the gentleman will let you have some of ^0^” 
expostulated Mr. Hill, “till I can get another box.” 

“Ali I can say is,” said Strout in snappish tones, “if the 
man who bought them kne\v that you got them for me, he 
\vas no gentleman to take the whole box. What do yer 
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say, Stiles?” he asked, turning to Abner, who had kept his 
eyes fixed on the placid Quincy since entering the store, 
though listening intently to what the Professor said. 

“Well, I kinder reckon I agree to what you say, Pro¬ 
fessor,’’ drawled: Abner, “unless the other side has got some 
şort of an explanation to make. 'Tain’t quite fair to judge 
a man without a hearin , . ,> 

“Allow me to offer you one of your favorite brand, Pro¬ 
fessor Strout,” said Quincy, jumping down from the soap 
boxes and extending his cigar case. 

“No! thank yon!” said Strout, “I ahvays buy a box at a 
time, the same as you do. Judging from the smell of the 
one you are smoking, I guess they made a mistake on that 
öox and sent second quality. Give me a five-cent plug, Mr. 
Hilî, if some gentleman hasn’t bought out your whoîe 
stock. I fancy my pipe wilî have to do me till I get a 
chance to go över to Eastborough Centre.” 

During this conversation Hiram Maxwelî had come in to 
do an errand for Mrs. Mason, and several more platform 
idîers, having heard the Professor’s loud words, aîso 
entered. 

Strout was angry. When in that condition he usually 
lost his head, which he did on this occasion. Turning to 
Quincy he said with a voice full of passion: 

“What’s yer name, anyway? You’ve got so many of 
them I don’t know which comes fust and which îast. Is it 
Quincy or Adams or Sawyer? How in thunder did you 
get ’em ali, anyway? I s’pose they tucked 'em on to you 
\vhen you was a baby and you was too weak to kick at 
being so abused.” 

At this sally a loud laugh arose from the crowd gathereĞ 
in the store, and Abner Stiles, who was the Professor’s 
henchman and man*of*alhwork, cried out, “Fust blood for 
the Professor.” 

Quincy faced the Professor with a pale face and spoke m 
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clear, ringing tones, stili holding his lighted cigar between 
the fingers of his right hand. When he spoke ali listened 
intently. 

“Your memory has served you well, Mr. Strout. You 
have got my names correct and in the proper order, Quincy 
Adams Sawyer. I do not consider that any child could be 
abused by being obliged to wear such honored names as 
those given me by my parents. My mother was a Quincy, 
and that name is indissolubly connected with the history 
and glory ot our common country. My father’s mother was 
an Adams, a family that has given two Presidents to the 
United States. If your knowledge of history is as great as 
your memory for names you should be aware of these facts, 
but your ignorance of them will not affect the opinioıı of 
those knowing to them. My father, Nathaniel Adams Saw- 
Ver, has a world-wide reputation as a great constitutional 
lawyer, and I am proud to bear his name, combined with 
those of my illustrious ancestors. It is needless for me to 
add that I, too, am connected vvith the legal profession/’ 

Here Hiram Maxwell called out, ‘"First round for Mr. 
Sawyer.” 

“Shut up, you dough-head/’ cried Strout, his face pur- 
ple with rage. Turning to Quincy he saıd in a choked 
voice, “My name is Obadiah Strout, no frills or folderob 
about it either. That was my father’s name too, and he 
lived and died an honest man, in spite of it. He raised 
potatoes and one son, that was me. When the nation called 
for volunteers I went to war to save the money bags of 
such as you that stayed at home. It was such fellers as 
vou that made money out of mouldy biscuits and rotten 
beef, shoddy dotlıin', and paper-soled boots. It was such 
fellers as your father that lent their money to the goverm 
ment and got big interest for it. They kept the war going 
as long as they could. What cared they for the blood of 
the poor soldier, as long as they could keep the profîts and 
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interest coming in? It wasn’t the Quıncys and the Adamses 
and the other fellers with big names that stayed at home 
and hollered who saved the country, but the rank and file 
that did the figMin’, and I was one of them.^ 

As he said this the irascible Professor shook his fist in 
Quıncy’s face, to which a red flush mounted, dyeing cheek 
and brow. 

“That’s the Lord’s truth,” said Abner Stiles. Then he 
called out in a loud voice, “Second round for the Professor. 
No w for the finish. v 

But the finish did not come then. The settlement be- 
tween these two lingual disputants did not come for many 
days. The reason for a sudden cessation of the \vordy con- 
flict was a shrill, feminine voice, \vhich cried out from the 
store platform: 

“Hiram Maxwell, where are you? Mother’s most out of 
patience waiting for you.” 

“Good Lord!” cried Hiram, breaking through the crowd 
and rushing to the counter to make the long-deferred pur- 
chase. “Pm coming in a minute.” 

'T think I had better see you home,” remarked Huldy 
Mason, entering the store. 

As she advanced the crowd separated and moved back- 
vvard, leaving her a dearpath. 

“Why, how do you do, Mr. Sawyer?” said she in a pleas- 
ant voice and with a sweet smile, as she reached Quincy. 
“Won’t you help nıe take Hiram home?” 

“I -should be happy to be of service to you/' replied 
Quincy. 

The professor tumed his back toward Miss Mason and 
began talking in an animated manner to Abner Stiles, Bob 
Wood, and a few other ardent sympathizers who gathered 
about him. 

The rest of the crowd were evidently more interested m 
watching the pretty Miss Mason and the genteel Mr. Saw* 
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yer. When Hıram left the store with his purchases under 
one arm and Quincy’s box of cigars under the other, he was 
closely followed by Quincy and Huldy, who were talking 
and laughing together. The crowd of loungers streamed 
out on the platform again to watch their departure. As 
Quincy and Huldy turned from the square into the road 
that led to the Deacon’s house they met Ezekiel Petten- 
gill. Huldy nodded gayly and Quincy raised his hat, but 
Ezekiel was not acquainted with city customs and did not 
return the salutatıon. A few moments later the Professor 
and Abner Stiles \vere relating to him the exciting occur- 
rences of the last half hour. 


JEHAPTER 7. 


MR. SAWYER MEETS UNCLE IKE. 

Q UINCY ADAM S SAWYER had not corne down to 
Mason’s Comer with any idea of becoming a hermit. 
His father was a great lawyer and a very wealthy man. 
He had made Quincy a large allowance during his college 
days, and had doubled it when his only son entered his law 
office to complete his studies. 

Quincy had worked hard in two ways; first, to read law, 
so as to realize the great anticipations that his father had 
concerning him; second, he worked stili harder between 
eight in the evening and one, two, and even four in the 
morning, to get rid of the too large allowance that his father 
made him. 

Like ali great men, his father was unsuspicious and easily 
hoodwinked aocut family matters; so when Quincy grew 
listless and on certain occasions fell asleep at his desk his 
renowned and indulgent father decided it was due to over- 
work and sent him down to Eastborough for a month’s rest 
and change of scene. 

His father had known Isaac Fettengill, and in fact had 
conducted many successful suits for him; besides this he 
had drawn up the papers when Uncle Ike divided his for- 
tune. Çuincy’s father had written to Uncle Ike, asking 
him to find his son a boarding place, and Uncle Ike had 
selected Deacon Mason’s as the best place for him. 

Quincy , s father had told him to be sure and get ac- 
quainted with Mr. Isaac Pettengill, saying he was a man of 
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fine education, and added, “I sometimes feel, Quîncy, as 
though I would like to go into the country and take çare of 
a chicken farm myself for a while.’’ 

His mother came of the best New England stock, and 
although she had been named Sarah and her husbands 
name was Nathaniel, we have seen that the son had been 
endovved with the rather high-sounding name of Quincy 
Adams, which his schoolmates had shortened to Quince, 
and his college friends had stili further abbreviated to 
Ouinn. Quincy had two sisters and they had been equallv 
honored with high-sounding appellations, the elder being 
calied Florence Estelle and the younger Maude Gertrude, 
but to pa, ma, brother, and friends they \vere known as 
Flossie and Gertie. 

The next day after the affair at Hill’s grocery, Quincy 
put several of the best cigars in town in his pocket and 
started tovvards Eastborough Centre for a walk, intending 
to cali upon Uncle Ike Pettengill. 

The young man knew that late hours and their ıısual ac- 
companiments were what had undermined his lıealth, so 
he dctermined to make his vacation of good service to him 
and recover his accustomed health and strength, and when 
he returned home cut his old acquaintances and settle down 
earnestly and honestly to the battle of life. 

He had been a favorite in city society; he was well edu- 
cated, well read, had travelled considerably and was uni- 
formly polite and afîable to ali classes, from young ehil- 
dren to old men and women; he \vas very careful about his 
dress, and always had that well-groomed appearance, whiclı 
in the city elicits commendation, but which leads the aver* 
age countryman to say “dude ,J to himself and near friends 
when talking about him. 

Quincy was no dude; he had been prominent in ali college 
athletic ganıes; he had been a member of the Varsity eight 
in one of its contests with Yale, and had wotı a game for 
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Harvard wkh Yaîe at base ball by making a home run in the 
tenth inning on a tied score. He was a good musician and 
fine singer. In addition he was a graceful dancer, and had 
taken lessons in boxing, until his feather-weight. teacher 
suggested that he had better find a heavy-weight instructor 
to practise on. 

$ Quincy was in his twenty-third year. He had been in love 
a dozen times, but, as he expressed it, had been saved from 
matrimony by getting acquainted wİth a prettier girl just as 
he was on the point of popping the question. 

But we left him walking along on his way to Eastborough 
Centre. Deacon Mason had told him Uncle Ike’s house 
was away from the road, some hundred feet back, and that 
he could not mistake it, as he could see the chicken coop 
from the road. He finally reached it after traversing about 
a mile and a half, it being another mile and a half to East¬ 
borough Centre. 

He found the path that led to the îıouse. As he neared 
the steps a huge dog arose from a reclining posture and 
faced him, not in an ugly mood, but \vİth an expression that 
seemed to «ay, “An introduction will 'be necessary before 
vou come any farther. ,, The dog seemed to understand 
that it \vas his duty to bring about the necessary introduc* 
tion, so he gave a series of loud barks. The door was 
quickly opeııed and Uncle Ike stood in the doorvvay. 

“Do I address Mr. Isaac Pettengill?” asked Quincy. 

Uncle Ike replied, “That’s what they write on my letters^ 

Quincy continued, “My name is Quincy Adams Sawyer. 
î am the only son of the Hon. Nathaniel Sawyer of Boston, 
and I bear a letter of introduction from him to you.” 

Quincy took the letter from his pocket and held it in his 
hand. The dog made a quick movement forward and be¬ 
fore Quincy could divine his object, he took the letter in 
his mouıh and took it to Uncle Ike, and, returning, faced 
Quincy again. 
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Uncle Ike read the letter slowly and carefully; then he 
turned to Quincy and said, “If you will talk about birds, 
fish, dogs, and chickens, you are vvelcome, and I shall be 
glad to see you now or any time. If you talk about law- 
suits or religion I shall be sorry that you came. I am sick 
of lawyers and ministers. If you insist upon talking on such 
subjects Fli teli Swiss, and the next time you come he 
won’t even bark to let me know you’re here/ 5 

Quincy took in the situation, and smiling said, “I am 
tired of lawyers and iavvsuits myself; that is the reason I 
came down here for a change. The subjects you mention 
will satisfy me, if you will allow me to put in a fe\v words 
about rowing, running, boxiııg, and football.” 

Uncle Ike replied, '‘The physically perfect man 1 admire, 
the intellectually perfect man is usually a big bore; I prefer 
the company of my chickens.” Turning to Swiss he said 
with a marked change in his voice, “This is a friend of mine, 
Swiss.” Turning to Quincy he said, "He vvill admit you 
until I give him directions to the contrary.” 

The dog walked quietîy to one side and Quincy advanced 
\vith outstretclıed hand toward Uncle Ike. 

Uncle Ike did not extend his. He said, "I never shake 
hands, young man. It is a hollow social custom. With 
Damon and Pythias it meant something. One was ready 
to die for the other, and that hand-clasp meant friendship 
until death. How many hand shakings mean that now* 
adays? Besides,” with a queer smile, "I have just been 
cutting up a broiler that I intend to cook for my dinner.f 
Come in, you are welcome on the conditions I have mem 
tioned.” 

Quincy obeyed and stepped into the kitchen of Sleepy 
Hollow. He owned to himself in after years that that was 
the most important step he had taken in life—the turning* 
point in his career. 


CHAPTER VI. 


S0ME NEW IDEAS. 

D ID you ever kili a chtcken?” asked Uncle Ike, as 
Quincy entered the room and took a seat in the wil- 
low rocker Uncle Ike pointed out to him. 

“No,” replied Qukıcy, “but out in Chicago I saw live 
hogs killed, bristles taken off, cut up, assorted according to 
kinci and quality, and hung up -to cool ofî, in three minutes.” 

Uncle Ike responded vehemently, “Yes, I know, and it is 
a shame to the American people that they allow such 
things.’* 

“That may be trııe,” said Quincy, “but even at that speed 
they cannot kili and pack as fast as it is wanted. ,? 

“Yes,” said Uncle Ike, “in the old days man feared God, 
and he treated man and beast better for that reason. In 
these days man serves Mammon and he will do anything to 
win his favor.” 

“Do you think it is true that men were better in the old 
days?’* asked Quincy. 

“No,” answered Uncle Ike, “I didn’t say so. I said that 
in the old days man was afraid to do these things; now if he 
has money he is afraid of neither God, man, nor the devil. 
To speak frankly, that is why I arn so independent myself. 
I am sure of enough to support me as long as I live; I owe 
no man anything, and I allow no man to owe*me anything.” 

Quincy, changing the subject, inquired, “What is your 
method of killing 
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Uncle Ike said, “Let me teli you why I devised a ne>r 
plan. When I was about eight years old I went with my 
mother to visit an uncle in a neighboring town. I was 
bom in Eastborough myself, in the old Pettengill house. 
But this happened some twenty miles from here. My uncle 
was chopping wood, and boy like, I went out to \vatch him. 
An old rooster kept running around the block, flapping its 
wings, makıng considerable noise. Uncle shooed him off 
three or four times. Finally uncle made a grab at him, 
caught him by the legs, whacked him down on the block 
and with his axe cut off his head close to his body, and then 
threw it out on the grass right in front of me. Was that 
rooster dead? I thought not. It got up on its legs, ran 
right towards where I was sitting, and before I could get 
away I was covered with the blood that came from its neck. 
I don't kno\v how far the rooster ran, but I know I never 
stopped until I was safe in my mother’s arms. The balance 
of the time I stayed there you could’nt get me vvithin forty 
vards of my uncle, for every time I met him I could see 
myself running around \vithout my head.” 

“That made a lasting impression on you,” remarked 
Ouıncy. 

“Yes,” said Uncle Ike, “it has lasted me sixty-eight years, 
©ne month, and thirteen days,” pointing to a calendar that 
hung on the wall. 

As Quincy looked in the direction indicated he saw 
something hanging beside it that attracted his attention. 

It was a sheet of white paper with a heavy black border. 
Within the border were written these words, “Sacred to 
the memory of Isaac Pettengill, who was kilîed at the battle 
of Gettysburg, July 4th, 1863, aged twenty-nine years. He 
died for his namesake and his native land.” 

Qtıincy said interrogatively, “Did you lose a son in the 
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"No/ 1 was the reply. “I never had a son. That wa$ 
my substitute. ,, 

“Strange that your substitute should have the same name 
as yo^selU’ 

“Yes, it would have been if he had, but he didn’t. His 
riglıt name was Lemuel Butters. But I didn’t propose ta 
put my money into such a name as that/’ 

“Were you drafted?” asked Quincy. 

“No,” said Uncle Ike. “I rnight as well teli you the 
whole story, far you seem bound to have it. I came down 
here in 1850, \vhen I was about sixty. Of course I knew 
what was goıng on, but I didn’t take much interest in the 
war, till a lot of soldiers went by one day. They stopped 
here; we had a talk, and they told me a number of things 
that I hadn’t seen in the papers. I haven’t read the daily 
papers for thirteen years, but I take some weeklies and the 
magazines and buy some books. Well, the next day I 
went över to Eastborough Centre and asked the select* 
men how much it would cost to send a man to the war. 
They said substitutes were bringing $150 just then, but 
that I was över age and couldn’t be drafted, and there was 
no need of my sending anybody. I remarked that in my 
opinion a man’s patrıotism ought not to die out as long as 
he lived. It seemed to me that if a man had $150 it was his 
duty to pay for a substitute, if he was a hundred. The 
selectmen said that they had a young fellow named Lem 
Butters who was willing to go if he got a hundred and fifty. 
So I planked down the money, but wıth -the understanding 
that he should take my name. Well, to make a long story 
short, I got killed at Gettysburg and I wrote that out as a 
reminder. ,, 

“Don’t you ever get lonesome alone here by yourself? >, 
Quincy asked. 

<< Yes ? ,, said Uncle Ike. ‘T am lonesome every minute of 
the time. That’s what I came down here for. I got tired 
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being lonesome with other people around me, so I tbought 
I would come down here and be lonesome ali by myself, 
and I have never been sorry I came.” 

Quincy opened his eyes and looked inqııiringly at Uncle 
Ike. 

“I don’t quite understand what you mean by being lone¬ 
some with other people around you,” said he. 

“No, of course you don’t,” replied Uncle Ike. “You are 
too young. I was sixty. I was thirty-five when I got ınar- 
ried and my wife was ouly twenty-two, so vvhen I was 
sixty she was only forty-seven. One girl was twenty-three 
and the other twenty. I went to work at seven o’clock in 
the morning and got home at seven at night. My wife 
and daughters went to theatres, dinners, and parties, and of 
course I stayed at home and kept house with the servant 
girl. In my business I had taken in two young fellows as 
partners, both good, honest men, but soon they got to fig- 
uring that on business points they were two and I was one, 
and pretty soon ali I had to do was to put wood on the fire 
and feed the office cat. So you can see I was pretty lone¬ 
some about eighteen hours out of the twenty-four.” 

Quincy said refîectively, “And your family—’’ 

Uncle Ike broke in, “Are alive and \vell, I suppose. 
They don’t write me and I don’t write them. I told my 
partners they must buy me out, and I gave them sixty days 
to do it in. I gave my wife and daughters two-thirds of 
my fortune and put the other third into an annuıty. I am 
calculating now that if my health holds good I shall beat 
the insurance company in the end.” 

Quincy, finding that his inquiries provoked such inter* 
esting replies, risked another, “Are your daughters mar- 
ried?” 

Uncle Ike laughed quietly. “I don’t read the daily 
papers as I said, so I don’t know, but they wouîdn’t send 
me cards anyway. They know my ideas of mamage/* 
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Quîncy, smiling, asked, “Have you some new ideas on 
that old custom?” 

“Yes, I have,” replied Uncle Ike. “If two men go into 
business and each puts in money and they make money or 
don’t make it, the law doesn’t fix it so that they must keep 
together for their natural lives, but allows the firm to be 
dissolved by mutual consent.” 

“Why, sir, that \vould make marriage a limited partner- 
ship,” said Quincy with a snıile. 

“What better is it now? ,, asked Uncle Ike. “The law 
doesn’t compel couples to live together if they don’t want 
to, and if they don’t want to live together, why not lef 
them, under proper restrictions, get up some ne\v firms? 
Of course, there wouldn’t be any objection to parties living 
together for their natural lives, if they wanted to, and the 
fact that they did would be pretty good proof that they 
wanted to.” 

Quincy started to speak, “But what—” 

“I know what you were going to say,” said Uncle Ike. 
“You are going to ask that tiresome old question, what 
will become of the children? Well, I should consider them 
part of the property on hand and divide them and the 
money according to law.” 

“But few mothers would consent to be parted from their 
children.” 

“Oh, that’s nonsense,” replied Uncle Ike. “I have a 
Massachusetts State Report here that says about five hun* 
dred children every year are abandoned by their mothers 
for some cause or other. They leave them on doorsteps and 
in railroad stations; they put them out to board and don’t 
pay their board; and the report says that every one of these 
littîe \vaifs is adopted by good peopîe, and they get a better 
education and a better bringing up than their own parents 
couîd or would give them. Have you ever read, Mr. Sa\v- 
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yer, of the Austrian baron who vvas crossed in love and 
decided he would never marry? ,> 

Quincy shook his head. 

“Well, he was wealthy and had a big castle, with no one 
to live in it, and during his life he adopted, educatea, 
clothed, and sent out into the world, fitted to make their 
ovvn living, more than a thousand children. To my min<L 
Mr. Sawyer, he was a bigger man than any emperor or king 
\vho has ever lived. ,> 

Quincy asked, “But how are you going to start such a 
reform, Mr. Pettengill? The first couple that got reunited 
on the partnership plan wouîd be the laugîıing stock of the 
community.” 

“Just so,” said Uncle Ike, “but I can get över that diffi* 
culty. The State of Massachusetts has led in a great man-y 
social reforms. Let it take the first step forvvard in tlıis 
one; let it decîare by Iaw that ali marriages on and aîter a 
certain dav shall terminate five years from the date of 
marriage unless the coupîes wish to renew the bonds. Then 
let everybody îaugh at everybody else if they want to. r 

“Well, how about those couples that were married before 
that day?’ 

“That’s easy,” was Uncle Ike’s reply. “Give them alî a 
chance five years after the law to dissolve by mutual con* 
sent, iî they want to. Don’t forget, Mr. Sawyer, that with 
such a îaw there would be no need of divorce courts, and 
if any man insuîted a woman, imprisonment for life and 
even the gaîlovvs wouîdn , t be any too good for him. Wili 
you stay to lunch, Mr. Sa\vyer? My chİcken is about done. ,> 

Quincy arose and poîitely declined the invitation, saying 
he had been so much interested he had remained much 
longer than he had intended, but he wou!d be pîeased to 
cali again some day if Mr. Pettengill were willing. 

“Oh, yes, come any time/’ said Uncle Ike, “you’re a good 
dstener, and I always like a man that alîows me to do most 
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oi the talking. By the way, we didn’t get a chance to say 
nıuch this time about shooting, fishıng, or football. ,, 

Quincy went down the steps, and Uncle Ike stood at the 
door, as he did before he entered. Swiss looked at Quincy 
wıth an expression that seenıed tıo say, “Yon have made a 
pretty long cali.’’ Quincy patted him on the head, called 
him “good dog/’ and walked briskly down the path towards 
the road. When he \vas about fifty feet from the house, 
Uncle Ike called out sharply, “Mr. Sawyer!” Quincy 
turned on his heel quickly and looked towards the speaker. 
Uncle Ike’s voice, stili sharp, spoke these farewell words: 

“I forgot to teli you, Mr. Savvyer, that I always chloro» 
form my chickens before I cut their heads off.” 

He stepped back into the house. Swiss, with a bound, 
was in the room beside him, and \vhen Quincy again turnerf 
his steps towards the road the closed door had shut then? 
both from view. 


CHAPTER VII 


“THAT CITY FELLER.** 

A S usual, the next morning Hiram was down to the 
Pettengill house between nine and ten o’clock. He 
opened the kitchen door unobserved by Mandy and looked 
in at her. She was standing at the sink washing dishes 
and singing to herself. Suddenly Hiram gave a jump into 
the room and cried out in a loud voice, “Ho\v are you, 
Mandy ?’* 

She dropped a tin pan that she was \viping, \vhich fell 
with a clatter, breaking a plate that happened to be in the 
sink. 

‘Tm much worse, thank you/' she retorted, ‘"and none 
the better for seeing you. What do you mean by coming 
into the house and yelling like a wild Injin? I shall expect 
you to pay for that plate anyway. ,? 

‘"He who breaks pays/' said Hiram \vith a lauglı. '‘But 
why don’t you shake hands with a fellow?’’ 

“I will if I like and I won , t if I like,” replied Mandy, 
extending her hand, which was covered with soapsuds. 

I "Wipe your hand,” said Hiram, "and Pil give you this 
ten cents to pay for the plate.” 

As he said this he extended the money towards her. 
Mandy did not attempt to take it, but giviııg her wet hand 
a dip threvv the -soapsuds full in Hiram’s face. He rushed 
forward and caught her about the waist; as he did so he 
dropped the money, which rolled under the kitchen tabîe. 
Mandy turned around quickly and facing Hiram, caught 
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him by both ears, which she pulled vigorously. He released 
his lıold upon her and jumped back to escape further pun- 
islıment. 

“Now, 'Mr. Hiram Maxwell/* said she, facing him, “what 
do you mean by such actions? I’ve a good mind to put 
you outdoors and never set eyes on you again. What 
would Mr. Pettengill have thought if he’d a come in a min- 
ute ago?’* 

“I guess he’d a thought that I was gittin* on better'n I 
really am/* replied Hiram, with a crestfallen look. “Now, 
Mandy, don’t get mad, I didn’t mean nothin*, I was only 
foolin* and you began it îust, by throwin* that dirty water 
in my îace, and no felîer that had any spunk could stand 
that/* As he said this, a broad smile covered his face. 
“Say, Mandy/* he continued, “here comes Obadiah Strout, 
\ve’d better make up before he gits in or it’ll be ali över 
town that you and me have been fightin’, Got any chores 
this mornin*, Mandy, that I can do for you?” 

At this moment the kitchen door was again opened and 
Professor Strout entered. 

“Where*s Pettengill?** he asked of Mandy, not noticing 
Hiram. 

“I guess he*s out in the wood-shed, if he hasn*t göne 
somewheres else/* replied Mandy, resuming her work at 
the sink. 

Strout turned towards Hiram and said, as if he had been 
unaware previously of his presence, “Oh! you there, 
Hiram? Just go find Pettengill for me like a good feller 
and teli him Professor Strout vvishes to see him up to the 
house.** 

“At the same time, Hiram/* said Mandy, “go find me 
that dozen eggs that I told you I wanted for that puddinV* 

Hiram winked at Mandy, unseen by the Professor, and 
started for the chicken coop. 

“Guess 1*11 have a chair/* remarked the Professor. 
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“Ali right, îf you don’t take it with you whea you go,” 
replied Mandy, stili busily washing dislıes. 

“Fine weather/’ said Strout. 

“Sorter between, ,, laconically replied Mandy. 

“Did you enjoy the concert?” asked Strout. 
ı “Some parts of it,” said Mandy. “I thought Mr. Sawyer 
and Miss Putnam were just splendid. His whistling \vas 
just grand.” 

“He’ll whistle another kınd of a tüne in a few days,” 
remarked Strout. 

“What? Are you going to give another concert?” asked 
Mandy, looking at him for the first time. 

“If I do,” replied the Professor, “you bet he won ? t be 
one of the performers.^ 

“Oh, I see,” said Mandy, “you’re mad with him ’cause 
he hogged the whole sho\v. Mr. Maxwell was just telling 
me as how Mr. Sawyer was going to hıre the Town Hail on 
Washington y s birthday and bring down a big brass band 
from Bostpn and give a concert that vvould put you in the 
shade, and somebody \vas telling me, I forget who, that 
ÎMr. Sawyer don’t like to sit ’round doing nothin’, and he’s 
goin’ to give music lessons.” 

These last two untruthful shots hit the mark, as she 
knew they would, and Strout, abandoning the subject, 
blurted out, “Where in thunder’s that Hıram? Pil be 
blowed if I don’t believe he went to look for the eggs first.” 

“I reckon he did,” said Mandy, “if he means to keep on 
good terms with me. He ain’t likely to tend to stray jobs 
till he’s done up his regular chores.” 

“I s’pose Deacon Mason sends him down here to wait on 
you?” remarked Strout with a sneer. 

“Did Deacon Mason teli you that you could have him to 
run your errands?” inquired Mandy, with a pout. 

“Guess the best thing I can do/' said Strout rising, “is 
to go hunt Pettengill up myself.” 
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T ‘I guess you’ve struck it right this time,” assented 
Mandy, as Strout left the room and started for the wood- 
shed. 

As he closed the door, Mandy resumed her singing as 
though such conversatıons were of everyday occurrence. 

She finished her work at the sink and was fixing the 
kitchen fire when Hiram returned. 

‘"Ali I could find,” said he, holding an egg în each hand. 
“The hens must have struck or think it’s a holiday. S’pose 
there’s any ou t in the barn? Come, let’s go look, Mandy. 
Where’s old Strout?” 

‘T guess he*s göne to îook for Mr. Pettengill,” replied 
Mandy, with a laugh. 

“I kinder thought (he would if I s ta yed long enough,” 
said Hiram, with a grin; “but come along, Mandy, no hen 
fruit, no puddinV’ 

“Mr. Maxwell, ,, said Mandy, soberly, “I wislı you’d be 
more particular about your language. You know I abom- 
inate slang. You know how careful I try to be.” 

“YouVe a dandy,” said Hiram, taking her hand. 

They ran as far as the wood-shed, when seeing the door 
öpen, they hid behind it until Strout came out and walked 
down towards the İane to meet Ezekiel, whom he had seen 
coming ııp from the road. Then Hiram and Mandy sped 
on their way to the bam, which they quickly reached and 
were soon upon the haymow, apparently searching intently 
for eggs. 

When Strout reached Ezekiel he shook hands with him 
and said, “Come up to the barn, Pettengill, Pve got a little 
somethin 5 I \vant to teli you and it’s kinder private. It’s 
about that city feller that’s swellin’ round here puttin’ on 
airs and tryin’ to make us think that his father is a bigger 
man than George Washington. He about the same as 
told me down to the grocery store that the blood of ali the 
Quincys flowed in one arm and the blood of ali the Adamsa 
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in the other, but I kinder guess that the rest of his carcass 
is full of calfs blood and there’s mare fuss and feathers 
than fight to himF’ 

By this time they had reached the bam and they sat down 
upon a pile of hay at the foot of the mow. 

“Now my plan’s this/' said Strout. “You know Bob 
Wood; well, he’s the biggest feîler and the best fight er in 
town. I’m goin’ to post Bob up as to how to pick a quar- 
rel with that city feller. When he gets the bekin* that he 
deserves, I rayther think that Deacon Mason will lose a 
boarder.” 

“But s’posin’ Mr. Sawyer licks Bob Wood?” queried 
Ezekiel. 

“Oh! I dorc count much on that/’ said Strout; “but if 
it should turn out that way we*re goin’ to turn in and get 
up a surprise party for Miss Mason and jist leave him out.” 

“I hope you ain’t goin’ to do any fightin* down to Deacon 
Mason’s?” remarked Ezekiel. 

“Oh, no!” protested Strout, “it’ll be kind o' quiet, under- 
minin’ work, as it were. Remarks and sayin’s and side 
whispers and odd looks, the cold shoulder business, you 
know, that soon telis a feller that his company ain’t 
appreciated.” 

“Well, I don’t think that’s quite fair/’ said Ezekiel. “You 
don’t like him, Mr. Strout, but I don’t -think the whole town 
will take it up.’’ 

The Professor said sternly, “He has insulted me and in 
doing that he has insulted the whole town of East 
borough.” 

A smothered laugh was heard. 

“By George! What was that?” cried Strout. 

Ezekiel was at a îoss what to say, and before he could 
reply, Mandy’s laughing had caused the hay to move. As 
it began to sîide she clutched at Hiram in a vain sffort to 
save herself, and the next instant a large pile of hay, bear- 
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ing Hiram and Mandy, came down, falling upon Ezekiel 
and Strout and covering theın from sight. 

When ali had struggled ta their feet, Ezekiel turned to 
Mandy and said sharply, “What were you doin’ up there, 

Mandy?” 

“Looking for eggs/’ said she, as she ran out of the barn 
and started for the house. 

Hiram stood with his mouth distended with a huge smile. 
Strout turned towards him and said savagely, “Well, if 
you’re the only egg she got, ’twas a mighty bad one.” 

Hiram retorted, “I would rather be called a bad egg 
than somethin* I heard about you.’’ 

Strout, in a passion, cried out, “Who said anything about 
me?’’ 

Hiram made for the barn door and then said, “heard a 
gentleman say as how there was only one jackass in East- 
borough and he taught the singin’ school.” 

Strout caught up a rake to throw at him, but Hiram was 
out of sight before he coula carry out his purpose. Turn- 
ing to Ezekiel, Strout said, “I bet a dollar, Pettengill, it 
v/as that city feller that said that, and as I have tvvice re- 
marked and this makes three times, this town ain’t big 
enough to hold both on us.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 


CITY SKILL VERSUS COUNTRY MUSCLE. 

H IRAM MAXWELL \vas not called upon ta perform 
ver> T arduous duties at Deacon Mason’s. The Dea* 
con had given up farming several years before, and Hiram's 
duties consisted in doing the chores about the house. He 
had plenty of spare time, and he used it by going down to 
the Pettengill place and talking to Mandy Skinner. 

The next morning after the adventure in the barn, Hiram 
went down as usual after his morning’s work \vas done to 
see Mandy. 

“Hovv do you find things, Mandy?” said Hiram, opening 
the kitchen door and putting his head in. 

“By looking for them,” said Mandy, without looking up 
from her work. 

“You are a\vful smart, ain’t you?” retorted Hiram. 
Mandy replied, “People’s opinion that I think a good deal 
more of than yours have said that •same thing, Mr. Max* 
\vell.” 

Hiram saw that he was worsted, so he changed the com 
versation. 

“Anybody to hum? ,J 

Mandy answered sharplv, “Everybodjout but me, of 
course I am nobody/’ 

Hiram came in and closed the door. 

“You needn't be so peskv smart with your tongue, 
Mandy. Of course I can’t keep up with you and you know 
it. What , s up?’’ 
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Mandy replied, “The thermometer. It isn’t nearly as 
cold as it was yesterday.” 

Hiram, seeing a breakfast apparently laid out on a side 
table inquired, “Expectin ? somebody to breakfast?” 

“No,” said Mandy, “I got that ready for Mr. Pettengill, 
but he didn’t have time to eat it because he was afraid he 
would lose the train.” 

“Has he göne to the city?” asked Hiram. 

“I ’spect he has,” answered Mandy. 

“Well,” remarked Hiram, “s’posin’ I eat that breakfast 
myself, so as to save you the trouble of throwin’ it away.” 

“Well,” said Mandy, “I was going to give it to the pigs; 
I suppose one hog might as well have it as another.” 

Hiram said, “Why, you don’t cali me a big eater, do you, 
Mandy?” 

Mandy laughed and said, “I can’t teli, I never saw you 
when you wasn’t hungry. How do you know when you 
have got enough?” 

Hiram said, “I haven’t got but one way of tellin’, I allus 
eats till it hurts me, then I stop while the pain lasts.” 

Then he asked Mandy, “What did ’Zekiel go to the citv 
for?” 

Mandy answered, “Mr. Pettengill does not confide his 
private business to me.” 

Hiram broke in, “I bet a dollar you know why he went, 
just the same.” 

Mandy said, “I bet a dollar I do.” 

Then she broke into a loud laugh. Hiram evidently 
thought it was very funny and laughed until the tears stood 
in his eyes. 

“What are you laughing for?” asked Mandy. 

Hiram’s countenance fell. 

“Come down to the fine point, Mandy, durned if I 
know.” 

“That’s a great trick of yours, Hiram,” said Mandy. 
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“You ought not to laugh at anything unless yon under- 
stand it.” 

“I guess I wouldn’t laugh much then,” said Hiram. “I 
allus laugh when I don’t understand anythin’, so folks 
’vvon’t think that I don’t know where the p’int cornes in. 
But say, Mandy, what did Pettengill go to the city for?” 

During this conversation Hiram had been eating the 
breakfast that had been prepared for Ezekiel. Mandy sat 
down near him and said, “Pil teli you, but it ain’t nothing 
to laugh at. Mr. Pettengill had a telegraph message come 
last night.” 

“You don’t say so!” said Hiram. “It must be pretty 
important for persons to spend money that way. Nobody 
dead, I s’pose?’’ 

“Well,” said Mandy, “Mr. Pettengill left the telegram in 
his room and I had to read it to see whether I had to throw 
it away or not, and I remember every word that was in it.” 

Hiram asked earnestly, “Weîl, what waa İt? Is his sis- 
ter Alice goin’ to get married?” 

Mandy answered, “No, she is sick and she wanted him 
to come right up -to Boston at önce to see her.” 

Hiram said, “ ’Zekiel must think a powerful îot of that 
sister of his’n. Went right off to Boston \vithout his break- 
fast.” 

“I guess it would have to be something nearer than a 
sister to make you do that,” said Mandy. “I don’t know but 
one thing, Hıram, that would make you go without your 
feed.” 

“What’s that, Mandy?” said he. “You?” 

“No,” replied Mandy, “a famine.’’ 

?< You ain’t no şort of an idea as to what’s the matter 
with her, have you?” he asked. 

r ‘No, I haven’t,” said Mandy, “and if I had I don’t in> 
agine I \vould teli you. Now you better run right home, 
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little boy, for I have to go upstairs and do the chamber 
work.” 

She whisked out of the room, and Hiram, helping himself 
to a couple of apples, left the house and walked slowly 
along the road tovvards Eastborough Centre. 

Suddemy he espied a man coming up the road and soon 
saw it was Quincy Adams Sawyer. 

“Just the feller I wanted to see,” soliliquized Hiram, 

As Quincy reached him he said, “Mr. Sawyer, I want 
to speak to yotı a minute or two. Come into PettengilFs 
barn, there’s nobody to hum but Mandy and she’s upstairs 
makin’ the beds .’ 7 

They *entered the barn and sat down on a couple of half 
barrels that served for stools. 

“Mr. Sawyer, you’ve treated me fust rate since you’ve 
been here and I want to do you a good turn and put you 
on your guard.” 

Quincy laughed. 

Hiram continued, “Wcll, maybe you won’t laugh if Bob 
Wood tackles you. I won’t teli you how I found it out 
for I’m no eavesdropper, but keep your eye on Bob Wood 
and look out he don’t play no mean tricks on you.” 

Quincy remarked, “I suppose Mr. Strout is at the bottom 
of this and he has hired this Bob Wood to do what he can 7 t 
do himself. 7 ’ 

“I giıess yon have got it about right, M ; r. Sawyer,” said 
Hiram. “Can you fight?” he asked of Quincy. 

“I am a good shot with a rifle,” Quincy replied. “I can 
hit the ace of hearts at one hundred feet with a pistol . 77 

“I don’t mean that,” said Hiram. “Can you fight with 
yer fists?” 

“I don’t know much about it,” said Quincy with a queer 
smile. 

“Then I am afraid you will find Bob Wood a pretty 
tough customer. He can lick any two fcllers in town. Why f 
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he polished off Cobb’s twins one day in less than five min- 
utes, both of 

“Where does this Bob Wood spend most of his time?” 
asked Quincy. 

u He loafs around HilTs grocery. When he ain’t \vokin , 
at his trade,” said Hiram, “he does odd jobs for the Pu't> 
nams in summer and cuts some \vood for them in winter. 
You know Lindy Putnam, the gal you sang with at the 
concert?” 

“Come along,” said Quincy, “I feel pretty good this 
morning, we’ll walk down to Hill’s and see if that Mr. 
Wood has anything to say to me.’’ 

“Don’t yon think the best plan, Mr. Savvyer, would be 
to keep ou t of his way?” queried Hiram. 

“Well, I can’t teli that,” said Quincy, “until I get betler 
acquainted with him. After that he may think he’d better 
keep out of my way.” 

“Why, lıe’s twice as big as you,” cried Hiram, \vith a 
look of astonishment on his face. 

“Come along, Hiram,” said Quincy. “By the \vay, I 
haven’t seen Miss Putnam since the concert. I think I 
\vill have to cali on her.” 

Hiram laughed until his face was as red as a beet. 

“By gum, that’s good,” he said, as he struck both legs 
with his hands. 

“What’s good?” asked Quincy. “Calling on Miss Put¬ 
nam?” 

“Yes,” said Hiram. “Wouldn’t she be s’prised?” 

“Why?” asked Quincy. “Such a cali \vouldn’t be con- 
sidered anything out of the \vay in the city.” 

“No, nor it wouldn’t here,” said Hiram, “but for the fact 
that Miss Putnam don’t encourage callers. She goes round 
a viskin’ herself ,and she treats the other giriş fust rate, 
’cause she has plenty of money and can afford it. But she 
has got two good reasons for not wantin’ visitors.” 
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“What are they?” asked Quincy. 

“Well, Fm country myself,” said Hıram, “and there are 
others in Eastborough that are more country Ihan I am. 
But if you want to see and hear the genooine old Rubes 
you want to see old Sy Putnam and his wife Heppy e ” 

“But Miss Mason said Miss Putnam was quıte wealthy.” 

“You bet she is,” said Hiram. “She’s \vorth hundreds^ 
of millions of dollars.” 

“I think you must mean thousands,” remarked Quincy. 

“Well, as far as Pm concerned,” said Hiram, “when you 
talk about millions or thousands of money, one’s just the 
same to me as t’other. I never seed so much money in my 
life as I seed since youVe been here, but I don’t want you to 
think Fm beggin’ for more/’ 

“No,” said Quincy, “I should never impute such a motive 
to you.” 

Quincy took a dollar bili from his pocket and held it up 
before Hiram. 

“Whafs that?” he asked. 

“That’s one hundred cents,” said Hiram, “considerably 
m-ore than I have got.” 

“Well,” said Quincy, “if you teli me why Miss Putnam 
doesn’t like callers I will give you that dollar.” 

“Stop a minute,” repîied Hiram. “Soon as we turn this 
next corner we’ll be in full sight of the grocery store. You 
can go ahead and Fil slip ’cross lots and come up from 
behind the store. If Wood thought Pd told you he would 
lick me and Fm no fighter. Now about Miss Putnam,” 
dropping his voice, “I heard it said, and I guess it’s pretty 
near the truth, that she is so blamed stuck up and dresses 
so fine in city fashions that she is just ’shamed of her old 
pa and ma and don’t \vant nobody to see ’em.” 

“But,” asked Quincy, “where did she get her money?” 

Hiram answered, “From her only brother. He went 
down to Boston, made a pile of money, then died and left 
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it ali to Lindy. If what I’ve told you ain’t gospel truth it’s 
mighty near it. Well, Bil see you later, Mr. Sawyer.” 

And Hiram ran down a path that led across the fiedds. 

Quincy tumed the corner and walked fcriskly towards 
Hill’s grocery store. A dozen or more young men and as 
many older ones were lounging about the platform that 
ran the whole length of the store, for it was a very mild 
day in January, and the snovv was rapidly leaving under the 
influence of what might be called a January thaw. 

Quincy walked through the crowd, giving a friendly nod 
to several faces that looked familiar, but the names of whose 
owners were unknown to him. He entered the store, found 
a letter from his mother and another from his sister Gertie, 
and saying "Good moming ,, to Mr. Hill, who was the 
village postmaster, soon reached the platform again. 

As he did so a heaviîy built young fellow, fully six feet 
tali and having a coarse red face, stepped up to him and 
saıd brusquely, “I believe your name’s Sawyer.” 

<4 Your belief is well founded,” replied Quincy. “I regret 
that I do not know your name.” 

“Well, you won’t have to suffer longbefore you find out,” 
said the fellow. <4 My name’s Robert Wood, or Bob Wood 
for short.” 

'Ah! I see/’ said Quincy. "Robert for long wood and 
Bob for short wood. ,J 

Wood J s face grew redder. 

"I s'pose you think that’s mighty smart makin’ fun of 
folks’ names. I guess there ain’t much doubt but vvhat you 
said what a friend of mine telis me you did.” 

Quincy remarked calmly, "Well, what did your friend 
say I said about you?” 

By this time the loungers in and outside the store had 
gathered around the two talkers. Wood seemed encour- 
aged and braced up by the presence of so many friends. 
He walked up close to Quincy and said, "Weîl, my friend 
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told me that you said there was but one jackass in Easfc* 
borough and he sang bass in the quartette.” 

Quincy paled a little, but replied firmly, “1 never said 
it, and if your friend says I did he lies and he knows it.” 

At this juncture, as i£ prearranged, Obadiah Strout sud- 
denly emerged from the grocery store. 

“What’s Ihe matter, gentlemen?” asked Mr. Strout. 

“Well, ,> said Wood, “I told this young man what you 
said he said, and he says you’re a liar.^ 

“ : Well,” said Strout pompously, “I know that he said it 
and I have witnesses to prove it. When you settle with 
him for calling you a jackass Fil settle with him for calling 
me a liar.” 

“Take your coat off, Mr. Sawyer, and get ready. I won't 
keep you waitin‘ but a few moments,” said Bob. 

A jeering îaugh went up from the crowd. Quincy, tum* 
ing, saw Hiram. 

“Here, Hiram ," said he, “hold my things.” 

He took off his overcoat and then his black Prince Albert 
coat and passed them to Hiram. Then he removed his hat, 
which he also handed to Hiram. 

Turning to Wood he said, “Come right out here, Mr. 
Wood; here is a place where the sun has kindly removed 
the snow and we can get a good {ooting.^ 

Wood followed him, and the crowd formed a ring about 
them. 

“Now, Mr. Wood, or perhaps I should say Bob Wood 
for short, put up your handa.” 

Bob put them up in defiance of ali rules governing box- 
ing. This was enough for Quincy; he had sized up his man 
and determîned to make the most of his opportunity. 

“Mr. Wood,” he said politely, “before I hit you I am 
going to teli you just exactly where I am going to strike, 
you can't blame me for anvthing that may happen. I 
sfıall commence on your right eye.” 
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Wood'S face grevv livid; he made a rush at Quincy as 
though he would fail on him and crush him. Ouincy easily 
eluded him, and when Wood made his second rush at him 
he parried a right-hander, and before Wood could recover, 
lıe struck him a square blow full on his right eye. They 
faced each otlıer again. 

“Novv, Mr. Wood,” said Quincy, “I see you have a watch 
in your vest pocket. Is it an open-faced vvatch? ,, 

“S’posin’ you find out,” said Wood, glaring at Quincy 
with his left eye, his right one being closed up. 

“Well, then,” remarked Quincy, “you will be obliged to 
have it repaired, for I am going to hit you just vvhere 
that watch is and it may in j ur e it.” 

Wood was more wary this time and Quincy was more 
scientific. He gave Wood a left-hander in the region of 
the heart which staggered him. 

They faced each otlıer for the third time. 

“I regret the necessity this time, but I will -be obliged to 
strike you full in the face and in my excitement may hit 
your nose.” 

It required ali of Quincy’s dexterity to avoid the wild 
rushes and savage thrusts made by Wood. But Quincy 
understood every one of the boxer’s secrets and was as 
light and agile on his feet as a cat. It was three minutes 
at least before Quincy got the desired opening, and then 
lıe landed a blow on Wood , s nose that sent him flat upon 
his back. 

“That’s enough,” cried the crowd, and several friends 
îed Wood to a seat on the platform. 

Quincy tıımed to Strout. “Now, Mr. Strout, I am at 
your service.^ 

“No, sir, ,? said Strout, ‘T am willing to fight a gentle- 
man, but I don’t fight with no professional prize fighter 
like you.” Turning to the crcrvvd: “1 know ali about this 
£eîlow. He is no lawyer at ali, he is a regular prize fighter, 


CITY SKILL VERSUS COUNTRY MUSCLE. 


67 


and down in Boston he is known by the name of Billy 
Shanks.” 

Quincy smiled. Tuming to the crowd he said, “The 
statement just made by Mr. Strout is like his statement to 
Mr. Wood. The first was a lie, the second is a lie, and the 
man who uttered them is a Har. Good morning, gentle» 
men.” 

Quincy went to Hiram, who helped him on with his 
coats. They walked along together. After they turned 
the corner aııd got out of sight of the grocery store, Hiram 
said: 

“Geewhilikins! What a smasher yon gave hım. I 
thought you said you didn’t know nothin’ about fightin\” 

“I don't know much,” responded Quincy. “There are 
a dozen men in Boston who could do to me just exactly 
what I did to Bob Wood/" 


CHAPTER IX. 


MR. SAWYER CALLS ON MISS PUTNAM. 

Q UINCY had a double purpose in calling on Lindy; 

he actually wished to see her, for they had not met 
since the concert, but his principal wish was to meet a real 
old-fashioned country couple. To be sure, Deacon Mason 
and his wife often dropped into the vernacular, but the 
Deacon was a very dignified old gentleman and his wife 
\vas not a great talker. What he desired was to find one 
of the old-fashioned style of country women, vvith a tongue 
hung in the middle and running at fcoth ends. His wish 
was to be gratified. 

When he clanged the old brass knocker on the door, 
Samanthy Green answered the cali. 

“Is Miss Putnam at home?” asked Quincy politely. 

“No, she auTt,” said Samanthy, “but Mr. and Mrs. Put¬ 
nam is. They're allus to hum. They don’t go nowlıeres 
from one yeaPs end to t’other.” 

“I would like to see them/' said Quincy. 

“Yes, sir,” said Samanthy, “vvalk right in.’ 1 
She threw öpen the door of the sitting-room. “Here's 
a gentleman that wants to see you, Mis’ Putnam. Least- 
wise he asked for Lindy fust.” 

Samanthy left the room, slamming the door after her. 
“My name is Sawyer, ?> said Quincy, addressing the old 
lady and gentleman who were seated in rocking clıairs. 
“I met your daughter at the concert given at the Town 
Hail New-Year's night.” 

Mrs. Putnam said, “Glad to see ye, Mr. Sawyer; have a 
chair. ?> 
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As Quincy laid his hand upon the chair, the old gentle* 
man cailed out in a voice that would have startled a bull of 
Bashan, “VVhat’s his name, Heppy?” 

Mrs. Putnam answered in a shrill voice with an edge like 
a knife, “Sawyer.” 

“Sawyer!” yelled the man. “Any relation to Jim Saw- 
yer that got drunk, beat -his wife, starved his children, and 
finally ended up in the town Poorhouse?” 

Quincy shook his head and replied, “I think not. I don't 
live here; I live in Boston.” 

“Du teli/ 1 said Mrs. Putnam. “How long you been 
here?” 

Quincy replied that he arrived two days after Christmas. 

“Where be you stoppin’?” asked Mrs. Putnam. 

Quincy answered, “I am boarding at Deacon Mason’s.” 

“He’s a nice old gentleman,” said Mrs. Putnam, “and 
Mrs. Mason's good as they make ’em. Her daughter 
Huldy’s a pert young thing, she’s pretty and she knows it.” 

Ouincy remarked that he thought Miss Mason \vas a 
verv nice young lady. 

‘‘Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Putnam, “you young fellers never 
look more than skin deep. Now the \vay she trifles with 
that young ’Zekiel Pettengill I think’s shameful. They ust 
to have a spat every week about somethin’, but they allus 
made it up. But I heard Lindy say that after you come 
here, ’Zeke he got huffy and Huldy she got ındependent, 
and they hain’t spoke to each other nigh on two weeks.” 

This was a revelation to Quincy, but he was to hear more 
about it very soon. 

“How long be you goin’ to stay, Mr. Sawyer?” 

“I haven’t decided,” said Quincy. 

“What’s your business? ,, persisted Mrs. Putnam. 

“I am a lawyer,” replied Quincy. 

Mrs. Putnam looked at hım inquiringly and said, “Be n’t 
you rather young for a lavvyer? How old be you, anyway? M 
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Quincy decided to take a good humored part in his cross 
examination and said without a smile, “I am twenty-three 
years, two months, sixteen days old ."" 

“Be you?"" exclaimed Mrs. Putnam. “I shouldn’t have 
said you were a day över nineteen."’ 

Quincy never felt his youth so keenly before. He deter® 
mined to change the conversation. 

“Did you attend the concert, Mrs. Putnam?” 

“No,” said she. “Pa and me don’t go out much; he’s 
deefePn a stone post and Pve had the rheumatiz so bad in 
my knees for the last five years t hat I can’t walk \vithout 
crutches;” and she pointed to a pair that lay on the floor 
beside her chair. 

During this conversation old Mr. Putnam had ’been eying 
Quincy very keenly. He blurted out, “He’s a chip of the 
old block, Heppy; he looks just as Jim did \vhen he fust 
came to this town. Did yer say yer had an Uncle Jim?” 

Quincy shook his head. 

Mrs. Putnam turned to her husband and yelled, “Now 
you shet up, Silas, and don’t bother the young man. Jim 
Sawyer ain’t nothin" *0 be proud of, and I don’t blame the 
young man for not ownin’ up even if Jim is his uncle.” 

Quincy made another attempt to change the conversa¬ 
tion. “Your daughter is a very fine singer, Mrs. Putnam.’" 

“Well, I s’pose so,’’ said she; “there’s been enougfi 
money spent on her to make suthin" of her. As for me I 
don’t like this folderol singin". Why, \vhen she ust to be 
practisin’ I had to go up in the attic or else stulî cotton 
in my ears. But my son, Jehoiakim Jones Putnam, he sot 
everythin" by Lucinda, and there wasn"t anythin" she 
wanted that she couldn’t have. He"s dead now, but he 
left more’n a hundred thousand dollars, that he made specu* 
Iatin".’" 

“Then your daughter will be quite an heiress one ol 
these days, Mrs. Putnam?’’ 



AND TU EN HE LANDED A BLO\V ON WOOD’S NOSE.' 
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She answered, “She won , t get none of my money. 
Jehoiakim left her ali of his’n, but before she got it she had 
to sign a paper, a wafer, I belıeve they cali it, if you’re a 
lawyer you ought to know what it was, givin’ up ali claim 
on my money. I made my will and the girl who’ll get it 
needs it and vvill make good use of it.” 

Quincy determined to get even with Mrs. Putnam for 
the questioning she put him through, so he said, “Did you 
make your money speculating, Mrs. Putnam?” 

“No,” said she, “pa made it by hard work on the farm; 
but he gave it ali to me more’n fifteen vear ago, and he 
hasn’t got a çent to his name. He’s just as bad ofî as Jinı 
Sawyer. I feed him and clothe him and shall have to bury 
him. I guess it seems kinder odd to ye, so I reckon Pil 
have to teli ye the hull story. Pve told it a dozen times, 
but I guess it’ll bear tellin* önce more. You see my hus- 
band here, Silas Putnam, was brought up religis and he’s 
allus been a chtırchgoin* man. We were both Methodists» 
and everythin* went ali right till one day a Second Advent 
preacher came along, and then thîngs went ali wrong. He 
canoodled my husband into believin* that the end of the 
\vorld was comin* and it was his duty to give ali his prop* 
erty away, so he could stand clean handed afore the Lord, 
My dander riz when I heerd them makin’ their plans, but 
afore my husband got deef he was great on argifyin* and 
argumentin*, and I didn’t stand much show against two on 
’em; but when Silas told me he was goin* to give his prop* 
erty away I sot up my Ebenezer, and I says, 'Silas Putnam, 
if you gives your property to any one you gives it to me/ 
So after a long tussle it was settfed that way and the lawyers 
drew up the papers. Th»e night afore the world was gom* 
to end he prayed ali night. You can imagine with that air 
voice of his’n I didn’t sleep a wink. When mornin’ carne— 
it was late in October and the air was pretty sharp—Silas 
stopped prayin’ and put on his white robe, which was a 
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shirt of hisn’t I pieced out so it came down to his feet, and 
takin’ a tin trumpet that he bought över to Eastborough 
Centre, he went out, climbed up on the barn, sot down on 
the ridgepole and waited for Kingdom Come. He sot 
there and tooted ali momin’ and ’spected the angel Gabriel 
would answer back. He sot there and tooted ali the arter- 
noon till the cows come home and the chickens went to 
roost. I had three good square meals that day, but Siîas 
didn’t get a bite. ’Bout six o’clock I did think of takın’ 
him out some doughnuts, but then I decided if he was goin’ 
up so soon it was no use a wastin’ em, so I put ’em back in 
the pantry. He sot there and tooted ali the eveniıf till the 
moon come up and the stars were ali out, and then he slid 
down off’n the barn, and barked both his shins doin’ it, 
threw his trumpet into the pig pen, come into the house and 
huddled up close to the fire. He didn’t say nothin’ for a 
spelî, 'but finally says he, ‘I guess, Heppy, that feller made a 
mistake in figurin’ out the date.’ ‘I guess. Silas,’ says I, 
‘that you’ve made an all-fired fool of yerself. And if you 
don’t go to bed quick and take a rum sweat, I shall be a 
widder in a very s'hort time.’ He was sick for more’n three 
\veeks, but I pulled him through by good nussin’, and the 
fust day he was able to set up, I says to him, ‘Now, Silas 
Pııtnam, when I married ye forty-five year ago I promised 
to obey ye, ye was allus a good penvider and I don’t per- 
pose to see yer want for nothin’, but ye have got to hold up 
yer right hand and swear to obey me for the rest of yer 
nateral life,’ and he did it. He got well, and he is tougher’n 
a biled owl, if he is eighty-six. But the cold sorter settled in 
his ears, and he’s deef as an adder. Ef angel Gabriel blew 
his horn now I’m afeared Silas wouldn’t hear him.” 

During this long story Ouincy had listened without a 
smile on his face, but the manner in which the last remark 
was made was too much for him and he burst into a loud 
îaugh. Silas, who had been eying him, also gave a loud 
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laugh and said with his ponderous voice, “I guess Heppy’s 
been tellin’ ye about my goin’ up.” 

Quincy laughed again and Mrs. Putnam took part. He 
arose, told Mr. and Mrs. Putnam he had enjoyed his visit 
very much, was very sorry Miss Putnam was not at home, 
and said he would cali again, with their kind permission. 

“Oh, drop in any time, ,, said M'rs. Putnam; “we J re allus 
to hum. You seem to be a nice young man, but you’re too 
young to marry. Why, Lindy’s twenty*eight, and I teli her 
she don’t know enough to get married yet. Ef you’ll take 
a bit of advice from an old woman, let me say, ’less you 
mean to marry the girl yourself, you’d better git away from 
Deacon Mason’s.” 

And with this parting shot ringing in his ears, he left 
the house and made his way homeward. 

In half an hour after Quincy’s departure, Lindy Putnam 
entered the sitting-room and facing her mother said with a 
voice full of passion, “Samanthy says Mr. Sawyer called to 
see me.” 

Mrs. Putnam answered, “Well, ef ye wanted to see him 
so much why didn’t ye stay to hum? 77 

Lindy continued, “Well, I have told you a dozen times 
that when people come to see me that you are not to invite 
them in.” 

“Wall, I didn , t, ,, said Mrs. Putnam. “When he found 
you wuz out he said he wanted to see pa and me, and he 
stayed here more’n an hour.” 

*‘Yes,” said Lindy, “no doubt you told him ali about pa's 
turning Second Advent and how much money I had, and 
you have killed ali my chances.” 

“Well, I guess not,” said Mrs. Putnam. “I told him 
about your brother kavin* yer ali his money, and I guess 
that won’t drive him away.” 

Lindy continued, “Money don’t count with him; they 
say his father is worth more than a million dollars. ,, 
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Mrs. Putnam answered, << Wall, I s’pose there’s a dozeı* 
or so to divide it among.” 

Lindy said, “Did you teli him \vho you were going to 
leave yoıır money to?” 

“No, I didn’t,” replied Mrs. Putnam. “But I did teli 
him that you wouldn’t get a çent of it.” 

Lindy sobbed, “I think it is a shame, mother. I like him 
hetter than any young man I have ever met, and now after 
what you have told me I sha’n’t see him again. I have a 
good mind to leave you for good and ali and go to Boston 
to live ” 

“Wall, vou’re your own mistress,” replied Mrs. Putnam f 
“and Fm my own mistress and pa’s. Come to think on% 
there \vas one thing I said to him that might sot him against 
yer.” 

“What \vas that?” demanded Lindy fiercely. 

‘^Vall/* said Mrs. Putnam, “he said he was twenty-three. 
and I şort a told him incidentally you was twenty-eiglıt 
You know yer thirty, and p’raps he might object to ye on 
account of yer age.” 

This was too much for Lindy. She rushed out of the 
room and up to her chamber, where she threw herself on 
her bed in a passion of tears. 

“It’s too bad,” she cried. “I will see him again, I \viU 
find some \vay, and Fil win him yet, even if I am tvventy- 
eight.” 

Two days afterwards Hiram told Mandy that he heard 
down to Hill’s grocery that that city chap had two strings 
to his bow now. He \vas courting the Deacon^ daughter s 
but had been up to see Mr. and Mrs. Putnam to find out 
how much money Lindy had in her own right, and to see 
if there was any prospect of getting anything out of the 
old folks. 


CHAPTER X. 


VILLAGE GOSSIP. 


FTER supper on the day he had been visiting Mr. 



and Mrs. Putnam, Quincy went to his room and 
wrote a loııg letter to his father, inquiring if he ever had an 
uncle by the name of James Sawyer. Before retiring he sat 
and thought över the experiences of the past fortnight since 
his arrival in Eastborough, but the most of his thoughts 
were given to the remark made by Mrs. Putnam about his 
ieaving Deacon Mason's. He had been uniformîy polite 
and to a slight degree attentive to Miss Mason. The Dea- 
con's horse \vas a slow one, and so on several occasions he 
had hired a presentable rig and a good stepper över to 
Eastborough Centre, and had taken Miss Mason out to ride. 
He reflected now, as he had never done before, that oî 
course the whole town knew this, and the thought came 
home to him strongly that by so doing he might have in- 
flicted a triple injury upon Miss Mason, Mr. Pettingill, and 
himself. He was not in love with Miss Mason, nor Miss 
Putnam; they were both pretty giriş, and in ‘the city it was 
the custom to be attentive to pretty giriş \vithout regard tc 
consequences. 

He had asked Miss Mason to go riding \vith him the next 
day, but he inwardly resolved that it would be the last time 
he would take her, and he was in doubt whether to go back 
to the city at önce or go to some other town and board at a 
hotel, or look around and find some other place in East- 
horough. One consideration kept him from İeaving 


QUINCY ADAMS SAtVYER. 


76 

Eastborough; he knew that if he did so the singing-master 
would daim that he had driven him out of town, and 
although he had a hearty contempt for the man, he was 
too high spirited to leave town and give the people any 
reason to think that Strout’s antipathy to him had anything 
to do with it. 

Finally a bright idea struck him. Why hadn’t he 
thought of ît before? He would go and see Ünde Ike, 
State the case frankly and ask him to let him live with him 
for a month. He could ’bunk in the kitchen, and he pre* 
ferred Ünde Ike’s corıversation to that of any other of the 
male sex whom he had met in Eastborough. With this 
idea firmly fixed in his mind he retired and slept peacefully. 

While Ouincy was debating with himself and coming to 
the condusion previously mentioned, another conversation, 
in \vhidı his name often occurred, took place in Deacon 
Mason’s kitchen. 

The old couple were seated by the old-fashioned fireplace, 
in \Vhich a \vood fire was burning. The stove had süper* 
seded the hanging crane and the tin öven for cooking pur* 
poses, 'but Deacon Mason clung to the old-fashioned fire* 
place for heat and light. The moon was high and its rays 
streamed in through the \vindows, the curtains of which 
had not been drawn. 

For quite a \vhile they sat in silence, then Deacon Mason 
said, “There is something I want to speak about, mother, 
and yet I don’t want to. I know there is nothing to it and 
nothiııg likely to come of it, but the fact is, mother, Huldy’s 
bein' talked about down to the Corner, ’cause Mr. Savvyer is 
boardin’ here. You know she goes out ridin > with him, 
which ain’t no harm, and she has a şort o’ broken with 
’Zekiel, for \vhich I am sorry, for ’Zekiel is one of the likely 
young men of the town.” 

“So I do, father,’’ said Mrs. Mason, “and if you don't 
meddle, things will come out ali right. Mr. Sawyer don’t 
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çare nothıng for Huîdy, and I don’t think she cares any* 
thing for him. He will be going back to the city in a little 
while and then things \vill be ali right again.” 

“A/Vell,” said the Deacon, “I think Huldy better stop 
goin T out to ride with him anyvvay; she is high spirited, 
and if I teli her not to go she’ll want to know why.” 

“But,” broke in Mrs. Mason, “ef you teli him won’t he 
want to know why?” 

“Well, perhaps,” said the Deacon, “but I will speak to 
him anyvvay.” 

The next morning after breakfast Deacon Mason asked 
Mr. Sawyer to step into the parlor, and remarkıng that 
when he had anything to say he always said it right out, he 
asked Quincy if he was on good terms with Mr. ’Zekiel 
Pettengill. 

“I don’t know,” said Quincy. “I don’t know of anything 
that I have done at which he could take offence, but he 
keeps away from me, and when I do meet him and speak 
to him, a ‘yes* or 'no' is ali I get in reply.” 

“Haven’t you any idea what makes him treat you so?” 
asked the Deacon. 

Quincy flushed. 

“Yes, Mr. Mason, I think I do know, but it never en- 
tered my mind until late yesterday afternoon, and then it 
was called to my attention by a stranger. I am glad I have 
thîs chance to speak to you, Mr. Mason, for while I have 
had a very enjoyable time here, I have decided to find 
anotHer boarding place, and I shall leave just as soon as I 
make the necessar>’ arrangements.” 

The Deacon was a little crestfallen at having the business 
taken out of his hands so quickly, and saying he was very 
sorry to have the yotıng man go, he sought his wife and told 
her everything was fixed up and that Mr. Sawyer was going 
away. 

Quincv started to leave the house by the front door; in 
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the hallway he met Huldy, who had just come down stairs. 
He had asked her to go to ride with him that day, and as he 
looked at her pretty face he vowed to himself that he would 
not be deprived of that pleasure. it could do no harm, for 
it would be «their last ride together and probably their last 
meeting. 

He said, “Good morning, Miss Mason,” and then added 
vvith that tone which the society belle considers a matter of 
course, but which is so pleasing to the village maiden, 
“You look charming this morning, Miss Mason. I don’t 
think our ride to-day could make your cheeks any redder 
than they are now.” Huldy blushed, making her cheeks a 
stili deeper crimson. “I will be here at one o’clock with 
the team/’ said Quincy. “Will you be ready?” 

“Yes,” answered Huldy softly. 

Quincy raised his hat, and a moment later he was on his 
way to Eastborough Centre. 

He walked briskly and thought he would stop at Uncle 
Ike’s and carry out the resolution he had made the night 
before, but as he turned up the path that led to the house he 
saw a man standing on the steps talking to Uncle Ike, who 
stood in the doorway. The young man was Ezekiel Pet- 
tengill. Shakespeare says, 

“ J Tis conscience that make s cowards of us ali,” 
and although Quincy at heart was a gentleman, he also 
knew it was not quite right for him to take Miss Mason out 
riding again under the circumstances; but young men are 
often stubborn and Quincy felt a little stiff-necked and 
rebellious that morning. 

He reached Eastborough Centre, mailed his father the 
letter relating to Jim Sawyer, and going to the stable, 
pıcked out the best rig it could supply. He always had the 
same horse. It was somewhat small in size, but a very 
plump, white mare; she was a good roadster and it was 
never necessary to touch her with the whip. Shake it in 
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the stock and she \vould not forget it for the next two miles 
The stable keeper told \vith tnuch unction how two fellows 
hired her to go from Eastborough Centre to Montrose. On 
their way home they had drunk quite freely at the latter 
place, and thought they would touch the mare tıp with the 
whip; they were in an öpen team and the result \vas that 
she îeft them at different points along the road and reached 
home with no further impediment to her career than the 
shafts and the front wheels. 

Instead of coming back by the main road which led by 
Uncle Ike’s, Quincy \vent through by what was called The 
Willows, \vhich increased the distance a couple of miles. 
Nevertheless, it lacked five minutes of one o’clock when he 
drove up to Deaoon Mason’s front door. 

Huîdy was ali dressed for the occasion, and with a “Good- 
by, motlıer,” to Mrs. Mason, who was in the kitchen, was 
out the front door, helped into the team, and they were ofî 
just as the startled matron reached the parlor window. 
Mrs. Mason returned to the kitchen and at that moment the 
Deacon came in from the bam. 

“What’s the matter, mother?” asked the Deacon, notıcing 
her excited and somewhat troubled look. 

“Huldy is göne out riding again with Mr. Sawyer, ,> said 
she. 

The Deacon was a good Christian man and didn ? >t swear, 
but he was evidently thinking deeply. Finally he said, 
“Well, mother, we must make t:he best of it. Fil help 
him fınd a boarding place if he don’t get one by to-morrow. ,r 

They had a splendid drive. The air was cool, but not 
biting, the sun was warm, the roads had dried up since the 
recent thaw, vvhich had removed the snow, with the excep- 
tion of some patches in the fields, and the high-topped 
buggy rolled smoothly över the ground. 

They passed through the little square in front of Hilhs 
grocery, and as luck would have it, Professor Strout wa$ 
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standing on the platform smokıng a cıgar. Huldy smiled 
and nodded to him, and Quincy, \vith true politeness, fol- 
lowed a city custom and raised his hat, but the Professor 
did not retum the bow, nor the salute, but turning on his 
heel vvalked into the grocery store. 

“Professor Strout is not very polite, is he, Mr. Sawyer?” 
asked Huldy, laughing. 

Quincy replied, looking straight ahead, “He has never 
learned the first letter in the alphabet of the art/’ 

Quincy had a disagreeable duty to perform. He enjoyed 
Miss Huldy’s company, but she was not the şort of girl he 
could love enough to make his wife. Ttıen the thought 
came to him, supposing she slıould fail in love \vith him; 
that was not impossible, and it must be. prevented. 

When they were about half a mile from Mason’s Corner, 
en their way home, Quincy realized that he could not put 
the matter off any longer. 

Just as he was going to speak to her she turned to him 
and said, “Let me drive the rest of the \vay home, Mr. 
Sawyer.” 

“Oh, no,’’ replied Quincy, “I think I had better keep the 
reins. You know I am responsible for you until you are 
safe at home.” 

Huldy pouted. “You think I can’t drive,” said she, “I 
have driven horses ali my life. Please let me, Mr. Sawyer,” 
she added coaxingly. And she took the reins from his 
hands. 

“Well,” said Quincy, “you are no\v responsible for me 
and I shall expect you to be very careful.” 

They drove a short distance in silence; then Quincy 
turned to her and said abruptly, “This is our last ride to- 
gether, Miss Mason/’ 

“Why?” inquired she with an astonished look in her face. 

“I am going to leave your very pleasant home to- 
morrow,” said Quincy. 


VILLAGE GOSSIP. 


81 


The girl’s cheeks paled perceptibly. 

“Are you going'back to Boston?” she asked. 

“No, not for some time,” Quincy replied, “but I have 
had some advice given me and I think it best to follovv it.” 

“You have been advised to leave my father’s house,^ 
«said she, holding the reins listlessly in her hand. 
i Quincy said, “You won’t be offended if I teli you the 
whole truth?” 

“No; why should I?” asked Huldy. 

As she said this she gathered up the reins and gave them 
a sharp pull. The white mare understood this to be a sig- 
nal to do some good travelling and she started off at a 
brisk trot. 

Quincy said, “I \vas told yesterday by a friend that if I 
was not a marrying man they would advise me to leave 
Deacon Mason’s lıouse at once. ,? 

The blood shot into Huldy’s face at önce. He was not a 
marrying man and consequently he was going to leave. 
He did not çare for her or he would stay. Then another 
thought struck her. Perhaps he was going away because 
he was afraid she would fail in love with him. 

As the Deacon had said, she was high spirited, and for an 
instant she was filled with indignation. She shut her eyes, 
and her heart seemed to stop its beating. She heard 
Quincy's voice, “Look out for the curve, Miss Mason.” 
She dropped the left rein and mechanically gave the right 
one a strong, sharp pull with both hands. Quincy grasped 
Uhe reins, but it was too late. 

Huldy's pull on the right rein had thrown the horse 
almost at right angles to the buggy. The steep hill and 
sharp*curve in the road did the rest. The buggy stood for 
an instant on two wheels, then fell on its side with a crash, 
taking the horse off her feet at the same time. 

Huldy pitched fonvard as the buggy was falling, striking 
her left arm upon the wheel, and then fell -into the road. 
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Quincy gave a quick leap över the dasher, falling on the 
prostrate horse, and grasping her by the head, pressed it 
to the ground. The mare lay motionJ^ss. Quincy rushed 
to Miss Mason and lifted her to her feet, but found her a 
dead weight in his arms. He looked in her face. She had 
evidently fainted. Her left arm hung by her side in a help- 
less şort of way; he touched it lightly between the elbo\v and 
shoulder. it was broken. Grasping her in his arms he ran 
to the back door and burst into the kitchen where Mrs. 
[Mason was at work. 

Quincy said in quick, excited tones, “There has been an 
accident, Mrs. Mason, and your daughter’s arm is broken; 
she has also fainted. I will take her right to her room and 
put her on her bed. You can bring her out of that” Süit- 
ing the action to the word, he took Huldy upstairs, saying, 
“I will go for the doctor at önce.” 

Then he dashed down the stairs and out of the front 
door; as he reached the tearn he found Hiram standing 
beside it, his eyes wide öpen mth .asionishment. 

u Had a smash-up, Mr. Sawyer?” he asked. “How dıd it 
happen?” 

“Ali my carelessness,” said Quincy. “Come, give me a 
lift on the buggy, quick. v 

How it was done Quincy could never teli aftervvards, but 
in a very short time the buggy was righted, the mare on her 
feet and the harness adjusted. Hiram took off his cap and 
began dusting the mare, whose white coat showed the dust 
very plainly. 

“Where does the nearest doctor lıve, Hiram?” asked 
Quincy. 

“Second house up the road you just come down,” said 
Hiram. “The foîks say he don’t know much, anyway. ,, 

“Well, you get him here as quick as possible,” said 
Quincy. “I am going to Eastborough Centre to teîegraph 


YILLAGE GOSSIP. 


83 


for a surgeon and a trained nurse. Can you remember 
that?” 

Quincy passed him a doîlar bili. 

Hıram winked and said, “I guess I can/’ and darted off 
up the hill. 

Quincy sprang into the team and the white mare dashed 
fonvard at full speed. As he reached the Pettengill house 
he saw Ezekiel standing at the front gate. With difficulty 
he pulled the mare up, for she was greatly excited. 

“Mr. Pettengill,said he, “there has been a serious accı- 
dent. Miss Mason has been thrown from her carriage and 
her left arm is broken. I sent Hiram for a doctor and I 
am on my way to Eastborough to telegraph to Boston for 
a surgeon and a nurse. I shall not return to-night. Go up 
to the Deacon’s and stay with her. ,, 

As he said this the mare gave a bound fonvard and she 
never slackened pace until Eastborough Centre was 
reached. 

Quincy sent his telegram and returned the injured buggy 
and the horse to the stable keeper, telling him to have it 
repaired and he \vould pay the bili. He arranged to have 
a driver and a four-seated team ready on the arrival of the 
train bearing the doctor and the nurse. In ab o ut an hour 
he received a telegram that they would leave on the 6.05 
express and would reach Eastborough Centre at 7.15. 

They arrived, and the hired driver, doctor, and nurse 
started for Mason’s Corner. 

The last train to Boston left at 9.20. Ten minutes before 
that hour the team returned with the doctor. 

“She is ali right,” he said. “Everything has been done 
for her, and the other doctor will write me vvhen my Services 
are needed again. Good night.” 

The train dashed in and the doctor sped back to Boston, 

Quincy had engaged a room at the hoteî, and he at önce 
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retired to it, but not to sleep. He passed the most uncom- 
fortable night that had ever come to him. 

The next afternoon Hıram told M&ndy that he heard 
Professor Strout say to Robert Wood that he guessed that 
“accident would never have occurred if that city chap 
hadn’t been trying to drive hoss with one hand.” 

Mandy saıd, “That Strout is a mean old thing, anyway, 
and if vou teli me another thing that he says, İTİ fiil your 
mouth full o* soft soap, or nıy name isn’t Mandy Skinner. ,> 


CHAPTER XI. 


SOME SAD TID1NGS. 

T HE morning of the accident, when Quincy sav/ Ezekiel 
Pettengill standing on the steps of Uncle Ike’s house, 
Ezekiel was the bearer of some sad tidings. 

He recognized Quincy as the latter started to come up 
the path, and sa\v him retrace his steps, and naturally 
thought, as most men would, that the reason Quincy did 
not come in was because he did not wish to meet him. 

“Who was you looking after?” asked Uncle Ike, as Eze¬ 
kiel entered the room and closed the door. 

“I think it was Mr. Sawyer,” replied Ezekiel, “on his 
way to Eastborough Centre.” 

“That Mr. Sawyer,” said Uncle Ike, “is a very ievel- 
headed young man. He oalled on me önce and I like him 
very much. Do you know him, ’Zeke?” 

“Yes, I know \vho he is,” Ezekiel answered, “but I have 
never been introduced to him. He nods and I nod, or I 
say, ‘good morninV and he says, ‘good morninV ” 

“Don’t you go up to Deacon Mason’s as much as you 
used t o, ’Zeke?” asked Uncle Ike. “I thought Huldy and 
you were going to make a match of it.” 

Ezekiel replied, “Well, to be honest, Uncle Ike, Huldy 
and me had a little tiff, and I haven’t seen her to speak to 
her for more than three weeks, but I guess it will ali come 
out ali right some day.” 

“Well, you’re on the right track, *Zeke,” said Uncle Ike. 
“Do ali your fighting before you get married. But what 
brings you down here so early in the morning?” 
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^Fve got some bad news,” replied Ezekiel. “Have you 
heard from Alice lately?’* 

“No,’’ said Uncle lke, “and I can’t understand- it. She 
has always written to me önce a fortnight, and it’s a month 
now since I heard from her, and she has sent me a book 
every Christmas until this last one.” 

“She has been very sick, Uncle lke/’ said Ezekiel. “She 
was taken dovvn about the middle of December and was 
under the doctor*s çare for three weeks. ,, 

“Is she berter?’’ asked Uncle lke eagerly. 

“Yes, she is up again,” said Ezekiel, “but she is very 
weak; but that ain’t the vvorst of it,” he added. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” asked Uncle lke. “W,hy 
didn’t her friends let us know?” 

“She wouldn , t let them,” said Ezekiel. “If it hadn’t 
been for what the eye doctor told her she wouldn’t have 
telegraphed to me what she did.” 

“Well, what’s the matter vvith her?^ cried Uncle lke 
almost fiercely. 

“Well, Uncle lke,” said Ezekiel, and the tears stood in 
his eyes as he said it, “our Allie is almost blind, but the 
eye doctor says she will get better, but it will take a very 
long time. She has had to give up her job, and I arn going 
to Boston again to-morrow to bring her home to the old 
house.” 

“What’s the matter with her eyes?” asked Uncle lke. 

“He called them cataracts,” said Ezekiel, “or something 
like that. ,, 

Uncle lke sat down in his armchair and thought for a 
minute or two. 

“Yes,” he said, “I know what they are; I have read ali 
about them, and I know people who have had them. One 
was a schoolmate of mine. He was a mighty smart fellow 
and I felt sorry for him and used to help him out in his 
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studies. I heard he had his eyes operated on and recovered 
his sight.” 

“Well, the doctor she has,” said Ezekiel, “is agin opera- 
tions. He says they can be cured without them. She 
drops something in her eyes and blows something in them, 
and then the tears come, and then she sits quietly with her 
hands folded, thinking, I suppose, till the time comes to 
use the medicine again.’* 

“What can I do to help you?” asked Uncle Ike. “You 
know I always loved Alice even better than I did my own 
children, because she is more lovable, I suppose. Now, 
'Zeke, if you want any money for doctor’s biliş or anything 
else, I am ready to do everything in the world I can for 
Alice. Did she ask after me, ’Zeke?’’ 

“Almost the first thing she said was, ‘How is dear old 
Uncle Ike?’ and then she said how glad she would be to get 
hack to Eastborough, \vhere she could have you to talk to. 
'I am lonesome now/ she said, ‘I cannot write nor read, and 
the time passes so slowly with no one to talk to.’ ” 

“But the poor dear girl can’t walk down here to see me,” 
said Uncle Ike. 

“That’s just what I came to see you ahout,” said Ezekiel. 
“The greatest favor you can do Alice and me is to come up 
to the old house and live with us for a while and be com- 
pany for Alice. You can have the big front room that 
father and mother used to have, and Alice’s room, you 
know, is just side of that. In a little while I shall have to 
be busy on the farm and poor Alice—” 

“Don’t talk any more about it. "Zeke,” said Uncle Ike. 
“Of course İTİ come. She will do me as much good as Fil 
do her. Send down the boys with the team to-morrow> 
noon and İTİ be ali settled by the time you get back.” 

“I’ll do it,” said Ezekiel. “It is very good of you, Uncle 
Ike, to give up your little home here that you like so much 
and come to live with us. I know you wouldn’t do it for 
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anybody but Alice, and Pil leave her to thank you when 
she gets dovvn here.” 

Uncle Ike and Ezekiel shook hands warmly. 

“Don’t you need any money, ’Zeke?” asked Uncle Ike. 

"“No,” replied Ezekiel. “Alice wouldn’t let me pay out 
a çent; she had some money saved up in the bank and she 
insisted on paying for everything herself. She wouldn’t 
come home till I promised her Pd let her pay her board 
when she got able to work again.” 

“She ahvays was independent,” said Uncle Ike, “and that 
was one reason why I liked her. But more than that, she 
is the fairest-minded and best-tempered woman I ever met 
in my life, and I have seen a good many.” 

Ezekiel shook hands again with Uncle Ike, and tlıen 
started off briskly with a much lighter heart than he had 
before the interview. Reaching home he astonished Mandv 
Skinner by telling her that he was going to bring his sister 
down from Boston and that Uncle Ike was coming to live 
with t hem for a while. 

“My Lord!” cried Mandy, “and do you expect me to do 
ali this extra work?” 

“I don’t expect nothing,” said Ezekiel. “You can get 
old Mrs. Crowley to come and do the heavy work, and I 
guess you can get along. You ali us said you liked her, she 
was such a nice washer and ironer. She can have the little 
room över the eli, and Pil give you a dollar a week extra for 
your trouble. Do you think you can get along, Mandy?” 

Mandy answered, “I know I can \vith your sister ali 
right, but if your Uncle Ike cornes out here in the kitchen 
and telis me how to r-oast meat and make pies, as he did 
önce, there will be trouble, and he may have to do ali the 
cooking.” 

Ezekiel smiled, but said nothing, and went off upstairs to 
look at the two rooms that were to be occupied by Uncle 
Ike and poor Allie. 


CHAPTER XII. 


LOOKING FOR A BOARDING PLACE. 

HEN Quincy awoke in his room at the botel on the 



▼ ▼ morning after the accident he found to his great 
surprise that it was nine o’clock. He arose and dressed 
quickly, and after a light breakfast started off towards 
Uncle Ike’s. Reaching the house he was astonished at the 
sight that met his gaze. Everything was out of place. The 
bed was down and the bedding tied up in bundles; the books 
had been taken fro»>- 4 -be bookcase and had been piled up on 
the -table. There was no fire in the stove, and the funnel 
\vas laid upon the top of it. Quincy had remembered that 
he had seen a pile of soot on the ground near the steps as he 
came up t hem. Ali of Uncle Ike’s cooking utensils were 
packed in a soap box which stood near the stove. 

“What’s the matter, Mr. Pettengill, are you going to 
move?” asked Quincy. 

“For a time at least,” replied Uncle Ike. “ ’Zeke Petten- 
gill’s sister has been struck blind and he is going to bring 
her down home this afternoon and I am going to live with 
them and be company for her. I ahvays thought as much 
of Alice as if she was my own daughter, and now she is in 
trouble, her old uncle isn’t going back on her. It isn’t Ike 
Pettengill’s way.” 

“Have you seen ’Zekiel Pettengill this morning?” asked 
Quincy. 

“No, nor I didn’t expect to,” replied Uncle Ike. 'T sup- 
pose he went to Roston the nine o’clock train and vriU 
be back on the three o’clock express. ,, 
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“Mr. Pettengill,” said Quincy, “can you give me fifteen 
minutes' time for a talk?” 

“Well/* said Uncle Ike, looking at his watch, “it will be 
half an hour before Cobb's twins will be down here with 
the team, and I might as well listen to you as sit around and 
do nothing. They are coming down again by and by to 
,get the chickens. I have a good mind to set the house on 
fire and bum it up. If I don’t, I suppose some tramp \vill, 
and if I need another house like it, thank the Lord Fve got 
money enough to build it.” 

“No, don’t burn it up, Mr. Pettengill,” said Quincy. 
“Let it to me. I am around looking for a boarding place 
myself.” 

“Why, what*s the matter, what made you leave Deacon 
Mason's?” 

‘That’s what I want to teli you/’ Quincy. “Time is 
limited and Pil make my story short, but you are a friend 
of my father’s, and I want you to understand the whole 
business.” 

“Why, what have you been up to?” asked Uncle Ike, 
opening his eyes. 

“Nothing,” said Quincy, “and that’s the troubie. When 
I went to Deacon Mason’s nobody told me that his daugh- 
ter was engaged to Ezekiel Pettengill.” 

“And she isn J t,” interjected Uncle Ike. 

“Well,” said Quincy, “they have been keeping company 
together, but I didn’t know it. Miss Mason is a pretty girl 
and a very pleasant one. Time hung heavily on my hands 
and I naturally paid her some attentions; gave her f!owers 
and candy, and took her out to ride, but I never thouglıt of 
falling in love with her, and I am not conceited enough to 
think sh’e is in love \vith me.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” said Uncle Ike reflectively. “Per- 
haps she has heard your father w* s \vorth a million dollars.” 

“No, I don't believe that,” said Quincy. “Miss Mason 
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is too true and honest a girl to marry a man simply for his 
money.” 

“Well, I think you are right there,” remarked Uncle Ike. 

“New Year’s night,” said Quincy, “at the -ooncert in the 
Town Hail, Strout, the singing teacher, got down on me be- 
cause M<iss Putnam and I received so much applause for 
singing a düet together. Then I broke his heart by wlıis- 
tling a tüne for the giriş and boys, and then again he doesn’t 
like me because I am from the city! he hired a fellovv to 
\vhip me, ‘but the fellow didn’t knovv how to box and I 
knocked hini out very quickly. Now that Strout can’t hurt 
me any o-ther way he has göne to work making up lies, and 
the village is full of gossip about Miss Mason and m e. 
Deacon Mason was going to talk to me about it, but I told 
him yesterday moming that I \vas going to get another 
boarding place, and I should have done so yesterday but 
for a very unfortunate accident.” 

<^ Accident? ,, said Uncle Ike; “why, you seem to be alî 
right.” 

“I wish I had been the victim, ,, said Quincy, “instead of 
Miss Mason. I took her out riding yesterday and the 
buggy got tipped över right in front of Deacon Mason’s 
house, and Miss Mason had her left arm broken above the 
elbow. I have done ali I could to atone for my careless- 
ness, but I am afraıd ’Zeke Pettengill will never forgive me. 
I wish, Mr. Pettengill, you \vould nıake him understand my 
position in the matter. I would like to be good friends v^ith 
him, for I have nothing against him. He is the most gen* 
tlemanly young man that I have seen in the town. I value 
his good opinion and I want him to understand that I 
haven’t intentionally done anything to wrong or injure 
him.” 

Uncle Ike covered his eyes with his hands and mused for 
a few minutes; then he finally said, 4i Mr. Sawyer, I have 
got an idea. That fel!ow, Strout, thinks he runs this town^ 
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and it would tickle him to death if he thought he made 
things uncomfortable for you. Then, again, I happen to 
know that he is sweet on Huldy Mason himself, and he 
would do ali he could to widen 4 he breach between ’Zeke 
and her. You see he isn’t but forty himself, and he 
wouldn’t mind the difference in ages at ali. Now, my plan 
is this.’ > Uncle Ike looked out the window -and said, “Here 
comes Cobb’s twins with the team. No w we will take nıy 
things up to the house, then you take the team and go up 
to Deacon M&son’s and get your trunk and bring it down 
to PettengilFs house. You will be my guest for to-night, 
anyway, and if I don’t make things right with ’Zeke so you 
can stay there, Pil fix it anyway so you can stay till you get 
a place to süit you. Now don’t say no, M l r.Sawyer. Your 
father and I are old friends and he will şort o’ hold me 
responsible for your good treatment. I won , t take no for 
an ans\ver. If you have no objections, Mr. Sa\vyer, I wish 
you would keep your eve on those books when they are 
put into the team, for those Cobb boys handle everytlıing 
as though it was a rock or a tree stump.” And Uncle Ike, 
taking his kerosene lamp in one hand and his îooking 
glas-s in the other, cried, “Come in/’ as one of the Cobb 
boys knocked on the door. 


CHAPTER XIII. 


A VISIT TO THE VICTIM. 

İ T was not until Quincy had reached the Pettengill house 
and helped Uncle Ike get his things in order, that he 
fınally decided to accept Uncle Ike’s offer. If he went to 
Eastborough Centre to live at the hotel, he knew Strout 
\vould consider he had won a victory. He had thought of 
going to Mr. and Mrs. Putnam about a room and board, 
but then he remembered Lindy, and said to himself that 
Miss Putnam was a pretty girl and it would be the same old 
story över again. Then he thought, “There won ? t be any 
danger here with a blind girl and Mandy Skinner, and if 
Uncle Ike can arrange matters it will be the best thing I 
can do.” 

And so he drove up to Deacon Mason’s wİth Cobb’s 
twins, saw Mrs. Mason, went upstairs and packed his trunk 
quickly, and the Gobb boys drove away with it to his new, 
though perhaps only temporary, lodgings. 

When Quincy went downstairs, Mrs. Mason was in the 
parlor, and she beckoned to him to come in. He entered 
and closed the door. 

“I want to speak to you a few minutes,^ said she, “and I 
want to teli you first I don't blame you a bit. I know you 
told ’Zeke Pettengill that the tip-over was ali your careless- 
ness, but Huldy says it ain’t so. She said she was driving, 
though you didn 3 t want her to, and the accident was ali her 
fault. Now, I believe my daughter telis the truth, and the 
Deacon thinks so too.” 

“Well, Mrs. Mason,said Quincy, “what your daughter 
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says is partly true, but I am stili to blame for allowing her 
to drive a horse \vifeh which she was not acquainted.” 

“That warnT the trouble, Mr. Sav^-er,” said Mrs. Mason. 
“Huldy told me the whole truth. You said something to 
her about going away. She had heard what the village 
gossips were saying. Huldy's got a high temper and she 
\vas so mad that she got flustrated, and that’s what caused 
ali the trouble. I like you, Mr. Sawyer, and Huldy likes 
you. She says you «have allus been a perfect gentleman, 
and the Deaoon now is awful sorry you are going, but I 
hope you will come and see us of ten while you stay at 
Mason’s Corner.” 

“I certainly shall, Mrs. Mason/’ replied Quincy. “How 
is Miss Mason?” 

‘"Oh, she is fus.t rate/ ? said the Deacon’s \v.ife. “Tlıat 
doctor from the city fixed her arm ali up in what he called 
a jacket, and tiıat nurse that you sent just seems to know 
what Huldy wants before she can ask for it. I hear them 
nurses are awful expensive, and I don’t think she better 
stay but a day or -two longer.” 

“She can’t leave till the surgeon comes from Boston and 
says she can go,” he remarked, thinking this was the easiest 
\vay to get out of it. “May I see Miss Mason?” he added. 

“Certainly/’ replied Mrs. Mason. “She is in the front 
chamber. We moved her in there ’cause there is a fireplace 
in the room and the nurse objeoted to the wood stove that 
Huldy had İn her room. She said it \vas either too lıot or 
too cold, and that Huldy must have an even temperature.’ 5 

As Quincy entered tîıe room Huldy looked up and a 
faint smile lighted her face. Her usually rosy cheeks 
showed only a faint touch of piıık. The helpless left arm, 
in its plaster of paris jacket, rested on the outsıde of the 
white quilt, the fırıgers on her little hand projectmg beyond 
the covering. 

Quincy advanced to the bedsîde and took a vacant chair. 
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The nurse \vas sitting by the window. She glanced up at 
him and at Mrs. Mason, who followed close behind him, 
but continued the reading of her book. 

Quincy said ligh'tly, as he reached över and took the 
right hand and gave it a liftle shake, “You’re not shaking 
hands with the left, Miss Mason/* 

“Nb,” said Huldy, “I wish I could shake it, but nurse 
say s it will have to stay on for -two or three weeks, and it is 
so heavy, Mr. Sawyer.” 

Mrs. Mason went to the nurse and whispered to her, 
“Don’t let him stay too long.” The nurse nodded and Mrs. 
Mason left the room. 

Quincy said in a low ton e, as he sat in the chair by tlıe 
bedside, “Miss M&son, I can’t express my sorrow for this 
unfortunate occurrence. Your motlıer says you have told 
her it was your fault. But I insisted it was my fault in 
alknving you to drive a strange horse/* 

Huldy smiled. “It wasn’t the horse, Mr. Sawyer,” she 
said, and quickly changing the subject asked, “Where ar e 
you g“oing to board now? v 

“Old Uncle Ike Pettengill has taken pity on me;’ repîied 
Quincy, thİnking he would not say anythİng about going 
to Ezekiel PettengilFs house. 

“But/ J said Huldy, “ Zekiel called here thİs morning 
before he went to Boston for his sister and told me that 
Uncle Ike was coming to live with him. Didn’t I lıear 
them take your trunk away a little while ago?” 

Quincy saw it was useless to prevaricate, so he said, “My 
trunk was taken to Mr. Ezekiel PettengilPs house/* 

“I hope you and *Zekiel will be good friends, ,, said 
Huldy, with a grave look on her face. 

“I trust we may become so/’ remarked Quincy. “I am 
afraid we are not now, and I am stili more afraid it is my 
fault that we are not on the best of terms.* > 

Huldy turned her face towards him, a red flush coîoring 
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her cheeks and brow. “No/* she said, with vehemence, 
“it was my fault, and you know it, Mır. Sawyer. How yon 
must hate me for having caused yon so much trouble.” 
She gave a convulsive sob and burst into a flood of tears. 

Quincy was on the poınt of assuring Huldy that he could 
never -hate her and that they \vould alvvays be good 
friends, but he had no opportunity to frame the words. 

As Huldy sobbed and began to cry, the nurse jumped to 
her feet, dropped <her book on the floor, and came quiekly 
to the bedside. She said nothing, but the look upon her 
face convinced Quincy that he must \vait for a more aus- 
picious moment to declare his friendly sentiment. So 
with a “Good-by, Miss Mason, Fil cali again soon/' he 
quitted the apartment and left the victim to the ministra- 
tions of the nurse. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


A QUIET EVENING, 


FTER the somewhat exciting termination of his inler* 



view with Miss Mason, Quincy left the house quickly 
and walked down to Ezekiel Pettengill’s. Uncle Ike was 
there and he told Mandy to show Mr. Sawyer to his room, 
\vhich proved to be the big front one upstairs. 

When he was alone, Quincy sank into the capacious 
rocking chair and fell to thinking. His mind went back to 
his parting with Miss Mason. She had said that it wasn’t 
the horse, so it must have been what he said to her. Was 
she angry because he had decided to go in order to stop 
village gossip, or had she really cared for him? Well, it 
was över now. He would never know what her real feel- 
ings were, and after ali it was best for him not to know. 
He would d-rop the whole matter where it was. Then he 
began to think about his present position. Here he was 
located in the house of the man who would naturally be 
considered the last one to desire his company. 

Uncle Ike had told him that he would make it ali right. 
If he failed in this and Ezekiel objected to his remaining 
he could move again. He was determined not to leave 
Mason’s Corner till he got ready, and he felt sure he would 
not be ready to go until he had squared accounts with 
Strout. 

Presently he heard the sound of wheels. The Pettengill 
house faced the south and Eastborough Centre lay west of 
Mason s Corner, so he could not see the team when it 
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arrived, <as it drove up to the back door, »but he knew that 
Ezekiel had arrived with his sister. Uncle Ike and Cobb’s 
twins went down stairs quickly; there was a jıımble ot 
voices, and then the party entered the house. A short time 
af ter he heard persons moving in the room adjoining his, 
and guessed that Ezekiel’s sister was to occupy it. 

Then he fell to imagining the conversation that \vas 
doubtless going on between Uncle Ike and his nephe\v. 
Quincy \vas not naturally nervous, but he did not like sus- 
pense; almost unconsciously he arose and walked back and 
forth across the room several times. Then it occurred to 
him that probably the uncle and nephevv vvere having their 
conversation in the parlor, which was right under him, and 
he curbed his impatience and threw himself into the arm- 
chair, which stood near the öpen fireplace. 

As he did so there came a sharp rap at the door. In 
response to the quick uttered “Come in,” the door opened 
and Uncle Ike entered. He came fonvard, took a seat in 
the rocking chair near Ouincy and passed him two letters. 

Quincy looked up' inquiringly. He had had his mail 
sent to Eastborough Centre, where he had hired a box. 
At the Mason’s Corner post Office the letters were stuck 
upon a rack, \vhere every cne could see them, and Quincy 
did not çare to have the loungers at HilPs grocery inspcct- 
ing his correspondence. 

Uncle Ike saw the look and understood it. Then he 
said, “ 'Zekiel brought these över from Eastborough Cen¬ 
tre. He didn’t vvant to, but the postmaster said one of 
y them was marked ‘In haste/ and he had been över to the 
hotel and found that you had göne to Mason’s Corner, and 
probably wouldn , t be back to-day, and so he thought 
’Zekiel better bring it over. ,, 

“It \vas very kind of Mr. Pettengill, ,, said Quincy, “and 
I \vish you \vould thank him for me.” 

In the meantime he had glanced at his letters. One 
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bore, printed in the corner, the names, Sawyer, Crownin- 
slıield, & Lawrence, Counsellors at Law, Court Street, Bos¬ 
ton, <Mass. That was from his fat-her. The other was 
directed in a feminine hand and bore the postmark, Mason's 
Corner, Mass. He could not imagine from whom it could 
be. 

"I have had a talk with ’Zekiel,” said Uncle Ike, “and 
the whole matter is satisfactorily arranged; he is a fair- 
minded young fellow and he don’t believe you have done 
arıything with the intention of injuring him. -What did 
you pay up to Deacon Mason’s?” 

“Five dollars a week,” repîied Quincy. 

“Well, it will be the same here,’’ said Uncle Ike. “You 
can stay as îong as you like. ’Zeke wouldn ? t charge you 
anything, but I said no, you have got to look out for your 
sister, and Mr. Sawyer can afîord to pay.” 

Ouincy broke in, “And I wouldn , t stay unless I did pay. 
I am able and willing to pay more, if he will take it.” 

“Not a çent more,” said Uncle Ike. “He will give you 
your money's worth, and then one won ? t owe the other 
anything. When you come down to supper H 1 introduce 
you, just as if you had never seen each other, and you can 
both take a fresh start.” 

Uncle Ike arose. “By the time you have read your let- 
ters supper will be ready, and I want to go in and have a 
talk with Alice. She is my only niece, Mr. Sawyer, and I 
tlıink she is the finest girl in Massacfausetts, and, as far 
as I kno\v, there ain’t any better one in the whole world;” 
and Uncle Ike went out, closing the door behind him. 

Quincy resumed his seat by the window. The light had 
faded considerably, but he could stili see to read. Nat- 
urally enough he first opened the letter bearing the femi¬ 
nine handwriting. He looked at the signature first of ali 
and read “Lucinda Putnam.” “What can she have to write 
to me about?” he thought. He read the letter: 
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Mason’s Corner, January 22, 186— 

My dear Mr. Sawyer:—I regret very much that I was 
absent when you called, but am glad to learn from mother 
that you had a pleasant visit. Although you are from the 
city I am sure you would blush if you could hear the nice 
things mother said about you. I am conceited enough to 
think that you will find time to cali on us again soon, for 
I wish to consult you regarding an important business 
matter. I am going to Boston next Monday in relation to 
this business and if you could make it convenient to cali 
before then it would be greatly appreciated by 

Yours very truly, 

Lucinda Putnam. 

Quincy reflected. “What is she up to? Some legal bus¬ 
iness, I suppose. Well, I am not practising law now; I 
shall have to refer her to—” 

He took up the other letter and read, “Sawyer, Crownin< 
shield, & Lawrence.” 

His father^s letter read as folIows: 

Boston, January 21, 186— 

My dear Son:—Yours at hand, and inquiries carefully 
noted. I had a brother, James Edward Savvyer; he was 
five years older than I and must be about sixty. Father 
\vished him to study kvv, but he wouldn’t study anything. 
When father died he got .his share of the money, about 
$50,000, but he squandered the most of it in high living. 
The next we <heard of him he had married a country girl 
named Eunice Raymond, I think. He brought her to 
Boston and tried to introduce her into the society he had 
been brought up in. She was a nice, pretty woman, but 
uneducated, and naturally bashful, and James finally left 
the city and went to live somewhere in the country, I never 
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knew where! he never wrote me after leaving Boston. This 
Jim Sawyer may he your uncle. I hape not, but if he is, 
remember he is my brother, and if he needs any assistance 
let me know at önce. I hope your health is improving. 
Your mother and sisters are well and seııd love, as does also 

Your afîectionate father, 

Nathaniel Adams Savvyer. 

As Quincy finished his second letter there was anotlıer 
rap at the door and Mandy’s voice was heard outside 
saying, “Supper’s ready, Mr. Saw—yer.” 

Ouincy jumped to his feet. He had not unlocked his 
trunk, as he was not certain that it would be worth \vhile 
to do so. It \vas but the work of a few moments to make 
the necessary changes in his toilet. He put on a black 
Prince Albert coat in place of a sack coat that he usually 
\vore, but before he had completed this change there came 
another tap on the door, and Mandy’s voice was heard 
saying, '‘The things wiü get cold if you don’t come down 
right away.” 

Ab Quincy entered the large room which was used for a 
dining-room, he was met by Uncle Ike. Ezekiel was stand- 
ing a short distance from his uncle. Uncle Ike said, 
“'Zekiel, this is my friend, Mr. Sawyer. Mr. Sawyer, this 
is my nephevv, 'Zekiel Pettengill. I am good friends with 
both of you, and I hope you will be good friends to each 
other.” 

The two men shook hands. If each had any idea of what 
the other was thinking about he did not 'betray it by look 
or act. 

Uncle Ike continued, "Mr. Sawyer, this is Jim Cobb and 
this is Bili Cobb, and this,^ as İMlandy entered bearing 
something for the table, "is Miss M'andy Skinner. Now 
that we are ali acquainted, I think we had ali better intro- 
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duce ourselves at önce to the supper. I haven’t done such 
a hard day’s work for sixteen years.” 

Ezekiel insİsted tıpon Uncle Ike taking the head of the 
table. He motioned Mr. Sawyer to take the second seat 
from his uncle on the right, while he took the fırst seat on 
the lef t, with Cobb's twins next to him. 

Quincy immediately surmised that when the sister' 
appeared at the table she would probably sİt between him 
and Uncle Ike. 

The meal was not a very lively one as far as conversa- 
tion went. Quincy inquired politely concerning Mis s Pet- 
tengilhs health, and Uncle Ike said she was tired af ter her 
trip, and Mandy was going to take her supper up to her. 

The meal was plentiful and well eooked. Ouincv thought 
to himself, how much brighter it wouîd have looked, and 
how much better the food would have tasted if Miss Hulay 
Mason had been present with her pretty face, joyous laugh, 
and occasional bright sayings. 

After supper the things were quickly taken out by 
Mandy. The \vhite tablecloth was removed, and one in 
\vhich the prevailing color \vas bright red took its place. 

The three men drew up to the öpen fireplace. Uncle 
Ike pulled out his pipe and said, “Do you allow smoking 
here, ’Zeke?” 

’Zekiel replied, “I wish you and Mr. Sawyer to make 
yourselves perfectly at home and do just as you \vould if 
you were in your own house.” 

“Well, if I did that,” said Uncle Ike, “you wouldn’t need 
Mandy, for I should be chief cook and bottle washer 
Hiysek.’' 

Uncle Ike lighted his pipe, and Ezekiel took a cigar from 
his pocket, saying, “I guess Pil smoke, too.” Then his face 
reddened. Ple said, “Beg pardon, Mr. Saavyer, I have only 
this one.” 

“That’s ali right/’ rejoir.ed Ouincy, “a cigar \vould be 
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too lıeavy for me to-night. I lıave a slight headache, and 
if you will excuse me I will roll a cigarette. ,, 

He took his little case of rice paper from his pocket and 
also a small pouch of tobacco, and deftly made and lighted 
a cigarette. Tıhe three men sat smoking, and as Quincy 
bîew a ring into the air he wondered vvhat Sir Walter 
Raleigh would have said if he could have looked in upon 
the m. 

Quincy broke the silence, “I a m afraid, Uncle Ike, that 
I have caused you much inconvenience by driving you out 
of that pleasant front room where I found my trunk.” 

“Not a bit,” -replied Uncle Ike. “I hate oarpets, and I 
prefer to sleep «in my own bed, and what’s more, I \vanted 
to put up my stove, and there was no chance in that front 
room. When real cold weather comes I ahvays have a ton 
of coal for my stove, so I am much better ofî where I am 
tlıan I \vould be do\vnstairs. By the \vay, ’Zeke, iust teli 
me ali about Alice again. You won’t mind Mr. Sawyer; he 
is one of the family now. ,, 

“Weil,” said Ezekiel, “Alice \vas taken srck about the 
middle of December. The folks where she boarded sent 
for a doctor. It was about eight o’clock in the morning 
■vvhen she was talcen, and it was noon before she go^ easy» 
so they could get her to bed. She thought she was get- 
ting better; then she had another attack; then she thought 
she was getting better again, and tihe third attack was th^î 
worst of the three. The folks wanted to write to me, but she 
v;ouldn’t let them. 'When she really did begin to get bitter, 
she found out there was something that was worse than 
bcing sick. She found she couldn’t see to read either' print 
or writing, but Alice is a spunky ,girl, and she wouldnk 
give in, even then. A friend told her to go and see Dr. 
Moses, who was an eye doctor, and put herself right under 
his treatment. She thought she was going to get well right 
off at first. but when she found it was likely to be a long 
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job, then ahe gave in and wrote to me. She has braught 
her treatment down with her, and the doctor says she vvill 
have to go to Boston önce a month to see -him, as he is too 
busy to come down here.” 

At this point in the proceedings the door opened and 
Mandy entered, bringing a large dish of big red apples and 
another full of cracked shellbarks. She left the roorn and 
returned almost immediately with a large dish full of pop- 
corn. 

“Have an apple?” said Ezekiek “Help yourselves; \ve 
don’t pass anything round here. We put the things on the 
table and each one helps himself.” 

Mandy came in again, bringing a large pitcher of cider 
and some glasses, which she placed upon the table. 

While the three men were discussing their country even- 
ing lunch in silence, an animated conversation was taking 
place in the kitchen, the participants being Mandy, Mrs. 
Bridget Crowley, and Hıram, who ahvays dropped in dur- 
ing the evenin^ to get his glass of cider, a luxury that \vas 
not dispensed at Deacon 1 Mason’s. 

“WelV’ said Mandy, “I think it’s wasteful extravagance 
for you Irish folks to spend so much money on carriages 
\vhen one of your friends happens to die. As you just said, 
when you lived in Boston you own up you spent fourteen 
dollars in one month going to funerals, and you paid a 
dollar a seat each time.” 

“I did that,” said Mrs. Crowley, “and I earned every bit 
of it doing \vashing, far Pat, bless his sowl, was out of 
work at the time.” 

“Tust think of that!” said Mandy, turning to Hıram. 

“Well, it can’t be helped,” said Mrs. Crowley, obstinately. 
“Shure and if I don't go to folks' funerals they won't come 
to mine.” 

This was too much for Mandy and Hiram, and they 
began laughing, \vhich so incensed Mrs. Crowley that she 
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trudged off to her little room in the eli, which departure 
just suited Mandy and Hiram. 

“Have you got any soft soaphere in the kitchen?” asked 
Hıram. 

“No,” said Mandy, “I used the last thıs aftemoon. I shall 
have to go out in the shed to-morro\v morning and get 
some/’ 

“You wouldrı’t be likely to go out to-night for any?” 
asked Hiram. 

“I guess not,” said Mandy. “Why, there is rats out in 
t hat shed as big as kittens. Did you want to use some?” 

“No,” said Hiram, “but I didn’t want you to have any 
’round handy, for I am bound to teli you I heard Strout 
teîling the minister’s son that Lindy Putnam writ a letter 
to Mr. Sawyer and mailed it at Mason’s Corner post office 
this mornin’, and it was directed to Eastborough Centre, 
and Strout said it looked as though they were keeping up 
correspondence. I teli you that made ’Mantıel Ho\ve mad, 
for he’s göne on Lindy Putnam himself, and then Strout 
said that probably ali the fellers in town would have to 
put off getting married until that city ohap had decided 
\vhich one of the giriş he wanted himself. And now, hang 
it, ?> said Hiram, “he has come to live in this house, and I 
shaVt î rave any peace of mind.” 

Hiram dodgecl the first apple Mandy threw at his head, 
but the second one hit him squarely, and he gave a loud 
“Oh!” 

“Stop your noise,” said Mandy, “or Mr. Pettengill will 
be out here. “I’ll ask them if they want anything else,” as 
she -rapped on the door. There was no response and she 
opened it and looked in. 'Why, they have ali göne to bed,” 
she said. At that moment the old elock ân the kitchen 
struck nine. “It’s nine o’clock and you had better be going 
tıcme, Hiram Maxwell.” 

“I shall have to get some anarchy to put on my fore- 
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head,” said Hıram. “See that big bump, Mandy, that yots 
made.*’ 

Mandy approached hitn quite closely and looked at his 
forehead; as she did so she tumed up her nose and puck- 
ered her mouth. Her arms were hanging by her side. 
Hiram grasped her around the vvaist, holding both oî her 
arms tight, and before Mandy could break away he gave 
her a kiss full on the mouth. 

He made a quick rush for the door, opened it and dashed 
out into the night. Luckily for him there was no moon 
and he was out of sight before Mandy could recover her 
self-possession and reach the door. She peered out into 
the darkness for a moment; theıı» she closed the door and 
bolted it, tcx>k a lamp and went up to her own room. 
Standing in front of her looking glass, she tumed up her 
nose and puckered up her mouth as she had done when 
facing Hiram. 

“Trtıat's the first time Hiram Maxwell ever kissed me,” 
she said to herself. “Mebbe it \\dll be the last time and 
mebbe it won\. fy Then she said reflectively, “I didn’t 
think the little fellow had so much spunk in him. ,, 

In a quarter of an hour she was dreaming of cupids, and 
hearts, and arrows, and St. Valentine’s Day, which was not 
so very far away. 


CHAPTER XV. 


A LONG LOST RELATIVE. 

E ZEKIEL PETTENGILL owned \vhat Deacon Mason 
did not—a nice carryall and a good road horse. 
Ezekiel \vould fix no price, 'but Quincy would not drive 
him unless he paid for the use of the team. One dollar for 
half a day, two dollars for a whole day, were the prices 
finally fixed upon. 

Quincy drove first to SMtrs. Putnam’s. As he was ascend- 
ing the steps the front door was opened and Lindy stood 
there to welcome him, which she did by extending her 
hand and then showing him into the parlar. She was evi- 
dentiy on*the point of going out, for she had on her outdoor 
garments. After a few commonplaces relating to health 
and the weather, Quincy. abruptly approached the object 
of his visit by saying, “I received your letter, Miss Futnam, 
and I have come to see ıf I can be of any service to you.” 
“Oh! I know you can,” said Lindy; “you are wealthy —” 
“I beg your pardon,” interposed Quincy, “I am not what 
they cali a wealtıhy young man; the fact that my father is 
possessed of a large fortune has probably given rise to 
the incorrect impression just repeated by you.” 

“I understand,” said Lindy, with a laugh. “What I 
meant to say was, that you are undoubtedly acquainted 
Vv’ith wealthy gentlemen, who know the best ways of invest- 
ing money. I find my money a great trouble to me,” she 
continued. “I had $25,000 invested in a first mortgage, 
but the property has been sold and the money repaid to me, 
and I don’t know wıhat to do with it.” 
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“The obvious thing to do,” remarked Quincy, “is to 
invest it at önce, so t hat it will begin paying you interest.” 

“That is just what I wished to see you about,” re* 
sponded Lindy. < ‘How \vould yoıı advise me to invest it?” 
she asked. 

‘‘I would not presume,” replied Quincy, “to give positive 
advice in such a case. I would go either to Foss & Follans- 
bee, or Braithwaite & Mellen, or perhaps Rothvvell Broth¬ 
ers & Co., look över -the securities they have for sale and 
make my own selection, if I vvere in your place. 

Lindy was manifestly disappointed at Quincy’s poüte 
refusal to recommend any particular security, but she evi- 
dently realized that further argument or entreaty woııld 
be useless, so she quickly changed the subject by remarking 
that her mother had considerable money invested, but that 
she was a woman who never took any advice and never 
gave any. 

“I wonder who my mother İs going to leave her money 
to? Do you know, Mr. Savvyer?” 

Quincy replied that he did not. “But she did teli me 
that by the terms of your brother’s will you were not to 
inherit it.” 

“Well, if you ever find out,” said Lindy, “you will teli 
me, won’t you, Mr. Sa^^yer?’* 

“Yes,” said Quincy, “unless I am requested to keep it a 
secret.” 

“But you wouldn’t keep it from me, their o\vn daugh- 
ter,” said Lindy. 

“Well,” -he replied, “I don’t think it at ali likely that they 
will inform me; but I promise to teli you if I learn who it is 
and am not bound in any way to keep the information 
secret.” 

“And will you teli me just as soon as you know?” per* 
sisted Lindy. 

“In less than twenty-four hours from the time I learn 
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the nanıe you shall lıear it from my own lips,” he re- 
plied. 

“Thank you,’’ said Lindy. “Would you like to see father 
and mother? Father has been quite sick for a few days and 
they are in their ovvn room. I vvill go up and teli them you 
are coming.” 

Quincy was left in the room. That gossip about Miss 
Putnam could not ’be true. Gossip said she was ashamed 
of her father and mother, and yet she had invited him to go 
up and see them. 'What a pretty girl she was, well edu- 
cated and with a hundred thousand dollars; such a beautiful 
singer and tlıeir voices blended so nicely together. How 
pleased his mother and sisters would be if he should bring 
lıome a wife like her. On the wall hung an oil portrait of 
her, evideııtly painted within a short time. He sat looking 
at it as Lindy opened the door. 

Before he could remove his ey es from the picture, Lindy 
had noticed ıhis fixed gaze at it and smiled brightly. 

“Mother would be delighted to see you.” 

Lindy rang a srnall beli that was on a table. In a mo¬ 
ment Samanthy entered the room. 

“Samantha, please slıovv Mr. Sawyer to mothePs room. 
Will you excuse me, Mr. Sa\v> r er, if I am not here to say 
good-by to you after you have seen mother? I am going 
to the city this morning and there — ” looking out of the 
\vındow—'“»here comes Abner Stiles; he is going to drive 
me över to Eastborough. Did you ever meet Mr. Stil es, 
Air. Sawyer? ,, 

“I may have seen him,” replied Quincy. 

^Seeing him is nothing/’ said Lindy. “He must be 
heard to be appreciated. He is a most engaging<talker; he 
has caught the biggest fish and killed the biggest bears—” 

“And told the biggest lies, ,, broke in Quincy,— 

“Of any man in town,” Lindy concluded. 

“I think there ıs o ne man in town who can teli bigger 
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ones,” Quincy said gravely; “he has been telling a good 
many lately.” 

Lindy looked up and smiled. “He will never forgive 
us for what we did at the concert,” said she. “Well, I 
mustn’t keep Mir. Stıles \vaiting any longer, if I do he 
rnay—” 

“Try to compete with the other one/’ added Quincy. 

She smiled again, and gave him her little gloved hand, 
which he took in 'his for an instant. 

She ran ou t quickly and got into the team, which imme- 
diately drove off. Samanfohy, who had been waitiııg im- 
patiently in the halhvay, ushered Quincy into an upper 
chamber, where sat Mrs. Putnam. Her 'husband was 
rcclining on a lounge near the fire. 

“Weil, I am a\vful glad to see yer/' said Mrs. Putnam. 
“Silas here hasnT been feelin’ fust rate for more’n a week. 
Ke’s most frozen to death ali the time. So I got him up 
front of the fire, same as I used to roast turkeys. Set down, 
Mr. Sawyer, and teli me ali the news. Have you heerd 
anybody going to git engaged or anybody going to git 
married? I heerd as how you had left Deacon Mlason’s. 
So you ’cided to take my advice. I’m kinder sorry you 
tipped tfie buggy över, for Huldy Mason’s a nice girl. The 
fact is I was thinkin’ more of her than I was of you, when 
I told yer you’d better git out. Wlıere be yer boardin’ 
now?’’ 

“I am boarding at Mr. Ezekieî Pettengill’s. His sister 
has got home and his Uncle Isaac has come baclc to live 
with him/ 5 

“Lord sakes, do teli!” said Mrs. Putnam. “I alîus 
thought that old fool would dİe out the-re in the woods and 
tfiey’d bury him in his chicken coop. But what on airth is 
Alice home for? Has she îost her job?” 

“No,” replied Quincy; “poor girl, she has almost lost 
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her sight. Slıe has been very sick, and as a result sıhe is 
almost blind, and had to give up work and eome home.” 

Mrs. Put nam sank 'back in her chair. 

“If I didn’t think you were a truthful man, Mr. Sawyer p 
I wouldn’t b’lieve a word you said. My poor Alice. Why, 
do you know, Mr. Savvyer, I never saw a human being in 
ali my life that I liked so much as I .have Alice Pettengill. 
Did you ever see her, Mr. Sawyer?” 

“No,” said Quincy, “she only arrived yesterday after- 
noon, and slıe did not appear at .supper nor at breakfast this 
morning. She \vas tired and wished to rest, her brother 
told me.” 

“Well, I hope she won’t die,” said Mrs. Putnam. “I 
have left her every dollar Pve got in the \vorld, and if she 
should die I shouldn’t know -vvho on airth to give it to. 
Well, there, Pve let the cat out of the bag, and my daughter 
Lindy, mean as she is about money, would give a thou- 
sand dollars to know who I am gam* to leave my money 
to. I wish I could see Alice. I can’t walk, and that poor, 
dear girl can’t see. Why, Mr. Sawyer, I think she’s the 
prettiest, s.weetest girl I ever sot eyes on in my life, and 
I’ve seed a good many on ’em. Now you teli me \vhat you 
think of her the next time you come up, won , t you, Mr. 
Sawyer?” 

“I certainly will,^ said Quincy, ‘‘and if she will comc 
with me I will bring her över -to see you. if sıhe came from 
P>oston with her brother, she can surely ride as far as this,” 
he added. 

“Teli her I shall count every minute till she comes över 
here, but don’t say a word to her about my money,” said 
Mrs. Putnam. 

“Certainly not,” Quincy ans\vered. “You did not iıv 
tend to teli me.” 

“No, I dıdn’t,” a.cknowledged Mrs. Putnam, “it slipped 
out before I thought.” 
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Quincy arose. “I must go now, Mrs. Putnam. I have 
business at Eastborough Centre, and I don’t know how 
long it will take me, and 'besides, I anı anxious to see Mis s 
Pettengill after your glowing description of her beauty 
and her virtues.’’ 

“Well, I haven’t put the paint on half as thick as it 
would stand,” said Mrs. Putnam. “Well, good-by, Mr. 
Sawyer. It’s very-kind in you to come and see two old 
folks like us. No use sayiııg good-by to Silas; he’s svone 
deef and besides he’s sound asleep.” 

When Quincy took up the reins and started tcrvvards 
Eastborough Centre it was wi ı th conflicting emotions. If 
there had been no Alice Pettengill »to see, his thougiıts, no 
doubt, would have related chiefly to Lindy Putnam, who 
had never attracted his attention before as she had that 
moming. Could Alice Pettengill be as pretty and as good 
as Mrs. Putnam had portrayed? And she was to be an 
heiress. He was sorry that Mrs. Putnam had told him. 
When the was talking to Miss Pettengill wlıat he kneıv 
would be continually in his mind. He was glad that she 
was to have the money, but very sorry that »he knew she 
was to have it; hethad promised not to teli her, but he had 
promised to teli Lindy. Mrs. Putnam had not told him 
not to teli Lindy, but she had said Lindy would give a 
thousand dollars to know. Now, was that the same as 
requesting him not to teli Lindy, and should he »teli Lindy 
for nothing what her mother said she \vould give a thou¬ 
sand dollars to know? Anyhov/, that question must be 
decided within the next twenty-four »hours. 

Then he began to think of his intended visit to East¬ 
borough Poorhouse. Would the Jim Sa\vyer that he 
found there tum out to be his own uncle? What a sweet 
morsel that would be for Strout if it proved to be true. 
Anvhow, he would follovv his father’s instructions and do 
ali he could for his uncîe, come what might. 
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Since he had arrived at Mason’s Corner everything that 
he had done seemed to give rise to gossip, and a little more 
of it could do no harm. 

Quincy reached the Pooriıouse and inquired for the 
keeper. A very stout, red-faced man answered the sum- 
mons. 

He informed Quincy that his name was Asa Waters, and 
that he had been keeper of the town Poorhouse for the 
last ten years. 

Quincy thought from his size, as he evidently weighed 
between three and four hundred pounds, that he had prob- 
ably eateıı ali the food supplied for the inmates. In reply 
to a direct question whether there was a man there by the 
name of Jim Sawyer, Mr. Waters said << yes, ,> but that he 
was sick abed and had been for the last week. 

‘‘He coughs awful,” said Waters; “in faet, I had to 
change his room because the rest of us couldn’t sleep. 
When we tried to move him he became şort of crazy like, 
and it took three on us to get him out of the room and take 
him upstairs. He seems sot on getting back in that room. 
The otlıer day he crawled down stairs and \ve found him 
trying to get into the room, but I had it locked and we had 
another fight to get him upstairs again.” 

“Well, ,, said Quincy, “I would İlke to see him; it may 
be he is a distant relative of our family. My father wishes 
me to talk with him and make the inquiry anyway.” 

“What mought your name be?” asked Mr. Waters. 

( “My name is Quincy Adams Sawyer.” 

“Oh, yes, I remember you,” said Waters. ‘AVasn’t you 
the singer that Mr. Strout hired to come down from Bos¬ 
ton to sing at his concert. Strout told me he paid you $50 
for singing that night, and by gosh it \vas worth it.” 

Quincy was not a profane young man, but he had to 
smother an oath on hearing that. He replied, “Yes, I 
sang that night.” 
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‘'And/' said Waters, “didn’t you \vhistle that piece, 
Listen to the Bobolink, fine?” 

‘‘Here, Sam,” said be to a young fellow who appeared 
in sight, “show this gentleman up to Jim Sawyer’s room; 
I’m getting kind of pussy, and I don’t go upstairs much.” 

Sam performed his mission and Quincy \vas ushered into 
the room and found himself with the sick man. 

“Is yoıır name James Sawyer?” asked Quincy. 

“Yes,” said the man. “I used to be proud of it önce/" 

“Did you have a brot/her?” asked Quincy. 

“Well,” said Jim, “I don’t think he would be proud of 
me now, so I guess I won’t daim any relationship.” 

Quincy stopped for a moment. Evidently the man’s 
pride would keep him. from telling anything about himself. 
He would try him on a new tack. The man had a îoııg fit 
of coughing. When it had subsided, Quincv said, “It 
wearies you to talk. I will do the talking, and if \vhat I 
say is 'true you can nod your head/’ Ouincy continued, 
“Your name is James Ed\vard Sawyer, your brother’s name 
was Nathaniel. ,> The man opened his eyes wide and looked 
steadfastly at him. “Your father, Edward Sawyer, left 
you fifty thousand dollars.^ The man clutched with both 
hands at the quilt on the bed. “You are about sixty years 
of age.” The man nodded. “You married a young girl 
who lived in the country and took her to Boston witlı you; 
her maiden name was Eunice Raymond.” 

The man started up in bed, resting on his elbow. “How 
did you know ali this?” asked he. “Who has told you this? 
Who are you? ,? 

The exertion and the rapid speaking brought on another 
fit of coughing and he fell back on his pillow. 

“If what I have said is true/' remarked Quincy quietly, 
“your brother, Nathaniel, is my father, and I am your 
nephew, Quincy Adams Sawyer.” 

M Who sent you to see me?” asked the man. 
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“I heard,” replied Quincy, “that a man named James 
Sawyer was in the Eastborough Poorhouse. I wrote to 
my fatiıcr, and in Jıis reply he told me what I have just 
said to you. If you are my uncle, father says to do every- 
thing I can to help you, and if he had not said so I wouid 
have done it anyway.” 

“It is ali true,” said the man faintly. “I squandered the 
money my father left me. I nıarried a sweet, young girl 
and took her to the city. I tried to introduce her into the 
set to which I önce belonged. It was a failure. I was 
angry, not with myself for expectii/g too much, but witlı 
her because she gave me too little, as I then thought. We 
had two children—a boy named Ray and a little girl named 
Mary, after my mother.” 

“My grandmother,’’ said Quincy. 

James Savvyer continued: “I took to drink. I abused the 
woman whose cnly fault had been that she had loved me. I 
neglectcd to provide for my family. My wife fell sick, my 
two little children died, and my wife soon followed therrL 
I returned from a debauch which had lasted me for about a 
month t o find that I was alone in the world. I fied from 
the tov.m where \ve had lived, came here and tried to re¬ 
form. I could not. I fell sick and tlıey sent me here to the 
Poorhouse. I have had no ambition to leave. I kne\v if 
I did it would mean the same old life. I anı glad you 
came. I cannot teli you how glad. I do not wish for any 
assistance; the town will çare for me as long as I live, which 
Vvill not be very long; but your coming enables me to per- 
form an act of justice wlıich othenvise I could not have 
done.” 

“Teli me in what way I can serve you,” said Çîuincy, 
“and it shall be doneT 

“Look outside of the docr/' said the man, “and see il 
anybody is listening.” 


116 


QÜINCY ADAMS SAWYEK. 


Quincy opened the door suddenly and the broad face of 
Mr. Asa Waters stood revealed. 

“I thought I would come ııp and see if Mr. Sawyer 
wanted anything.” 

‘"if he does,” said Quincy, “I \vill inform you;’’ and he 
closed the door in Mr. Waters’s face. 

Quincy vvaited till he heard his ponderous footsteps de- 
scending tlıe stairs at the foot of the hallway. 

“Was old Waters out there listening?” asked Jim Saw- 
yer. 

“I don’t think he had time to hear anything,” Quincy 
replied. 

“Come closer/’ said Jim; “let me whisper. I am not 
penniless. I have got some money. I have five thousand 
dollars in government bonds. I sold some stock I o\vned 
just before I went ofî on that last debauch, but I didn't 
spend ali the money. When I die I want you to pay back 
to the town of Eastborough every dollar I owe for board. 
Don’t let anybody know you got the money from me. Pay 
it yourself and keep the balance of it yourself.” 

w Where is -the money ?” said Quincy. 

*'It is down in my old room, No. 24, cne flight down 
from here, at the otıher end of the halhvay. I have got a 
key that \vill öpen the door. I made it myself. I nearly 
got in there di e other day, but they caught me before I 
had a ehance to öpen the door. If you can get in there take 
up the fourth brick from the window, second ro\v from the 
front of tıhe -fireplace, and you will find the bonds in an old 
leather wallet. What time is it?” he asked quickly. 

^Half-past eleven,” replied Quincy. 

u Now is your time,” said the man; “ali the hands have 
their dinner from half-past eleven to twelve; at twelve they 
feed us; take this key, and if you get the money, for God’s 
sake come around to-morrow and let me know. I sha’n’t 
sleep a wink till I hear from you.” 
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Quincy pressed the sick man J s hand and left the room. 
He went downstairs on tiptoe and quickly reached room 
No. 24. He listened; ali was quiet; it took but an instant 
to öpen the door, and, slipping quietly in, he locked it 
after him. With some difficulty he found the wallet, 
looked inside and sa\v fıve one thousand doîlar United 
States bonds. He put the wallet in his pocket, replaced the 
brick, and listened at the door; ali was quiet. He unlocked 
it, slipped out, locked it, and was retracing his steps, when 
he saw Sam coming upstairs at the other end of the halhvay. 

“I think I took the wrong turn,” said Quincy. “I 
thought I came up that way. 5 ’ 

“No,” said Sam; “that’s the back way.” 

“Thank you/’ said Quincy, as he ran lightly dbwnstairs. 
At the foot he met Mr. Waters. 

“Well, is he any relative of yours?” asked Waters. 

“I don’t know yet/’ replied Quincy; “he has given me 
some facts, and I am going to write to Boston, and when I 
hear from there I will be able to ansvver your question. I 
will come around in a few days, as soon as I hear from the 
city.” 

Quincy jumped into his team and drove to Eastborough 
Centre post office to see if there were any letters for him. 

When he reached the post office he found a letter from 
his father, informing him his mother and sisters were going 
to New York for a two weeks J visit and would very much 
like to see him if he would run up the next day. 

Quincy’s mind was made up instantly. He drove to the 
hotel, left the team, with instructions to have it ready for 
him \vhen he came down on the express that reached East¬ 
borough Centre at 7.15 P. M., ran for the station and 
caught on to the back platform of the last car as it sped on 
its way to Boston. 

Arriving there, he first took a hasty lunch, then hiring 
a coupe by the hour, drove to his bank on State Street. 
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Here he left the b<wıds with instructions to write to East¬ 
borough Centre the amount realized from them and passed 
to the credit of his account. 

His next trip was to his father’s house on Beacon Street, 
where he found his motıher and sisters. They were over- 
joved to see him, and his younger sister declared that he 
had grown better looking since he went avvay. She wanted 
to know if he had fallen in love with a country girl. Quincv 
replied that his heart \vas stili free and if it wasn , t for the 
law he would have her for his wife, and no one else. Maude 
laughed and slapped him. 

He next rode to his father’s office on Court Street. The 
Hon. Nathaniel had just lunched at Parker’s and \vas en- 
joying a good cigar when his son came in. 

Quincy told him that the Jim Sawyer at Eastborough 
Poorhouse was unquestionably their missing relative. 

“Poor Jim/’ said Nathaniel; “I oııght to go and see him.” 

“No; I wouldnV’ said Quincy, “it will do no good, and 
his remorse is deep eno-ugh now vvithout adding to it.” 

He then told his father about the money, and the latter 
agreed that Jim’s idea was right and Quincy had best use 
the money as though it were his own. 

“By the by,” said his father, wheeling round in his office 
chair, “that Miss Putnam from Eastborough is a very pretty 
girl; don’t you think so, Quincy?” 

“Handsome is as handsome does,” thought Quincy to 
himself, but he only said, “Where did you see her?” 

“She was in here to-day,” replied his father. “She said 
she had $25,000 to invest, and that you gave her the address 
of some broker, but that she had forgotten it/’ 

“Her statement is partially true,” said Quincy, “but not 
complete. I gave her three addresses, because I did not 
wish to reoommend any particular one. I wished her to 
mahe her o\vn choice.” 

“I was not so conservative,” remarked his father. “I 
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advised her to go to Foss & Follansbee and even suggested 
that Quinnebaug Copper Company was one of the most 
promising investments before the public «to-day.” 

“Did she confide in you any farther,” said Quincy. 

''Oh, yes,” replied his father; “I gleaned she was worth 
$100,000 and that her parents, who were very old people, 
had nearly as much more. I remember her brother, J. Jones 
Putnam. He was a ‘plunger/ and a successful one. He 
died suddenly of lung fever, I believe. ,, 

Quincy smiled. 

“She seemed to be well educated,” his father continued, 
“and told me that you and she sang together at a concert.” 

“Did she teli you what her father’s religion was? ,J 
inqııired Quincy. 

“You dornt seem to admire this young lady, Quincy. I 
thought she would be likely to be a great friend of yours. 
You might do \vorse than—” 

“I know/ , said Quincy, “she is pretty, well educated, 
musical, very tasteful in dress, and has money, but she can’t 
have me. But how did it end?^ asked he; “how d-id you get 
rid of her?” 

“Well, ,, replied his father, “a« I said before, I tihought 
she must be a great friend of yours, and perhaps more, so I 
\vent down to Foss & Follansbee^ with her; then we went 
to Parker’s to lunch, then I sent her to the station in a 
coupe. ,J 

“I am greatly obliged to you, father,” said Quincy, “for 
the kind attentions you paid her. I shall get the full credit 
of them down in Eastborough; your name will not be men- 
tioned; only/’ said Quincy with a laugh, “if she is coming 
to the city very of t en I think perhaps I had better come 
back to Boston and îook after mothePs interests/’ 

The Hon. Nathaniel was nettled by this and said stemly, 
*T do not like that şort of pleasantry, Quincy.” 
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“Neither do I,” said Quincy coolly, “and I hope there 
will be no further occasion for it.” 

“How long do you iııtend to remain in Eastborough?” 
asked his father. 

“I don't know,” replied Quincy. “I can’t come home 
vdıile Ünde Jim is sick, of course. I will ask him if he 
\vould like to see you, and if he says yes, I will teiegraph 
you. Weil, good-by. I was up to the house and saw mother 
and the giriş. I am going up to the club to see if I can 
meet some of the boys and have some dinner, and I shall 
go down on the 6.05 express.” 

Qııincy lighted a cigar, shook hands rather stiffiy with 
his father and left the office. 

When Quincy reached the Pettengill house it \vas a little 
after eight o’clock. Hiram came out to heip him put up 
the horse. “Any-body up?” asked Quincy. 

“Only Mandy and me,” said Hiram. “Uncle Ike is up 
in his attic, and 'Zeke is up talkin’ to his sister, and Mandy 
and me has been talkin’ to each other; and, say, Mr. Saw- 
yer, did you meet Lindy Putnam up in Boston to-day?'' 

“No,’ , said Quincy between his shut teeth. 

“Well, that’s funuy,^ said Hiram; “I heard Abner Stiles 
telling Strout as how Miss Putnam told him that Mr. Saw- 
yer had been to the banker’s with her to invest her money, 
and that Mr. Sawyer took her out to lunch and then rode 
down to the station in a carriage and put her aboard the 
train.” 

“There are a great many Mr. Sawyers in Boston, you 
must remember, Hiram,” remarked Quincy. u Anything 
else, Hiram?” 

“Well, not much more,” replied Hiram; “but Strout said 
that if you got Lindy and her money and then cajoled the 
old coııple into kavin' their money to you, that it would 
be the best game of bunco that had ever been played in 
Eastborough.” 
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“Well, Strout ought to know what a good bunco game 
is/’ said Quincy. “Have the horse ready by nine o’clock in 
the morning if yotı can get över. Good night, Hiram,” he 
said. 

He passed through the kitchen, saying good night to 
-Mandy, and \vent straight to his own room. He sat and 
tbought for an hour, going över the events of the day. 

“As soon as Uncle Jim is dead and buried,” said he to 
himself, "I think I will leave this town. As the children say 
when they play ‘hide and go seek/ I am getting warm.” 


CHAPTER XVI. 


A PROMISE KEPT. 

Q UINCY was up next morning at eight o’clock and 
ate his breakfast with ’Zekiel. ’Zekiel said his 
sisler did not sleep well nights, and so would not be down 
till later. 

“Do you want the team this morning, Mr. Pettengill?” 
asked Quincy. 

“No,’ J said ’Zekiel, “but the Boston doctor \vrote to Dea- 
con Mason that he was cornin’ down this afternoon to take 
that stuff off Huldy’s a.rm, and she wanted me to come 
up, so I shall be up there ali the afternoon. , ’ 

“That reminds me,” said Quincy. “Will you teli Deacon 
Mason that I want the nurse t o s t ay un t il to-morrow and 
I will be up to see her at nine oblock?’' 

Quincy took up the reins and started for Eastborough 
Poorhouse. 

He found his uncle weaker than on the day before. 
Quincy touched his hana, but did not lift it from the bed. 
Jim pointed toavards the door. 

“It’s ali right,” said Quincv, “there is no one there. 

“Did you get it?’’ asked Uncle Jim in a whisper. 

“Yes,” replied Quincy, “and it’s saf e in the bank in' 
Boston.” 

“Thank God!” exclaimed Uncle Jim. “Now I don’t çare 
how soon I am cailed to judgment for my sins. ,? 

“Uncle Jim/’ said Quincy, “I saw my father yesterday 
afternoon. Would you like to have your brother come 
and see you?” 
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Uncle Jim shook his head. “It will do no good/* said 
he. “You have done ali I could \vish for. Pay tthe town 
for my board. Give them what they ask. Do with the 
balance what you wish, Quincy. It is yours.” 

“YVhere do you wish to be buried, Uncle?” asked Quiney 
bravely. 

“Right here,” replied 1 Uncle Jim. “One of the boys 
here died about a month ago; ihis name was Tom Buck. 
He was a good fellow and did many kind things for me. 
Bury me side of him. ,? 

“One more qu esti on, Uncle ,” said Quincy. “In what 
to\vn did your wife and children reşide when they died?” 

“In Amesbury,” said Uncle Jim. An idea seemed to 
strike him. ‘AVell, Quincy, do you suppose you could find 
where they are buried?” 

ft Of course I can,” Quincy answered. 

<< Well, ,, continued Uncle Jim, “I don’t deserve it, I am 
not worthy of it, but she ahvays loved me, and so did the 
children. I nev-er struck her, nor them, nor did I ever 
speak unkindly to them. I never went Îıome w.hen I \vas 
drunk. I deserted them and left them to suffer. I don ; t 
think she v^ould object, do you?” 

Quincy divined his thoughts and answered, “No, I do 
not, Uncle.” 

“If you will do it, Quincy, ,, said Uncle Jim, “I shall die 
a happy man. Buy a little lot and put me beside Eunice 
and the children. Dont put my name on the stone, put 
her name and those of the children. T hat will please me 
best. She will know I am there, but othe-rs will not.” 

“It shall be done as you say, Uncle,” said Quincy. “I 
will be here early to-mornnv morning and I shall come 
every day to see you. Good-bv.” 

He touched his unele’s hand again softly and left the 
room. Uncle Jim, with a smiîe upon his wasted face, fell 
asleep. 
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Quincy drove leisurely towards Mason’s Corner. It was 
more than tvventy-four hours since he had îearned vvho 
was to be Mrs. Putnam’s heiress. He had made a promise. 
Should he keep it? How could he avoid keeping it? He 
vvould see Miss Putnam and be governed by circumstances. 

He reached the Putnam house and vvas shovvn into the 
same room as on the moming before. In a few minutes 
Lindy joined him. He had never seen her looking better. 
Sbe had on a handsome govvn that he had never seen betere. 
Quincy opened the conversation. 

“Did you enjoy your trip to Boston yesterday, Miss 
Putnam ?” 

“Oh, yes,” replied Lindy, “I must teli you ali about 
it.” 

“There is no need to, Miss Putnam, I am acquainted 
with the most important events of your trip already.’* 

“Why, how?” asked Lindy. “Oh, I see,” said she, “you 
had a letter from your f at her.” 

“No/’ said Quincy. “I had the pleasure of a conversa- 
tion vvith my father yesterday aftemoon in Boston.” 

“Is that sop’’ exclaimed Lindy. 

“Yes,” said Quincy, “but I might have Îearned ali the 
Principal faets vvithout leaving Mason’s Corner. In fact, I 

did learn them in a somevvhat distorted slıape late last even* 
• „ >> 
ın<g. 

Lindy colored until her forehead was as red as her 
cîıeeks. 

“I do not understand you, Mr. Savvyer,” she remarked. 

“It is easily explained,” said Quincy. “Mr. Stiles for- 
got to mention that it vvas my father who vvas your escort 
and not myself. Of course he vvould ofîer the similarity in 
names as his excuse.” 

“And so,” said Lindy, recovering herself, “you have 
come here to scold me because Abner Stiles didn’t teli the 
truth. I told you he vvas a vvonderfuî story teller.” 
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“No, Miss Putnam,” said Quincy, "I did not come here 
for any such purpose. I made you a promise yesterday 
and I have come to keep it. I know who is to inherit your 
mother’s money. She did not intend to teli me, but the 
name escaped her unintentionally.” 

“Did she ask you not to teli me?” asked Lindy. 

“No/’ replied Quincy, “not in so many words.” 

“Then you must teli me,” cried Lindy eagerly. 

“Well, I don't know/’ said Quincy. “Your mother said 
you would give a thousand dollars to know the name of the 
person. This fixes the condition on whic.h I shall divuîge 
the name.” 

“And if I did give you a thousand dollars,” inquired 
Lindy, “vvhat would you do with the money?” 

“I should give it to your mother,” said Quincy. “She 
fixed the price of the secret, not I.” 

Lindy walked to the window and -looked out. She 
wished to know the name. She had her suspicions, but 
she could not bear to give up a thousand dollars of her own 
money, for she knew that this, too, would go to the un- 
known heiress. She knew Alice Pettengill \vas in to\vn and 
at her brother's house. She had been there for a whole day 
and parts of two others. She would save -her money and at 
the same time learn the truth. 

Turning to Quincy she said, “I cannot afîord to pay you, 
or rather my mother, a thousand dollars for the secret. It 
is not worth it. I will not ask you again for her name, 
but if you wiü answer me one simple question I will 
absolve you from your promise.” 

Quincy reflected. He knew t'hat Lindy u^as deep and 
that she was plotting something while she stood at the win- 
dow. But he wished this matter över, he was tired of it, 
so he replied, “I will ansvver your simple question, Mİss 
Putnam, on one condition. It is that you will not deem 


126 


QUIXCY ADAMS SAWYEE. 


me guilty of any intentional discourtesy if, af ter replying 
to it, I at önce take my leave.’’ 

They faced each other, she Iıardly able to coııccal her 
impatience, he with a stern look upon his face. 

“My simple qu esti on is this, Mr. Sa\vyer, have you ever 
eaten a meal at the same table \vith my mothers heiress?” 

“I have never seen her,” replied Quin,cy coldly. He 
took his hat, and with a low bow quitted the house and 
drove away. 

Lindy threw herself in a passion on the sofa and burst 
into a fîood of tears. She had pîayed her last card and had 

lost. 


CHAPTER XVII. 


AN INFORMAL INTRODUCTION. 

VS fHEN Quincy drove into the barn he found Jim 
▼ ▼ Cobb there, and he turned the horse över to him. 
Entering by the back door he passed through the kitchen 
without seeing either Mandy or Mrs. Crowley, and went 
slowly upstairs. The house was very quiet. He remem- 
bered that Uncle Ike had göne to Eastborough Centre and 
'Zekiel had göne to Deacon Mason’s. It was necessary 
for him to pass the door of the room occupied by Alice 
Pettengill in order to reach his own room. The door of 
her room \vas öpen. He involuntarily glanced in and then 
stood stili. 

What vision was this that met his eye? The sun, now 
dropping to the westward, threw its rays in at the window 
and they fell upon the head of the young girl seated beside 
it. 

The hair was golden in the sunlight, that real golden that 
is seldom seen excepting on the heads of young children. 
She seemed slight in figüre, but above the average stature. 
She wore a loose-fitting dress of light blue material, faced 
dovvn the front with \vhite, and över her shoulders was 
thrown a small knitted shawl of a light pink color. Ouincv 
could not see her face, except in profile, for it was turned 
towards the \vindow, but the profile was a striking one. Ele 
turned to step forvvard and enter his o\vn room. As he did 
so the board upon \vhich he stood creaked. He stopped 
again suddenly, hoping that the noise would not attract 
her attention, but her quick ear had caught the sound, and, 
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rising, s'he advanced tovvards the door, her hands extended 
before her. 

“Is that you, Uncle Ike?” she asked in a clear, sweet 
voice. “I heard you drive in.” 

She had started in a straight line towards the door, but 
for some cause, perhaps the bright light coming from the 
wood fire in the öpen fireplace, she swerved in her course 
and would have walked directly towards the blazing wood 
had not Quincy rushed fonvard, caught her by the hand 
and stopped her further progress, saying as he did so, “Miss 
Pettengill, you will set your dress on fire.” 

“You are not Uncle Ike,” said she, quickly. “He could 
not walk as fast as that. l Who are you? You must know 
nıc, for you called me by name/’ 

Quincy «replied, “Under the circumstanees, Miss Petten¬ 
gill, I see no way but to introduce myself. I am your 
brother’s boarder, and my name is Sa\vyer.” 

“I am pleased to meet you, Mr. Sawyer,” said she, ex- 
tending her hand, which Quincy took. “I feel acquainted 
with you already, for Uncle Ike speaks of you very often, 
and ’Zekıel said you used to board at Deacon M a son’s. 
Don’t you think Huldy is a lovely girl?” 

Quincy avoided this direct question and replied, “Uncle 
Ike has been equally kind in speaking of his niece, Miss 
Pettengill, so that I feel acquainted with her even without 
this,—I was going to say formal introduction,—but I think 
that we must both confess it was rather in for m al.” 

Alice laughed merrily. “Won’t you sit down, Mr. Saw- 
yer? I have been alone nearly ali day, and have really been 
very lonesome.” 

She turned and groped, as if feeling for a chair. Quincy 
sprang fonvard, placed a large rocking chair before the 
fire, then, taking her hand, saw her safely ensconced in it. 
He then took a seat in a large armchair at the end of the 
fireplace nearest the door. 
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“Thank you, Mr. Sawyer,” said Alice. “Everybody has 
been so kind to me since I have had this trouble with my 
eyes. Of course 'Zekiel has told yon about it.” 

“Yes,” assented Quincy. 

He really did not çare to talk. He was satisfıed to sit 
and look at her, and he could do this with impunity, for 
she could not see his earnest gaze fixed upon her. 

“I have been used to an active life/’ said Alice. “I have 
had my bu sin es s to attend t o every day, and evenings I 
had my books, papers, pictures, and music. At first it 
seemed so hard to be shut out from them ali, but years ago 
Uncle Ike taught me to be a philosopher and to take life 
as it came, without constantly fretting or finding fault. 
Uncle Ike says, ‘It is not work but worry that wears men 
outd That’s why he came down here to live in the woods. 
He said t hey wouldn’t let him work and so he worried ali 
the time, but when he came here he had plenty to do, and 
in his work he found happiness.” 

“I am leaming a good lesson,” said Quiney with a laugh. 
“I have studied much, but I actually never did a day’s 
work in ali my life, Miss Pettengill. ,, 

“Then you are to be pitied,” said Alice frankly; ‘"but I 
see I should not blame you, you are studying now and get- 
ting ready to work.” 

“Perhaps so,” Quincy remarked. “My father wishes me 
to be a lawyer, but I detest reading law, and have no in- 
clination to follow in my father’s footsteps.” 

“Perhaps you are too young,” said Alice, “to settle upon 
your future career. I cannot see you, you know, and 
Uncle Ike did not say how old you were.” 

Quincy smiled. “I am in my twenty-fourth year,” said 
he. “I graduated at Harvard two years ago.” 

“So old!” exclaimed Alice; “why, I am not twenty-one 
until next June, and I have been working for my living 
since I was sixteen.” 
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Quincy said, “I wish I had as honorable a reGord.” 

“Now you are vexed with me for speaking so plainly,V 
said Alice. 

“Not at ali,” Quincy replied. “I thank you for it. I 
have learned from Uncle Ike that frankness of speeclı and 
honestv of heart are Pettengill characteristics.” 

“You might add/’ said Alice, “firmııess in debate, for 
none of us like to o\vn up that we are beaten. I remember 
years ago Uncle Ike and I had a îong discussion as to 
whet'her it were better to be stone blind or stone deaf. I 
took the ground that it was better to be blind, for one could 
hear music and listen to the voices of friends, and hear the 
sound of approaching danger, and then, besides, everybody 
is so kind to a person who is blind. But you see Uncle Ike 
don’t çare for music, and had rather talk himself t han listen, 
so he decided that it \vas best to be stone deaf, for then 
he could read and \vrite to his friends. But of course 
neither of us gave in, and the question, so far as we are 
concemed, is stili unsettled.’’ 

At that moment the sound of a team was heard, and a 
fe\v minutes later Uncle Ike came upstairs, follovved by the 
driver of the team bearing a big basket and a large bundle. 
These contained Uncle Ike’s purchases. 

“Wait a minute and I will go upstairs witlı you,” called 
out Uncle Ike to the man. He entered the room, and 
looking somewhat surprised at seeing Quincy, he said 
somewhat sharply, “So you t\vo have got acquainted, have 
you? I have been waiting for two days to introduce you.^ 

“I am greatly indebted to Mr. Sawyer, ,? said Alice. 
“When he passed my door, vvhich was öpen, I thought it 
was you and I started forward to meet you, but I missed 
my way and was walking directly towards the fire, when 
Mr. Sawyer interposed.” 

“I should have done the same thing had it been me,” 
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said Uncle Ike. “So I don’t see as you were in any reaİ 
danger.” 

Quincy thought that it was noticeably evident that tlıe 
Pettengills were noted for plainness of speech. 

“Here are three letters for you, Alice, and bere is one 
for you, Mr. Sawyer. I thought I would bring it över to 
you as I met Asa Waters down to the post office and he 
said you’d started for home. H1 be down in a few inin* 
utes, Alice, and read your letters ıor you.” And Uncle 
Ike showed the man the \vay up to his domicile. 

Quincy arose, expressed his pleasure at having met 
Miss Pettengill, and presuming they would meet again at 
dinner, took his leave. 

The letter was from Quincy J s father. It \vas slıort, but 
\vas long enough to cause Quincy to smother an oath, crush 
the letter in his hands and tlırow it into the öpen bre. The 
fiames touched it, and the strong draught took it stili ablaze 
up the wide*mouthed chimney. 

But Quincy’s unpîeasant thought did not go \vith it. Th-e 
letter had said, “Quinnebaug stock 'has dropped ofî five 
points. Foss & Follansbee have written Miss Futnam that 
she must put up five thousand dollars to cover margin. 
Better see her at önce and teli her the drop is only tem- 
porary, and the stock is sure to recover. ,, 

Ouincy sat down in his easy-chair, facing the fire, upon 
w.hich he put some more \vood, which snapped and crackled. 

“I \von’t go near that girl again,” said he, wi-th a deter- 
mined look upon his face. The next moment he had ban- 
shed Lindy Putnam from his mind, and was thinking of 
*hat other girl who was sitting not six feet from him. He 
could hear Uncle Ike’s voice, and he knew that Alice’s let- 
cers were being read to her. Then he fell into a reverie 
as tlıe tıvilight shadows gathered round him. As the room 
gre\v darker the fire grevv brighter, and in it he could seem 
to see a picture of a fair-haired girl sitting in a chair and 
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listening with evident interest to a young man who wa3 
reading to her from a newspaper. 

The young girl placed her hand upon his arm and asked 
a questıon. The young man dropped the paper and gazed 
into the girPs face with a look full ot tenderness, and plao 
ing one of his 'hands upon that of the young girl clasped it 
fondly, and Quincy saw that the face of this young man 
was his own. He sat there until there came a loud rap upon 
the door and Mandy’s voice called out, “Supper’s ready. ,, 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


THE COURTIN*. 

W HİLE Quincy was taking his first steps in Lover's 
Lane, which steps so often lead to the high road of 
Matrimony, ’Zekiel Pettengill had reached the end of his 
İane, which had been very long with many devious turns, 
and he found himself at that point vvhere the next import- 
ant question \vas to fix the day. 

’Zekiel was a strong-minded, self-willed, self-reliant 
young man, but in the presence of Huldy 'Mason he was 
as big a covvard as the world ever saw. She had sent a 
little note to 'him, saying that she wished to see him that 
afternoon, and he knew their fates would be decided that 
day. He was hopeful, but the most hopeful lover has 
spastns of uncertainty until his lady love -has said yes and 
yes again. 

Dressed in his best, ’Zekiel knocked at Deacon Mason^ 
front door. For an instant he wished himself saf e at home 
and debated whether he could get round the corner of the 
house before the door was opened. He turned his head to 
measure the distance, but at that moment the door wa$ 
opened, and Mrs. Mason’s smiling face was before him, 
and her pleasant, cheery voice said, u Come in, ’Zekiel.” 

He felt reassured by this, for he argued to himself that 
she would lıave called him Mr. Pettengill if there had been 
any change in her feelings towards him. They entered the 
parlor, and Mrs. Mason said, “Take ofî your things and 
leave them right here, and go right up and see Huldy. 
She is waitin’ for you. The doctor’s been and göne. He 
took that plaster thing ofî Huldy ? s arm, says she’s ali right 
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now, only she must be keerful, not do any heavy liftin^ w?tK 
it till it gets good and strong. He said it would be some 
time before she could help me rnuch with the housevvork, 
so I anı going toget a girl for a montlı or t\vo. I heerd your 
sister got home, ’Zeke. They do say she’s blind. I am 
awful sorry, ’Zekiel. Hope she will get better of it. I am 
coming över to see her just as soon as I get me my girl. 
But you go right up, there’s nobody there but Huldy. Mr. 
Sawyer is coming after the nurse to-morrow morning, and 
she is up in the spare room trying to catch up \vith her 
sleep. We told her there was no use in setting up with 
Huldy, but she said she had her orders from the doctor, 
and she wouldn’t mind a single thing we said. But we 
will get rid on her to-morro\v. No w you go right up, 
’Zekiel;’’ and Mrs. Mason took him by the arm and saw 
him on his way up the front stairs before she returned to 
her work in the kitchen. 

’Zekiel went upstairs deliberately, one step at a time. 
His footfalls, it seemed to him, must be heard ali över the 
house. He paused before Huldy’s door. He opened it a 
couple of inches, when the thoug'h.t struck him that he 
ought to knock. He started to close the door and do so, 
\vhen he heard a faint voice say, “Come in, ^Zekie!/’ So 
he was stili ’Zekiel to Huldy. He opened the door and 
walked braveîy into the room, but his bravery forsook him 
when he had taken a few steps. He had expected to fmd 
her in bed, as she had been every day before when he had 
called. But there she stood before him, the same Huldy 
as of old. Not exactly the same, ho\vever, for her cheeks 
had lost much of their rosy tint and there was a pensive 
look to the face that was new to it, which ’Zekiel saw, but 
could not understand. 

There were two chairs close together before the fire. 
She sat aown in the left-hand one and motioned ^Zekıel to 
the other, which he took. 
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“I t'hought I \vould find you abed,” said ’Zekiel. “I 
didr/t know you were up.” 

‘‘Oh, yes,” said Huldy. “I got up and dressed as soon 
as the doctor took the jacket, that’s what he called it, off my 
arm. I f-elt so much betler I couldn’t stay in bed any 
longer.” 

“We!l,” said ’Zekiel, “when the schoolmaster used to 
teli me to take my jacket off I didn’t feel near as well as I 
did before,” and then they both laughed heartily. 

They sat silent for a few moments, when Huldy, turnirıg 
her face with that sad look towards him, said, “There is 
something on my mind, ’Zekiel, that I \vish I could take 
ofY as easily as the doctor did that jacket.’’ 

“Oh, nonsense,” cried ’Zekiel; “why should you have 
anything on your mind? You ar e a little bit low spirited 
because you have been cooped up in bed so long.” 

“No,” said Huldy, “that isn’t it. I have wronged a per- 
son and I am afraid that person will never fully forgive me. 
I am real sorry for what I have done, and I am going to teli 
the person and ask for pardon.” 

“Well,’’ said ’Zekiel, “the person must be pretty mean 
spirited if he or she don’t forgive you after you say you are 
sorry, ’specially if you promise not to do it again.” 

“Oh, I shall never do it again,” said Huldy. “Önce has 
nearly killed me. I suffered ten times more from that than 
from my broken arm.” 

“Well,” said ’Zekiel, “if that person don’t forgive you I 
don’t want anything more to do \vith him.” 

“Let me teli you a little story,” said Huldy. “A little 
boy and girl \vhose homes were not a quarter of a mile 
apart grew up together in a little country town. As chil- 
dren they loved each otlıer, and as they grew older that 
love really grew stronger, though not so plainly shown or 
spoken. Everybody thought that one day they would be 
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married, though he had never asked her to be his w$e. 
Did you ever hear of anything like that, , Zekiel?’ ? 

“Well,” remarked ’Zekiel, "I have in my mind two per- 
sons whose relations were pretty simİlar up ta a certain 
point.” 

“Yes,” said Huldy, eagerly, “and that point waıs reached 
\vhen a young man from the city, whose father was kno\vn 
to be very wealthv, came to board in her father's house.” 
Huldy looked at ’Zekiel inquiringly. 

“Yes, I’ve heard of something like that/' said ’Zekiel. 

'Tor a time,” continued Huldy, “the young girl \vas 
unfaithful to her old-time lover. She thought the young 
man from the city \vas learning to love her because he was 
polite and attentive to her. She thought it would be nice 
to be rich and go to the city to live, but the young man 
soon undeceived her. He took her to ride one dav, and on 
their \vay home he told her he was going to leave her 
father’s house. She wished to know the reason, but he 
would not give it. She divined it, however, and in her agi- 
tation lost control of the horse she was driving. The 
buggy was overturned and her arm was broken. ,, She 
looked up at 'Zekiel. His face was grave, but he nodded 
for her to go oru “She stayed in bed for three \veeks, and 
during that time she lived över her short life a hundred, 
yes, a thousand, times; she knew that her fancy had been 
but a fleeting dream. A suspicion that perhaps the young 
man had imagined her feelings to\vards hım was what had 
nearly broken her heart. Supposing you tvere the man,' 
’Zekiel, and I were the woman in this little story, could 
you forgive me if I said I was sorry and would never do it 
again?” 

“I forgave you, Huldy, when I let him come to board in 
my house. He told Uncle Ike \vhy he left your father’s 
house. The folks were talking about you and him, but he 
never imagined that you were in love \vith him, or thought 
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any more about him than you would have of any passing 
acquaintance.” 

“I am so glad,’* cried Huldy; "you have done me more 
good than the doctor, ’Zekiel;” and she dropped her lıead 
upon his shoulder. 

'Zekiel was struck with an idea. “If I am a better doctor 
than the other one, Huldy, I ought to get a bigger price 
for my Services than he daes^’ 

Huldy looked up. “What will your price be, Dr. Pet- 
tengill?” 

“I think I shall oha^e,’’ said 'Zekiel, "one ‘hundred tîıou- 
sand dollars, and as I know you haven’t got the money and 
caıı’t raise it, I think I shall have to hold you for security.” 

He suited the action to the word, and they sat there so 
long, happy in their mutual love, that the Deacon and his 
wife came uostairs and entered the room quietly. When 
they saw the picture before them, thrown into prominence 
by the light of the fire, the Deacon said in a low, tone to 
his wife, "I have thougbt so ali along.” 

And as Mrs. Mason looked up into her husband’s 
she said, "I am glad on’t.” 


CHAPTER XIX. 


JIM SAWYER’S FUNERAL. 

Q UINCY obeyed the cali to supper with alaerity. Pos- 
sibly he thought he would be the first one at the 
table, but Cobb’s twins were in their places when he en- 
tered the room. ’Zekiel came in next, and Quincy*s quick 
eye discerned that there was a look of quiet contentment 
on 'his face which had not been there before. 

Uncîe Ike came down with Alice, and for the finst time 
since her arrival she sat beside Ouincy. For some reason 
or other the conversation lagged. Ouincy surmised that 
'Zekiel was too happy with his own thoughts to wish to 
talk, and Uncle Ike rarely conversed during meal time. 
He said he could not talk and eat at the same time, and as 
meal time wa£ for eating he proposed to give his attention 
t o t'hat exclusively. 

Quincy ventured a few commonplace remarks to Alice, 
to which she replied pleasantly. He \vas at a loss for a 
topic, when he remembered his last visit to Mrs. Putnam’s 
and recalled his promise to bring Alice to see her some 
day. 

He spoke of visiting* Mrs. Putnam, and Alice’s face 
immediately shone with pleasure. “Dear oîd Aunt Pleppv! 
I must go and see her as soon as I canA 

u If you can find no better escort than myself, I trust you 
will command my Services, unless, ,, said Quincy, ^your 
brother thinks it unsafe to trust you with me. ,, 

“He wonk be likely to let you drive, Alice,responded 
’Zekiel drylv, “so I donk thınk there will be any danger.” 
Quincy knew by this remark that Huldy had told ’Zekiel 
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the facts of the case, but he maintained his composure and 
said, “Any time you wish to go, Miss Pettengill, I am at 
your service.” 

As they arose from the table ’Zekiel said to his uncle, “1 
am coming up in your room to-night, Uncle Ike, to see 
yon” 

Ouincy knew by this that the pleasant chat in the dining- 
room beside the fireplace was to be omitted that evening, so 
he went up to his own room and read until it was time to 
retire. 

Quincy was up early next morning. He knew,his uncle 
couîd not live long, but he wished to take the trained n-urse 
to Eastborough Centre, so he rpight have the best of çare 
during the short time left to him on earth. 

He found ’Zekiel at the breakfast table, and beyond a 
few commonplace remarks the meal was eaten in silence. 

“Are you going to Eastborough Centre to-day, Mr. 
Sawyer?” asked ’Zekiel. 

<^ Yes/ , said Quincy; “I intended to go just as soon as 
one of the boys could get the team ready.” 

“m speak to Jim about it,” said ’Zekiel. “II you will 
step into the parlor, Mr. Sawyer, I would like to have a 
few minutes’ talk \vith you.” 

’Zekiel \vent out into tlıe barn and Ouincy \valked into 
the parlor, where he found a briglıt fire buming on the 
lıearth. He threw lıimself into an easy-chair and awaited 
’Zekiel’s return. What was up? Could ’Zekiel and Huldy 
have parted, and wa.s ’Zekiel glad of it? Quincy, as the 
saying is, passed a <k bad quarter of an hour,” for he did not 
like suspense. The truth, however bitter or unpalatable, 
was better than uncertainty. 

’Zekiel entered the room and took a seat opposite to 
Quiucy. He bent forward and placed his hands upon his 
knees. 

“Mr. Sawyer/’ said he, “I am a man of few words, so I 
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will come right to the poınt. Huldy Mason and me are 
engaged to be married.” 

Quincy \vas equal to the occasion. He arose, stepped 
forward, and extended his hand. ’Zekiel rose also and 
grasped it unhesitatingly. Quincy said, “Accept my most 
sincere congratulations, Mr. Pettengill. I have known Miss 
Mason but a short time, but any man ought to be proud of 
her and happy in her love. ,, 

“Thank you, Mr. Sawyer/’ said ’Zekiel; “I agree with 
you in both the particulars you’ve mentioned, but both of 
us have \vhat we consider good reasons for not having our 
engagement known in the village just at present, and to 
keep it a secret we need the assistance of a mutual friend.” 

“If I might aspire to that honor,” said Quincy, “my time 
and Services are at your disposal.” 

“That’s what I told Huldysaid 'Zekiel, “but she was 
afraid that you would be vexed at what the gossips said 
about you and her; she’s mad as a hornet lıerself, and she 
wants to teach them a lessonT 

“Personally, ,? said Quincy, “I don’t çare what the gos¬ 
sips say, but I was both sorry and indignant that thev 
shoııld have referred to Miss Mason in the way they did.” 

“Well,” said ’Zekiel, “we have hatched up a şort of a 
plot, and if you will help us, ali three of us will have some 
fun out of i-t.” 

“Well,” inquired Quincy, “what’s my share in the fun?’’ 

“It’s this,” said 'Zekiel, “you know you used to take 
Huldy out to ride with you. To help out our plan, would 
you be willing to do it again?” 

“Certainly,” replied Quincy. “Miss Mason has been 
confined to her room so long I think she ought to have 
some fresh air.” 

“That’s true,” remarked ’Zekiel; “slıe’s lost considerable 
flesh staying in so long; but if I toolc her out to ride they 
would jump at conclusions right ofî and say Huldy and 
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# Zekîel îiave made up, and they will guess we are going to 
make a match of it. Then, again/’ ’Zekiel continued, 
"Huldy says she’s bound to have it out with the one that 
started the stories. There’s no use mincing matters be- 
tween us, because you know as well as I do who is at the 
ibottom of ali this tittle-tattle. Since I refused to join hands 
with him to try and drive you out of tovvn, he has talked 
about me almost as bad as he has about you. ‘So/ says 
Huldy to me, 'you know he is the only teacher of music 
in Eastborough. I want to take music lessons very much, 
and so I have got to have him for teacher/ Then she said, 
4 ’Zekiel, you leave the rest of it to me, and we will ali have 
some fun before we get through.’ I expect she is going 
to flirt with him, for it comes ası natTal to her as it does 
to most women.” 

’Quincy did not think it polite to assent to this last 
remark and changed the subject by remarking, "This is a 
beautiful day. I am going to drive the nurse över to East¬ 
borough; perhaps Miss Mason would like to accompany us. 
That is, if you can trust her \vith me/ 

“Oh, that’s ali right,” said ’Zekiel; "Huldy had to pay 
pretty dearly for getting mad at the wrong time. Besides, 
I don’t think she will \vant to drive horse again for a 
\vhile.” 

Mandy rapped on the parlor door and called out that the 
team was ready. 

Quincy assured ’Zekiel that he understood his part and 
\YOuld play it to the best of his ability. 

When he arrived at Deacon Mason’s house he found the 
latter just coming out of the front gate. As Quincy 
leaped from the team the Deacon came fonvard and shook 
hands with him. "You are just the man I want to see/’ he 
remarked. “I’ve paid our doctor, but I want to know what 
the bili is for the Boston doctor and the nurse.” 

"I don’t know yet,’’ said Quincy, "but there will be noth- 


142 


(JUINCY ADAMS SATVYEK. 


ing for you to pay. It is my duty to settle that bili myself.” 

“No,” -said the Dea.con firmly. “She is my daughter, 
and it is my place as her father to pay such biliş, until she 
has a hus'band to pay them for her.” 

Quincy said, “Deacon Mason, when I took your daugh- 
ter out to ride it was my duty to return her to her home 
without injurv. I did not do so, and I trust that you will 
allovv me to atone for my neglect. Remember, sir, you 
ha ve lost her Services for several week-s, and the board of 
the nurse has been an expense v to you. 77 

“I prefer/ 7 rejoined the Deacon, “that the bili shouîd 
be sent to me” 

“Well, 77 said Quincy, to close the discussion, “I will ask 
him to send you one;” mentally resolving, when it \vas 
sent, it \vould be a receipted one. 

Ouincy received a «hearty v/eîcome from Mrs. Mason, 
who said the nurse had her things packed and was ali ready 
to go. He then told Mrs. Mason that he had a message 
for Miss Mason from Mr. ’Zekiel Pettengill, and Nlrs. 
Mason said she would send Iluldy to the parlor at önce. 
Huldy greeted Quincy with a happy face and \vithout any 
show of confusion. 

“I had a long talk with ]\Ir. Pettengill,said Quincy, 
“and he has induced me to become a conspirator. The first 
act İn otır comedy is to ask you if you will ride över to 
Eastboroııgh Çent re this morning \vith the nurse and my- 
self, and get a little fresh air?” 

“I should be deligMed/ 7 said Huldy, “if you can wait 
îong enough for me to dress. 7 ’ 

“That ? s what I came early forremarked Quincy. 
“How long will it take you? ?, 

“Fifteen minııtes,” said Huldy. 

“It is now half-past seven/ 7 remarked Quincy, looking 
at his watch. “You mean you will be ready by quarter 
of nine? 77 
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“No,” said Huldy, with a flash of her eyes, “I am no eity 
lady. I am a plain, country girl, and I mean just one-quar* 
ter of an lıour. You caıı time me, Mr. Savvyer;” and she 
ran gayly out of the room. 

Quincy looked out of the window and saw that Hiram 
had put the ııurse ; s heavy valise on the front seat of the 
carryall. The nurse herself was standing by the side of 
the team, evidently uncertain which seat to lake. Quincy 
vas quickly at her side. 

“You can sit in here, Miss Miller,” said Quincy, point* 
ing to one of the rear seats; and when she was seated 
Quincv told Hiram to put the valise on the seat beside her. 
He had no idea of having Huldy take a back seat. 

True to her promise, Huldy made her toilet in the 
appointcd time, and taking her seat beside Ouincy, he took 
up the reins. Turnıng to Hiram he asked, “If I drive by 
Hill’s grocery and take the road to the left, will it bring 
me round to the main road to Eastborough Centre again?^ 

“Yaas,’’ said Hiram, “yo-u take the road where Mis’ 
Ha\vkins , s boardird house is on the corııer. You remem* 
ber that big yelk»w house. You know I told you Mandy’s 
mother kept it.” 

“Ali right,” said Quincy, and off they went. 

Ouincy gave a side glance at Huldy. He discovered 
she was throwing a side glance at him. They both smiled, 
but said nothing. He drove around the big tree that stood 
in the centre of the square in front of the grocery, which 
brought the team quite close to the store platform. No 
one was in sight, but just as he reached Mrs. Hawkins’s 
boarding house the door opened and Obadiah Strout came 
out. Huldy placed her hand on Quincy’s arm. 

“Please hold up a minute, Mr. Sawyer.” 

Quincy brought the horse to a standstill with a jerk and 
looked straight ahead. 

“Ah, good morning, Mr. Strout,” said Huldy. “Did 
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you get the letter I sent up by Hiram last evening about 
my taking music lessons?*’ 

“Yes,” said Mr. Strout, “and I was coming down this 
morning to settle on the best time for you taking them.” 

“Could you oome to-morrow afternoon from two to 
three?” asked Huldy. 

Strout took a weîl-worn memorandum book from his 
pocket and consulted it. “Three to four would be the best 
I could do,” said he, “for I have a lesson from half-past one 
to half-past two.” 

“That will do just as ^vell,” replied Huldy. “Three to 
four to-morrow afternoon. Isn’t this a beautiful day, Mr. 
Strout? I am taking a little drive for my health;” and 
she nodded smilingly to Strout, who had recognized 
Quincy as her companion. 

“That’s ali, Mr. Sawyer,” said Huldy, and they drove on. 

“By thunder,” said Strout, “they say the hair of a dog 
is good for his bite. Just as soon as she got well, off she 
goes riding again with the same feller who tipped the 
team över and broke her arm. I guess ’Zeke Pettengill’s 
chances ain’t worth much now. It beats ali how ’Zeke 
can let that feller 'board in his house, but I suppose he does 
it to let us folks see that he don’t caıre. Well, Huldy Mason 
is a bright little girl, and I always liked her. That city 
chap don't mean to marry her, and if I don’t make the best 
of my chances when I get to teaching her music, my name 
ain’t Obadiah Strout, which I guess it is.’' And he walked 
across the square to Hill’s grocery to smoke his morning 
cigar. 

On the way to Eastborough Centre Quincy wondered 
what he would do with Huldy when he arrived there. He 
did not çare to take her to the Poorhouse, «and particularly 
he did not wish her to see his uncle. Quincy was proud, 
but he was also sensible, and he decided upon a course of 
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action that would prevent any one from saying that his 
pride had made him do a foolish act. 

As they neared the Poorhotıse Quincy turned to Huldy 
and said, “The Jim Savvver who has be en at the Eastbor- 
ough Poorhouse for the last five years is my father’s 
jbrother and my uncle. His story is a very sad one. I will 
teli it to you some day. He is in the last stages of con- 
sumption, and I am taking Miss Miller över to çare for 
him while he lives.” 

Huldy nodded, and nothing more was said until they 
reached the Poorhouse. Quincy jumped out and called 
to Sam, who was close at hand, to hold the horse. Sam 
looked at him with a peculiar expression that Quincy did 
not stop to fathom, but running up the short flight of steps 
entcred the room that served as the office for the Poor¬ 
house. Mr. Waters was there writing at his desk. He 
tumed as Quincy entered. 

“Hovv is my uncle?” asked Quincy. 

“He is better off than us poor mortals,” replied Mr. 
Waters with a long-drawn countenance. 

“What do you mean?” asked Quincy. “Is he dead?’’ 

“Yes,” said Mr. Waters, “he died about four o’clock this 
momin\ Sam sat up with him till midnight, and I stayed 
with him the balance of the time.” 

“I am so sorry I was not here/’ said Quincy. 

“it wouldn , t have done any good,” said Waters. <f He 
didn’t know what was going on after two o'clock, and you 
couldn’t have been of any use if you'd been here. If ’t had 
been daytime I should have sent över for you. He only 
spoke önce after I went upstairs and that was to say that 
you would see to buryin ? him.” 

“Yes/’ said Quincy, “I \vill take charge of the remains.” 

‘^eiy' remarked 'Mr. Waters, “1 called in the town 
undertaker and he has got him ali ready.” 
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“When does the next train leave for Boston?” asked 
Quincy, taking out his watch. 

“in just tvventy minu ı tes, ,, Waters replied, looking up at 
the clock. 

“I will be back from Boston at the earliest possible 
moment,” said Quincy; and before the astonished Waters 
could recover himself, the young man had Ieft the roonı. 

Quincy jumped mto* the team, grasped the reins, and 
started ofî at fuîl speed for Eastborough Centre. 

“My uncle died this moming,” said he, turning to 
Huldy, “I must go to Boston at önce to make the neces* 
sary arrangements for his funeral. He is to be buried at 
Amesbury with his wife and children, so plea.se get word 
to Mr. Pettengill that I shall not be home for several days. 
I will get sorne one at the hotel to drive you home, Miss 
Mason. Only stern necessity compels me to leave you in 
this way.” 

“You will do nothing of the şort/* said Huldy. “I am 
perfectly confident that I am able to drive this team home 
ali by myself.” 

“I never can consent to it,” said Quincy. “If anything 
happened to you, your father and—” Huldy glanced at 
him. “I mean,” said Quincy, “I should never forgive my* 
self, and your father would never forgive me. Your arm 
is stili weak, I know.” 

“My arm is just as good as ever,” said Huldy. “The 
doctor told me it wouldn’t break in that place again. 
Besides, Mr. Saavyer/’ she said, as the hotel came in sight, 
“I shall drive back just the same \vay \ve came, and t here' 
are no hills or sharp comers, you know.” She laughed 
heartily and added, “I shall enjoy it very much, it is part 
of the comedy.” 

“Well,” said Quincy in an undertone, “rebellious young 
woman, do as you w i 11, and bear the consecjuences. I will 
turn the team around so that you \von , t have any troubîe, 
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and Hıram can take it down to Mr. Pettengill’s and deliver 
my message. Good-by,” and he shook hands with her. 

“We wiil get out here, Miss Miller/' said he, and he 
helped the nurse to alight. Grasping the heavy valise, he 
started at a brisk pace for the station, and Miss Miller \vas 
obliged to run in order to keep up with him. They boarded 
the trairı and took their seats. The train was ahead of 
time and \vaited for a few minutes at the station. 

Quincy did not know as he sped towards Boston on his 
sad erraııd that Miss Lindy Putnam was in the second car 
behind him, bound to the same place. Nor did he know 
for several days that Abner Stiles, \vho drove her to the 
station, had seen Huldy driving towards Mason’s Corner. 
Nor did he know that Strout had told Abner of his seeing 
Huldy and Sawver together. Nor did he know that Abner 
whipped up his horse in a vain attempt to overtake Huldy 
on her return to Mason’s Corner. She, too, had wh,ipped 
up her horse and had reached home, and was in the house, 
calling for Hiram, just as Abner turned into the square by 
Hill’s grocery. 

Quincy made the necessary purchases, and with the cıty 
undertaker returned to Eastborough Centre by the noon 
train. Thebody was placed in a leaden casket and Quincy 
and the undertaker \vith their sad burden returned to 
Boston by the five o’clock express. 

His mother and sisters were stili in Ne w York, but he 
passed the evening with his father, who approved of ali 
he had done and what he proposed doing. 

Ouincy went to Amesbury and purchased a smalî lot in 
the cemetery. After a day’s search he discovered the place 
of burial of his uncîe's wife and children. They were dis- 
interred, and the four bodies were placed in the little lot 

On his return t o Boston he made arrangements for two 
plain marble stones for his uncîe and aunt, and t\vo smalleî 
ones for his little cousins, \vhom he had never seen. 
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The directions that he îeft with the monument maker 
and the undertaker at Amesbury were follovved to the letter. 
If one should pass by that little lot he would see on one 
marble slab these words: 

Eunice Raymond Sawyer, 

Aged 29 yrs., 6 mos. 

On the little slab at her feet the simple words: » 

Mary, Aged 4 yrs., 2 mos. 

At its side another little stone bearing only these words: 

Ray, Aged 6 yrs., 8 mos. 

Adhering strictly to his uncle’s request, the other large 
*tone bore no name, but on it were engraved these words: 

In Heaven we Know our Own. 


CHAPTER XX. 


A \VET DAY. 

W HEN Quincy alighted from the train at Eastborough 
Centre, after attending his uncle’s funeral, he found 
the rain descending in torrents. He hired a closed car- 
riage and was driven to Mason’s Corner, arriving there 
about ten o’clock. He had laken his breakfast in 
Boston. 

When he reached the Pettengill house he saw Hiram 
standing at the barn door. Bidding the driver stop, he got 
out and paid his score; he then took Hiram by the arm 
and led him into the barn. When he had primed the latter 
with a good cigar, he said, “Now, Hiram, Eve been away 
several days and I want to know what has been going on. 
You know our agreement was that you should teli me the 
whole 'truth and nothing but the truth. I don’t want you 
to spare my feelings nor anybody else’s. Do you under- 
stand?^ said he to Hiram. Hiram nodded. “Then go 
al^ad^ said Quincy. 

“Well, first, ,> said Hiram, puffing his cigar \vith evident 
satisfaction, “they got hold of the point that Miss Huldy 
drove back alone from Eastborouıgh Centre. Abner Stiles 
took Lindy Putnam down to the station and she \vent to 
Boston on the same train that you did. Abner tried to, 
catch up with Huldy, so he could quiz her, but she vvhipped 
up her horse and got away from him. ,, 

“Smart girl!” interjected Quincy. 

“You can just bet/’ said Hiram, “there ain’t a smarter 
one in this town, though, of course, I think Mandy is pretty 
smart, too. ,? 

“Mandy’s ali right,” said Quincy; “go abead.^ 
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“Well, secondly, as the ministers say,” contiııued Hiram, 
“Lindy Putnam told Abner when -he drove her home from 
the station that night that the copper company that Mr, 
Sawyer told her to put her money in had busted, and she’d 
lost lots of money. That’s göne ali över Mason’s Corner, 
and if Abner told Asa Waters, it’s ali över Eastborouglı 
Centre by this time.” 

“The \vhole thing is a lie, ,? said Ouincy hotly; “the stock 
did go down, but my father told me yesterday it had rallied 
and would soon advance from five to ten points. What’s 
the next eonfounded yarn?” 

“Well, thirdly,” continued Hiram, “oî course everybody 
knows Jim Sawyer was your uncle, and somebody said— 
you can gucss wlıo—that it would look better if you would 
pay up his back board instead of spending so much money 
on a fancy funeral and cheating the town undertaker out 
of a job.” 

“I paid hini for ali that he did,” said Quincy. 

“Yes/’ said Hiram, “but this is how it is. You see the 
undertaker makes a contract with the town to bury ali the 
paupers \vho die during the year for so much money. They 
averaged it up and found that about tlıree died a year, so 
the town pays the undertaker on that calculation; but this 
year, you see, only two have died, and there ain’t another 
one likely to die before town meeting day, \vhich comes the 
first Monday in March, so, you see the undertaker gets paid 
for buryin’ your uncle, though he didn't do it, and some one 
says—you can guess who—that he is going to bring the 
matter up in town meeting. ,, 

Ouincy smothered an exclamation and bit savagely iııto 
his cigar. 

“Anything else?” inquired he. r< Have they abused the 
ladies as \vell as me? ,? 

“No,” said Hiram; “you see somebody—you know \vho 
’—is giving Huldy music lessons and he will keep quiet 
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about her anyway; but he says he can’t understand how 
’Zeke Pettengill can let you board în his house and go out 
riding with Huldy, unless things is up between ’Zeke and 
Huldy.” 

“Well, I guess that’s about the size of it,” said Ouincy. 
4< Now, for instance, Hiram, you and Mandy are good 
friends, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” said Hiram, “after we get över our little difficul- 
ties we are.” 

“Well,” said Quincy, “I happen to know that ’Zekiel and 
Huldy have got över their little difficulties and they are 
now good friends.” 

“Beenh they going to get married?” asked Hiram. 

“Are you and Mandy going to get married?” asked 
Quincy. 

“Well, we haven’t got so far along as to set the day 
exactly,” said Hiram. 

“And I don’t believe ’Zekiel and Huldy will get mar¬ 
ried any sooner than you and Mandy will,” remarked 
Quincy. “But don't say a word about this, Hiram.” 

“Mum's the word,” replied Hiram. “I am no speaker, 
but I hear a thing or two.” 

“Now, Hiram,” said Quincy, “run in and teli Mandy Fil 
be in to lunclı as usual, and then come back, for I have 
something rnore to say to you.” 

Hiram did as directed, and Ouincy sat and thought the 
situation över. So far he had been patient and he had 
borne the slings and arrows hurled at him \vithout making 
any return. The time had come to change ali that, and 1 
from no\v on he would take up arms in his own defence, 
and even attack his opponents. 

When he had reached this conclusion, Hiram reappeared 
and resumed his seat on the chopping block. 

Quincy asked, “In what regiment did the singing-master 
go to war?” 
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“The same one as I did, —th Mass./’ replied Hıram. 

“Did you go ta war?” inquired Quincy. 

“Well, I rather guess,” said Hiram. “I went out as as 
bugler; he was a corporal, but he got detailed for hospital 
duty, and we left him behind before we got where there 
vvas any fightin’.” 

“Was he ever wounded in battle?” asked Quincy 

“One of the sick fellers in the hospital gave him a lickin’ 
one day, but I don’t suppose you’d cali that a battle,” 
remarked' Hiram. 

“Well, how about that rigmarole he got off down to the 
grocery store that morning?” Ouincy interrogated. 

“Oh, that was ali poppycock,” said Hiram. “He said 
that just to get even with you, when you were telling about 
your grandfathers and grandmothers.” 

Quincy laughed. 

“Oh, I see,” said he. “Were you ever wounded in battle, 
Hiram?” 

“Well, I was shot onct, but not with a bullet.” 

î< What was it,” said Quincy, “a cannon ball?” 

“No,” said Hiram. “I never vıas so thunderin’ mad in 
my life. When I go to regimental reunions the boys just 
joke the life out of me. You see I was blowin’ my bugle 
for a charge, and the boys were goin’ ahead in great style, 
when a shell struck a fence about twenty feet off. The 
shell didn’t hit me, but a piece of that darned fence came 
'vvhizzİn' along and struck me where I eat, and I had a 
dozen stummick aches inside o’ half a minute. I justj 
dropped my bugle and clapped my hands on my stummick 
and yelled so loud that the boys told me aftenvards that 
they \vere afraid I had busted my bugle.” 

Quincy laid back in his chair and laughed heartily. 

“What do the boys say to you when you go to the 
retınions?” he asked. 

“They teli me to t ak e a lİttle whiskey for my stummick'a 
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sake,” said Hıram, “and some of them advise me to put on 
a plaster, and, dam ’em, they alvvays take me and toss me 
in a blanket every time I go, and onct they made me a 
present of a bottleful of milk with a piece of rubber hose 
on top of it. They said it would be good for me, but I 
chucked it at the feller^s head, dam him.” 

Quiııcy had another good laugh. Then he resumed his 
usual grave expression and asked, “What town offices does 
the singing-master hold?” 

“Well,” said Hiram, “he is fence viewer and hog reeve 
and pound keeper, but the only thing he gets much money 
out of is tax collector. He gets two per çent on about 
thirty thousand dollars, \vhich gives lıim about ten dollars a 
week on an average, 'cause he don’t get no pay if he don’t 
collect.” 

“Did he get a big vote for the place?” asked Quincy. 

“No,” said Hiram, “he just got in by the skin of his 
teeth; he had last town meetin ? two more votes than Wal* 
lace Stackpole, and Wallace \vould have got it anyhow if 
it hadnh been for an unfortunate accident/ , 

?< How was that?” asked Quincy. 

“Well, you see,” said Hiram, “two or three days before 
town rneetin' Wallace went up to Boston. He got an oyster 
stew for dinner, and it made him kinder sick, and some 
one gave him a drink of brandy, and I guess they gave him 
a pretty good dose, for when he got to Eastborough Centre 
they had to help him off the train, ’cause his legs were 
kinder weak. Well, ’Bias Smith, who lives över to West 
Eastborough, he is the best talker we’ve got in town 
meetin\ He took up the cudgels for Wallace, and he just 
lammed into those mean cusses \vho’d go back on a man 
’cause he \vas sick and took a little too much medicine. 
But Abner Stiles, —you know Abner,—well, he's the next 
best talker to ’Bias Smith,—he stood up and said he didr>T 
think it was safe to trust the town’s money to a man vvho 
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couldn't go to Bostan and come home sober, and that 
pulled över some of the fellers who’d agreed to vote for 
Wallace.” 

“Has the tax collector performed his dutîes satisfac- 
torily?” asked Quincy. 

“Well,” said Hiram, “Wallace Stackpole told me the 
other day that he hadn’t got in more Ihan two-thirds of 
îast year’s taxes. He said the selectmen had to borrow 
tnoney and there’d be a row at the next to*vn meetm\” 

“AVell,” -said Quincy, rising, “I think I will go in and 
get ready for lunch. I had a very early breakfast in 
Boston.*' 

“Did you have oyster stew?” asked Hiram. 

“No,” replied Quiney, “people who live in Boston never 
eat oyster stews at a restaurant. If they did there wouldn't 
be enough left for those gentlemen who come from the 
country.” 

He opened the door and Hiram grasped his arm. 

“By Gosh! I forgot one thing,” he cried. “You remem- 
ber Tilly James, that played the pianner at the con- 
cert?” 

“Yes/* said Quincy, “and s he \vas a fine player, too.” 

“Well,” said Hiram, “she’s engaged to Sam Hill, you 
know, down to the grocery store. That aiıı’t ali, old Ben 
James, her father, he’s a paralytic, you knovv, and pretty 
well fixed for this world’s goods, and he wants Benoni to 
seli out his grocery when Tilly gets married and come över 
and run the farm, which is the biggest one in the town, and 
I heerd Abner Stiles say to 'Manuel Howe, that he reck- 
oned he— you know who I mean—would get some fellers 
to back him up and he’d buy out the grocery and get 
'p’inted postmaster. I guess that’s ali;” and Hiram started 
off towards Deacon Mason’s. 

Quincy went to his room and prepared for the noonday 
meaL While doing so he mentally resolved that the singing- 
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master \vould not be the next tax collector if he could pre- 
vent it; he also resolved that the same party \vould not get 
the grocery store, if he had money enough to outbid him; 
and lastly he felt sure that he had mfluence enough to 
prevent his being appoi'nted postmaster. 

Quincy met Ezekıel at lunch. He told Quincy that 
everything \vas working smoothly; that the siriging-master 
evidently thought he had the field ali to himself. He said 
Huldy and Alice were old friends, and Huldy was coming 
över twice a week to see Alice, and so he shouldmt go 
up to Deacon Mason's very often. 

“Where is Miss Pettengill?” said Quincy. 

“Well,” replied Ezekiel, “she isn’t üsed to heavy dinners 
at noon, so she had a lunch up in her room. I am going 
över to West Eastborough this afternoon with the boy s to 
see some cows that ’Bias Smith has got to seli. The sun 
is coming out and I guess it will be pleasant the rest of the 
day.” 

“ ’Bias Smith?” asked Quincy. 

‘‘His name is Tobias,” said Ezekiel, “but everybody calls 
hini ’Bias.” 

“I have heard of him,” said Quincy. “You just mention 
my name to him, Mr. Pettengill, and say I am coming över 
some day with Mr. Stackpole to see him,” 

’Zekiel smiled. “Going to take a hand yourself?^ asked 
he. 

“Yes,” said Quincy, “the other fellow has beeıı playing 
tricks \vkh the pack so long that I think I shall throw downj 
a card or two myself, and I may trump his next Iead.” 

“By the way,” said ’Zekiel, “while you were a\vay Uncle 
Ike had our piano tuned and fixed up. It hasn’t been 
played since Alice went to Boston five years ago. But the 
tüner wlıo came from Boston said it was just as good as 
ever. So if you hear any noise underneath you this after 
noon you wiîl knovv ıvhat it means.” 
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“Music never troubles me,” said Quincy, “I play and 
sing iriysek.’' 

Well, I hope you and Alice will have a good time with 
the piano/' remarked ’Zekiel as he left the rcom. 

Quincy went back to his room and wrolc a letter to a 
friend in Boston, asking him to get a certified copy of the 
war record of Obadiah Strout, Corporal —th Mtass. Vol- 
unteers, and send it to him at Eastborough Centre as soon 
as possible. It was many days before that letter reached 
its destination. 

He th-en sat down in his favorite armchair and began 
thinking out the details of his aggressive campaign against 
the singing-master. He had disposed of his enemy iıı half 
a dozen pitohed battles, \vhen the sound of the piano fell 
upon his ear. 

She was playing. He hoped she was a good musician, 
for his taste in that art was critical. He had studied the 
best, and he knew it when he heard it sung or played. The 
piano was a good one, its tone was full and melodious, and 
it was in perfect time. 

He listened intently. He looked and saw that he had 
unintentionally left the door of his room ajar. The parlor 
door, too, must be öpen partly, or he could not have heard 
so plainly. What was that she was playing? Ah! Men- 
delssohn. Tlıose “Songs Without Words ,> were as familiar 
to him as the alphabet. Now it is Beethoven, that beautiful 
work, “The Moonlight Sonata/' she was evidently trying 
to recall her favorites to mind, for of course she could ncwt 
be playing by note. Then she strayed into a “valse" by 
Chopin, and followed it with a dashing galop by some 
unknown composer. “She is a classicaİ musician/’ said 
Quincy to himself, as the first bars of a Rhapsodie Hon- 
groise by Liszt fell upon his ear. “I hope she knows some 
of the old English ballads and the best of the popular 
songs/' thought Quincy. 
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As if in answer to his wish she played that sterling old 
song, “ ‘Tis but a Little Faded Fk^er/' and Quincy Üs* 
tened \vith pleasure to the püre, s\veet, soprano voice that 
rang out full and strong and seemed to reach and permeate 
every nook and corner in the old homestead. 

Quincy could stand it no longer. He stepped quietly 
t o his door, opened it wide, and listene d with delight to the 
closing lines of the song. 

Tlıen she sang that song that thrilled the hearts of thom 
sands of English soldiers in the Crimea on the eve of tlıç 
battle of Inkernrann, “Annie Laurie/’ and it was \vith dif- 
ficulty that Quincy reftained from joiniııg in tlıe chorus. 
Surely Annie Laurie could have been no purer, no sweeter, 
no more beautiful, than Alice Pettengill; and Quincy felt 
that he could do and die for the girl who was singing in the 
parlor, as truly as would have the discarded suitor who 
\vrote the immortal song. 

But Quincy tos destined to be stili more astonished. 
Alice played a short prelüde that seemed familiar to lıim, 
and then her voice rang out the words of that beautiful 
düet that Quincy had sung with Lindy Putnam at the 
singiııg-masteFs concert. Yes, it was Jetvell’s <f Over the 
Bridge.' ,, This was too much for Quincy. He went quietly 
down the stairs and looked in at the parlor door, which 
\vas wide öpen. Alice was seated at the piano, and again 
the sun, in its west\vard dowmvard course, shone in at the 
\vindow, and lighted up her crown of golden hair. This; 
time she lıad reversed the colors \vhich she evidently knew 
became her so well, and \vore a dress of light pink, while 
a light blue knitted shawl, similar to its pink companion, 
lav upon the chair beside her, 

When she reached the düet Oüincy did not attempt to 
c on trol himself any further, but joined İn with her, and 
they sang the piece together to the end. 
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Alice turned upon the piano stool, faced the door ana 
clapped her hands. 

‘That was Capital, Mr. Sa\vyer. I didn’t know that you 
sang so \vell. In fact, I didn't know that you sang at ali.” 

“How did you know it \vas I?'’ said Quincy, as he ad- 
vanced towards her. “It is a little cool here, Miss Petten- 
gill. Allovv me to place your sha\vl about you;” and, süit- 
ing the action to the word, he put it gently över her shoul* 
ders. 

“Yes,” said Alice, “I put it on when I first came dovvn. 
It interfered \vith my playing and I threw it into the chair.” 

“May I take the chair, now that it is unoccupied?” he 
asked. 

“Yes,” said Alice, “if you \vill give me your \vord of 
honor that you did not try to make me thınk i’t \vas cold 
here, so that you could get the chair.” 

Quincy replied with a laugh, “If I did my reward is a 
great return for my power of invention, but I assure you 
I was thinking of your heaîth and not of the chair, when 
I tendered my Services.” 

“You are an adept in sweet speeches, Mr. Sawyer. You 
city young men ali are; but our country youth, who are 
just as true and honest, are at a great disadvantage, be- 
cause they cannot ;say what they think in so pleasing a 
way.” 

“I hope you do not think I am insıncere,” rcmarked 
Quincy, gravely. 

j “Not at ali,” said Alice, “but I have not answered your 
/question. How did I know that it \vas you? You must 
remember, Mr. Sawyer, that those who cannot see have 
their hearing accentuated, and the ear kindly sends those 
pıctures to the brain which unfortunately the eye cannot 
supply” 

“I have enjoyed your playing and singing immensely,^ 
Uid Quincy. “Let us try that düet again.” 
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They sang it again, and then they went from piece to 
piece, each suggesting her or his favorite, and it was not 
till Mandy’s shrill voice önce more called out with more 
than usual ferce and sharpness, “Supper’s ready,” that the 
piano was closed and Quincy, far the first time taking 
Alice’s hand in his, led her from the parlor, which was 
almost shrouded in darkness, into the bright light of the 
dining-room, where they took their accustomed seats. 
They at e but little, their hearts were full of the melody that 
each had enjoyed so much. 


CHAPTER XXI. 


SOME MORE NE\V IDEAS. 


HEN Ezekiel and Cobb’s twins returned from West 



^ ▼ Eastborough, they said the air felt like sno\v. 
Mandy had kept some supper for them. Ezekiel said they 
had supper över to Eastborough Centre, but the home 
cooking smelled so good that ali three sat down in the 
kitchen and disposed of what Mandy had provided. 

The other mem'bers of the Pettengill household were in 
their respective rooms. Uncle Ike was reading a maga¬ 
zine. Alice had not retired, for Mandy ahvays came to 
her room before she did so to see that her fire \vas ali right 
for the night. Alice was a great lover oi music and she 
had enjoyed the afternoon almost as much as Ouincy had. 
She could not help thinking what musical treats miglıt be 
in store for them, and then the thought came to her how 
she would miss him whcn he went back to Boston. 

in the next room, Quincy was pursuing a similar line of 
thought. He \vas thinking of the nice times that Alice 
and he could lıave singing together. To be sure he wished 
to do nothing to make his father angry, for Ouincy appre* 
ciated the power of monev. He knew that witlı his 
mother’s third deducted, his father’s estate would give him 
between two and three hundred thousand dollars. He had 
some money in his own right left him bv a fond aunt, his 
father’s sister, the income fro/n which gave hini a good 
living without calling upon his father. 

He knew his father wis:hed him to become a lawyer, and 
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keep up the old firm which was so well known in legal and 
business circles, but Quincy in his heart reaîized that he 
\vas -not equaî t o it, and the futur e had little attraction for 
him, if it were to be passed in the law offices of Sawyer, 
Cro\vninshield, & Lawrence. At any rate his health was 
not fully restored and he determined to stay at Mason’s 
Corner as long as he could do *so without causing a break 
in the friendly relations existing between hi-s father and 
himself. His preseni income was enough for his personal 
needs, but it was not sufficient to also suppo-rt a Mrs. 
Quincy Adanıs Sawyer. 

What Ezekiel had prophesied came true. No one knew 
just when the storm began, but the picture that greeted 
Mandy Skinner’s eyes \vhen she came down to get break- 
fast \vas a g*reat contrast to that of the previous day. 

The snow had fallen steadily in large, heavy flakes, the 
road and the fields showed an even, unbroken surface of 
white; the tops of the taller fences were yet above the 
snow line, each post wearing a white cap. As the morn- 
ing advanced the storm increased, the wind blew, and great 
drifts were indications of its power. The thick clouds of 
white flakes were thrown in every direction, and only dire 
necessity, it seemed, would be a sufficient reason for leav- 
ing a comfortable fireside. 

Mandy and Mrs. Crowley were busily -engaged in pre- 
paring the morning meal, when a loud scratching at a 
door, which led into a large room that was used as an addi- 
tion to the kitchen, attracted their attention. in bounded 
Swiss, the big St. Bernard dog belonging to Uncle Ike. 
At Uncle Ike's special request Swiss had not been banished 
to the barn or the wood-shed, but had been allowed to sleep 
on a pallet in the corner of the large room referred to. 

Swiss was a great favorite with Mandy, and he was a 
great friend of hers, for Swıss was very particular about 
his food, and he had found Mandy to be a much better 
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cook than Uncle Ike had been; besides the fare was more 
bounteous at the Pettengill homestead than down at the 
chicken coop, and Swiss had gained in weight and strength 
since his change of quarters. 

After breakfast Uncle Ike came into the kitchen and 
Jreceived a warm welcome from Swiss. Uncle Ike told 
Mandy and Mrs. Crowley the well-known story of the 
rescues of lost travellers made by the St. Bernard dogs on 
the snow-clad mountains of Switzerland. When Mrs. 
Crowley learned that Swrss had corne from a country 
great many miles farther away from America than Ireland 
was, he rose greatly in her estimation and she made no 
objection to his occupying a warm corner of the kitchen. 

About noon, \vhen the storm was at its very worst, 
Mandy, who was looking out of the kitchen window, espied 
something black in the road about halfway hetween Deacon 
Mason's and the Pettengill house. She called Mrs. Crow^ 
ley to the window and asked her what she thought it was. 

“That's aisy/’ said Mrs. Crowley. ‘‘It's a man coming 
do\vn the road.” 

“What can bring a man out in such a storm as this?” 
asked Mandy. 

“Perhaps he is going for the doether,” remarked Mrs. 
Crowley. 

u Then he would be going the other way,” asserted 
Mandy. 

“He’s a plucky little divil anyway,” said Mrs. Crowley. 

“That’s so,^ said Mandy. '‘He is ali right as long as 
he keeps on his feet, but if he should fail down—” 

At that moment the man did fail down or disappear from 
slght. Mıandy pressed her face against the window pane 
and looked with strained eyes. He was up again, she 
could see the dark clothing above the top of the snow. 

What was that! A cry? The sound was repeated. 

"I do believe the man is calîing for help,” cried Mandy. 
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She rushed to the kitchen door and opened it. A gust 
of snow svvept into the room, follovved by a stream. of cold, 
chilling air. Swiss awoke from his nap and lifted his head. 
Despite the storm, Mandy stood at the door and screamed 
“Hello!” with her sharp, strident voice. Could she believe 
her ears? Through the howling storm came a word 
uttered in a voice \vhich her woman’s heart at önce recog- 
nized. The \vord was “Mandy,” and the voice was HiranTs. 

“What on earth is he out in this storm for?” said Mandy 
to herself. She called back in response, “Hello! Hello! 
Hello!” and önce more her own name was bome to her 
through the beating, driving storm. 

She shut the door and resumed her post at the window. 
Hıram was stili struggling manfully against the storm and 
had made considerable progress. 

Mandy turned to Mrs. Crowley and said, “Mr. Maxwell 
is comihg, Mrs. 00^^.’' 

"‘More fool itt,” remarked Mrs. Crowley, “to be out in 
a storm like tlıis^ 

“Get some cider, Mrs. Crowley, v said Mandy, “and put 
it on the stove. He will need a good warm drink when he 
gets here/’ 

“If he was a son of mine he’d get a good warmin , , ,, said 
Mrs. Crowley, as she went down cellar to get the cider. 

Mandy stili strained her eyes at the window. The dark 
form was stili visible, moving slowly through the snow. 
At that moment a terrific storm of wind struck the house; 
it made every window and timber rattle; great clouds of 
sno\v were s\vept up from the ground to mingle with those 
coming from above, and the two were thrown into a 
whirling eddy that struck the poor traveller and took him 
from his feet, covering him from sight. Mandy rushed to 
the door and opened it. This time she did not scream 
“Hello/’ The word this time was “Hiram! He is lost! 
He is lost!” she cried. “His strength has given out; but 
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what shall I do? I could not reach him if I tried. Oh, 
Hiram! Kiram!’' and the poor girl burst into tears. She 
would cali Mr. Fettengill; she \vould cali Cobb’s twins; 
she wouîd cali Mr. Sawyer; on e of them would surely go 
to his assistance. 

She turned, and to her surprise fotınd Svviss by her side, 
İookiııg up at her with his large, intelligent ey es. Qu;ck 
as lightning, Uncle Ike’s story came back to her mind. 
She patted Swiss on the head, and pointed out into the 
stor m. 

Not another word was needed. With a bound Swiss 
went into the snow and rapidly forward in the direction 
of the road. Mandy \vas obliged to close the door again 
and resume her place at the window. How her heart beat! 
How she \vatched the dog as he ploughed his \vay tlırough 
the drifts? He must be near the place. Yes, lıe i;; ser ateh* 
ing and digging down into the snow. Now the hark form 
appears önce more. Yes, Hıranı is on his feet again and 
man and dog resume their figlıt with the elements. 

It seemed an age to Mandy, but it was in reality not 
more than five minutes, before Hiram and S\viss reaehed 
the kitehen door and came into the room. 

“Come out into the back room,” said Mandy to Hiram. 
“I don’t want this snow ali över my kitehen iioor.’’ So 
Hiram aııd Swiss were taken into the bıg room and in a 
short time came back in presentable condition. 

“Now, Mr. Maxwell, ir you lıave recovered the use of 
your tongue, will you kindly inform me -v^hat sent you 
out in such a storm as this?” 

“Welı,” replied Hiram, “I reckoned Vd git do\vn kinder 
earlv in the mornin’ and git back afore dark.” 

“That’s ali right, ,, said Mandy; “but that don’t teli me 
what you are out for, anyway.” 

“Welî, you didn’t suppose,” said Hiram, “that î could go 
ali day loııg without seein' you, did yer, Mandy?” 


30ME MOKE NEW IDEAS. 


16£ 


Mrs. Crowley chuckled to herself and' went into the 
side room. Even Swiss seemed to recognize that tvvo were 
company and he followed Mrs. Crowley and resumed his 
old resting place in the corner on the pallet. 

As Mrs. Crowley went about her \vork, she chuckled 
again, and said to herself, “It’s a weddin’ Pil be goin* to 
next time in place of a funeral.” 

Upstairs other important events were taking place. 
Quiney had göne to his room directly after breakfast, and 
looked out upon the wild scene of storm with a sense of 
loneliness that had not hitherto oppressed him. Why 
should he be lonely? Was he not in the same hoııse with 
her, with only a thin wall of wood and plaster between 
them? Yes, but if that wall had been of granite one hun- 
dred feet thick, it could not have shut him oft more effec- 
tually from seeing her lovely face and hearing her sweet 
voice. 

There came a sharp rap at the door. 

‘‘Conıe in, ,? called out Quincy. 

^Ah!'’ said Uncle Ike as he entered, “I am glad to see 
you have a good fire. The snow has blown down into 
Alice’s room and her fire is out. Will you îet her step 
in here for a few moments, Mr. Sawyer, until ’Zeke and I 
get the room warm again?” 

u Why, certainly/’ replied Quincy. “I am only too 
happy— ” 

But Uncle Ike was off, and returned in a few moments 
leading Alice. Quincy pîaced a chair for her before the 
fire. This cold wintry day she \vore a morning dress of 
a slıade of red whiclı, despite its briglıt color, seemed to 
harmonize with the golden hair and to take the place of 
the sun, \vhich was not there to light it up. 

“If Miss Pettengill prefers,” said Quincy, “1 can make 
mvself comfortable in the dining-room, and she can have 
my room to herself. ,> 
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He had started this speech to Uncle Ike, who left the 
room abruptly in the middle of it, and Quincy’s closing 
words fell on Alice’s ears alone. 

“Why, certainly not/' said Alice; “sit down, Mr. Sawyer, 
and we will talk about something. Don’t you think it is 
terrible?” As Quincy was contemplating his fair visitor, 
he could hardly be expected to say “yes” to her question. 
“Perhaps you enjoy it?” said she. 

“I certainly do,” answered Quincy, throvving his whole 
heart into his eyes. 

“Well, I must difîer with you,” said Alice* “I never 
did like snow.” 

‘‘Oh, you were talking about the weather!” remarked 
Quincy. 

“Why, yes,” -said Alice. “What else did you think I 
was talking about?” 

Quincy, cool and self-possessed as he invariably was, 
\vas a trifle embarrassed. 

Turning to Alice he said, “I see, Miss Pettengill, that 
I must make you a frank statement in order that you nıay 
retain your respect for me. I know you will pardon me 
for not hearing what you said, and for what I am about 
to say; but the fact is, I \vas v/ondering whether you have 
had the best advice and assistance that the medical science 
of to-day can afford you as regards your eyes.” 

“It is very kiııd of you, Mr. Sawyer, to think of me, and 
my trouble, and I \vill aııswer you in the same friendly 
way in which you have spoken. I was taken siclc one» 
morning just as I was eating my breakfast. I never felt 
better in my life tlıan I did that morning, but the pain in 
my side was so intense, so agonizıng, that by the time I 
reached my room and threw myself on the bed, plıysically 
I was a complete \vreck. A doctor \vas called at önce and 
he remained with me from eight o’cîock until noon before 
I became comfortable. I thought I was going to get better 


SOAIE MOKE NE W IDE AS. 


187 


right off, or I should have written to ’Zekiel. Two other 
attacks, each more severe than the one preceding, followed 
the first, and I was so sick that writing, or telling any one 
else \vhat to write, or where to write, was impossible. Then 
I began slo\vly t o recover, but I was very weak and what 
made me feel worse than ever was the fact that the trouble 
with my ey es, which before my illness I had attributed to 
nearsighteckıess, was now so marked that I could not see 
across the room. I could not even see to turn a spoonful 
of medicine from a bottle on the table beside my bed. The 
Pettengills, Mr. Sawyer, are a self-reliant race, and I con- 
cluded in my own mind that the trouble with my eyes was 
due to my illness, and that when I recovered from that, 
they would get \vell; but they did not. I was able, physically, 
to resume my work, but I could not see to read or write. I 
sent for my employer and told him my condition. He 
advised me to consult an oculist at önce. In fact, he got a 
carriage and took me to one himself. The oculist said that 
the treatment would require at least three months; so my 
employer told me I had better come home, and that when 
I recovered I could have my place back again. He is a 
fine, generous-hearted man and I should be very miserable 
if I thought I was going to lose my place.” 

“But what did the oculist say was the trouble with your 
eyes?’’ Quincy asked. 

“He didn’t teli me,” replied Alice. “He may have told 
my employer. He gave me some drops to put in my eyes 
three tirnes a day; and a Uttle metal tube with a cover to it 
like the top of a pepper box; on the other end is a piece of 
rubber tubing, with a glass mouthpiece attached to it.’* 

“How do you use that?’’ asked Quincy. 

Alice continued, “I hold the pepper box in front of my 
wide-opened eye; then I put the glass mouthpiece in my 
mouth and blow, for a certain length of time. I don ? t know 
how long it is. It seems as thouglı a thousand needles 
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were driven into my eyeball. The drops make me cry; but 
the little tube brings the tears in torrents/’ 

“Isn’t that harsh treatment?” asked Quincy, as he looked 
at the beautiful blue but sightless eyes that were turned 
towards him. 

“No,” said Alice \vith a laugh, “the pain and the tears 
are like an April shower, for both soon pass au^ay.” 

At this moment Uncle Ike entered the room and Eze- 
kiel’s steps were heard descending the stairs. Uncle Ike 
said, “We have got it started and ’Zeke’s göne down to 
bring up a good stock of \vood. If you have no objection, 
Mr. Sawyer, I will sit down here a few minutes. Don’t let 
me interrupt your conversation. ,, 

“I hope you will take a part in it," said Quincy. “You 
put a lot of new ideas into my head the hrst time I came 
to see you, and perhaps you may have some more new 
ones for me to-day. Miss Pettengill \vas just saying she 
would feel miserable if she lost her situation. v 

“I have no doubt of it,” said Uncle Ike. “The Petten- 
gills are not afraid to work. If a man is obliged to earn 
his living by the sweat of his brow, I don't see why \voman 
shouldn’t do the same thing.” 

“But the home is \voman’s sphere,” said Quincy. 

“Bosh!” cried Uncle Ike. 

“Why, Unclecried Alice. 

“Oh, Mr. Sawyer understands mer’ said Uncle Ike. “In 
the Middle Ages, when vvomen occupied the highest posı- 
tıon that has fallen to her lot since the days of Adam, the 
house\vork was done by menials and scullions. Has the 
\vorld progressed when woman is puîled down from her 
high estate and this life of drudgery is called her sphere? 
Beg your pardon, Mr. Savvyer, but there should be no 
more limit fixed to the usefulness of \voman tlıan there is to 
the usefulness of man.” 

“But,” persisted Alice, “I don't think Mr. Sawyer means 
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that exactly. He means a woman should stay at home 
and look after her family.” 

“Well,” said Uncle Ike, “so should the man. I am in- 
clined to think if the father spent more time at h-ome, it 
would be for the advantage of both sons and danglılers^’ 

“But,” said Quincy, ‘‘do you think it is for the best in- 
terests of the community that woman should force her 
vvay into ali branches of industry and compete with man 
for a livelihood? ,, 

“Why not?’’ said Uncle Ike. “In the old days when they 
didn't \vork, for they didn’t know how and didn’t wan»t to, 
becatıse thcy thought it was beneath them, if a man died, 
his wife and children became dependent upon some brother 
or sister or uncle or aun't, and they were obliged to provide 
for them out of their own small income or savings. In 
tlıose days it was respectable to be genteelly poor, and 
starve rather than work and live on the fat of the land. 
Nothing has ever done so much to increase the self-respect 
of woman, and add to her feeling of independence, as the 
knowledge of the fact that she can support herself.” Alice 
bowed her lıead and covered her eyes with her hand. 
* l There’s nothing personal in what I say,” said Uncle Ike. 
“I am only talking on general principles. ,, 

Quincy yearned to say somethiug against Uncle Ike y s 
argument, but how could he advance anything against 
womaıı’s work when the one who sat before him was a 
\vorking\voman and \vas weeping because she could not 
work? There was one thing he could do, he could change 
the subject to one where there \vas an opportıınity for 
cebate. So he said, “Well, Mr. Pettengill, I pres u-me if 
you are such an ardent advocate of Avoman’s right or even 
dutv to work, that you are also a supporter of her right to 
vote. J> 

'That does not follow,” replie'd Uncle Ike. "To be self- 
reîiant, independent, and self-supporting is a pleasure and a 
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duty, and adds to one's self-respect. As voting is done at 
the present day, I do not see how, woman can take part in it 
and maintain her self-respect. Improvements no doubt 
will be made in the manner of voting. The ballot will 
become secret, and the count will not be d'isclosed until 
after the voting is finished. The rıım Stores will be closed 
on voting day and an air of respectability will be given to 
it that it does not now possess. It ought to be made a legal 
hol i day/' 

“Granted,” said Quincy, “but what has that to do with 
the question of woman’s right to vote?” 

“Woman has no inherent right to vote/' said Uncle Ike. 
‘"The ballot is a privilege, not a right. Why, I remember 
reading during the war that young soldiers, between 
eighteen and twenty-one years of age, claimed the ballot 
as a right, because they were fîghting for their country. 
If voting is a right, what argument could be used against 
their claim?” 

‘T remember/ , added Quincy, ^that they argued that 
‘bullets should win ballots/ Do you think any one should 
vote who cannot fight? ,, asked Quincy. 

<( If he does not shirk his duty bet\veen eighteen and 
forty-five/' said Unele Ike, “he should not be deprived of 
his ballot when he is older; but the question of ıvoman’s 
voting does not depend upon her ability to fight. The 
mother at home thinking of her son, the sister thinking of 
her brother, the wife thinking of her husband, are as loy- 
ally fîghting for their native land as the soldiers in the 
field, and no soldier is braver than the hospital nurse, who, 
day after day and night after night, watches by the bed- 
sides of the wounded, the sick, and the dying. No, Mr. 
Sawyer, it is not a question of fîghting or bravery/' 

During the discussion Alice had dried her eyes and was 
îistening to her uncle's words. She now asked a question f 
r< When -will women vote, Uncle T* 
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“When it is deemed expedient for them to do so, ,? replie'd 
Uncle Ike. “The full privilege will not be given ali at önce. 
They will probably be allowed to vote on some one matter 
in which they are deeply interested. Education and the 
rum question are the ones most likely to be acted upon 
first. But the full ballot will not come, and now I know 
Alice will shake her head and say, 'No T I repeat iıt—the 
full ballot will not come for woman until our social süper- 
structure is changed. \Voman will not be come the political 
equal of man until she is his social and industriai equal; and 
until any oontract of whatever nature made by a man and a 
\voman may be dissolved by them by mutual consent, with- 
out their becoming criminals in the eve of the law, or out- 
casts in the eyes of society. ,> 

At this moment Ezekiel looked in the door and said, 
“Alice’s room is nice and warm now.” Advancing, he 
took her ıhan d and led her from the room. Uncle Ike 
thanked Quincy for his kindness and followe l d them. 
Quincy sat and thought. The picture that his mind dre\v 
placed the woman wıho had just left his room in a large 
house, with servants at her command. She was the head 
of t-he household, but no menial nor scullion. She did not 
work, because he \vas able and willing to support her. She 
did not vote, because she felt with him that at home was 
her sphere of usefulness; and then Quincy thought that 
what would make this possible was money, money that not 
he but others had earned, and he knew that without this 
money the question could not be solved as his mind had 
pictured it; and he reflected that ali women could not have 
great houses and servants and loving husbands to çare for 
them, and he acknowledged to himself that his soîution 
was a personal, selfish one and not one that would answer 
for the toiling millions of the working world. 


CHAPTER XXII. 


AFTER THE GREAT SNO\VSTORM. 

îl/| ANDY was, of course, greatly pleased imvardly be- 
* ’ * cause Hiram had come through such a great storm 
to see her, but, woman-like, she would not s r ho>w it. 

So she said to Hiram, “Your reason is a very good on e, 
and of course I am greatly fîattered, but there m us , t be 
something else besides that. Now, w hat have you got to 
teli m e?” 

“Well, the faot is, Mandy, Eve got two things on my 
mind. One of 'em is a secret and t’other isn't. I meant 
to have told you yesterday; but Mr. Sawyer kept me busy 
till noon, and -the Deacon kept me busy ali the afternoon, 
and I was too tired to come över last ııight.” 

“Well/* said Mandv, “teli me the secret first. If the 
other one has kept so long it won't spoil if it's kept a little 
longer. ,? 

Hiram had kept his eyes on the stove since taking his 
seat, and he then remarked, “I am afraid that cider will 
spoil unless I get a drink of it pretty sDon." 

“Well, I declare/’ cried Mandy, “if I dıdn't forget to 
give it to you, after sending Mrs. Crowley down stairs for 
it, when you was out there in ıthe road." 

“That's ali right," said Hiram, as he finished the mugful 
she passed hım, and handed it back to be rehlled. “That 
şort o' limbers a feller’s tongue a bit. Weli, the secret is," 
said Hiram, lowering his voice, “that wheıı Huldy saw me 
gettin' ready to go out, sez she, 'V/here are you goin ? ?' 
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‘Över to Mr. Pettengill’s/ sez L Then sez she, ‘Wiîi you 
rai t a minute 4ill I write a note?’ ‘Certainly/ sez I. And 
when she brought me the note, sez she, ‘Please give that 
to Mr. Pettengill and don’t let anybody else see it.’ Then 
sez I to her, ‘No, rna^m; 5 but I sez to myself, ‘Nobody 
but Mandy.’” And Hiram took from an inside pocket 
an envelope, addressed to Mr. Ezekiel Pettengill, and 
sho\ved it to Mandy. Then he put it back quickly in his 
pocket. 

“Well, what of that?’’ asked Mandy. “Thaıt’s no great 
secret.'*’ 

“Well, not in itself,” said Hiram; “but I am wılling to 
bet a year’s salary agin a big red apple that those two 
people have made up and are engaged reg’lar fashio-n.” 

“You don’t say so,” cried Mandy, “what makes you 
thiıık so?” 

“Well, a number of things,” said Hiram. “I overheard 
the Deacon say to Huldy, Tt will be pretty lonesome for 
us one of these days/ and then you see Mrs. Mason, she is 
just as good as pie to me ali the time, and that shovvs some- 
thing has pleased her more than common; and then you 
see Huldy has that şort of look about her that giriş have 
when -their market’s made, and they feel so happy that they 
can t help showing it. You see, Mandy, Fm no chicken. 
I’ve had lots of experience.” 

What Mandy might have said in reply to this remark 
will never be kno\vn, for at this juncture Ezekiel entered 
the room and passed through on his way to the wood-shed. 

“Now’s my time,” said Hiram, and he arose and followed 
him out. 

Ezekiel was piling up some wood which he was to take 
to Alice’s room, when Hiram came up beside him and 
slyly passed hini the note. Then Hiram looked out of the 
wood-shed \vindow at the storm, \vhich had lost none of its 
fury, \vhile Ezekiel read the note. 
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*‘Are you going home soon?” asked Ezekîel. 

“Well, I guess Fil try it again,” said Hiram, “as soon as 
I get waraı and kinder limbered up. ,? 

“I gııess m go back with you,” said Ezekiel. “We will 
lake Swiss with us; two men and a dog ought to be enoııgh 
for a little snowstorm like this.” 

“You won’t find it a little one,” said Hiram, “when you 
get out in the road, but I guess the three on us can pull 
through.” 

Ezekiel \vent upstairs \vith the wood and Hiram resumed 
his seat before the kitchen fire. 

“What did I teli you?” said Hiram to Mandy. “ ’Zeke’s 
going back with me. She has writ him to come över and 
see her. Now you see if you don’t lose your apple.” 

“I didn’t bet/' said Mandy; “but what \vas that otlıer 
thing you were going to teli me that was no secret?” 

“Oh, that’s about another couple,” said Hiram. “Tilly 
James is engaged.” 

“Well, it’s about time," said Mandy. “Which one of 
them?” 

“Samuel Hill,” replied Hiram, “and she managed it fust 
ra te. You know the boy s have be en hocking round her 
for more than a year. Old Ben James, her pa, told me 
he’d got to put in a new hitchin' post. You see, there has 
been Robcrt Wood and ’Manuel Howe and Arthur Scates 
and Cobb’s twins and Ben Bates and Sanı Hill, but Samuel 
was the cutest one of the lot.” 

“Why, what did he do that was bright?” asked Mandy. 

“Well,” replied Hiram, “you see, Tilly sot down and 
writ invites to ali the boys that had been sparkiıı’ ’round 
her to come to see her the same night. She gave these 
invites to her brother Bili to deliver. Well, Sam Hill 
met him, found out what he was about, and kinder sur- 
mised what it ali meant. Wall, the night came ’round and 
Sam Hill was the only one that turned up at the time 
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app’inted. After talkın’ about the weather, last year’s 
crops, and spring plantin’, Sam jnst braced tıp and pro- 
posed, and Tiîly accepted him on the spot.” 

“Where were the other fellers?” asked Mandy. “I 
ahvays surmised that she thought mor e of Ben Baıtes tlıan 
jshe did of Sam Hill.” 

î “Well, it didn’t come out till a couple of days af>terwards/’ 
said Hiram. “You see, the shor-test way to old James’s 
place is to go över the mili race, and ali of the felkrs but 
Sam Hill went that way, and the joke of it was that they 
ali fell över ınto the river and got a duckinV’ 

“Well,” said Mandy, “they must have been drinking. 
Tilly is well rid of the wbole lot of them. Why, I’ve waîked 
över that log time and time again.” 

“Well, they hadn’t been drinkin’,” said Hiram. “You 
see it \vas pretty dark and they didn’t get on to the fact that 
tike log was greased till it was kinder too late to rectify 
matters.” 

“And did Sam Hill do that?” asked Mandy. 

“He did,” said Hiram; and he burst into a loud laugh, 
in which Mandy joined. 

The laughing was quickly hushed' as the kitchen door 
opened and Ezekiel entered, warmly dressed for his fıght 
udth the snow and carrying a heavy cane in his hand. 

“Cali the dog, Hiram,” said Ezekiel, “and we’ll start. 
Mandy, teli Jim and Bili to come över <to Deacon Mason’s 
^for me about four o’clock, unless it looks too bad; if it does 
they needn't try it till to-morrow morning.” 

“Ali ready,” said he to Hiram, who was patting Swiss’s 
head, and off they started. 

Again Mandy went to the window and watched the 
progress of the travellers. Mrs. Crovvley came into the 
kitchen and seeing Mandy at the windo\v quietly turned 
out a mug of the hot cider and drank it. She then ap* 
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proached Mandy and said, “Wha/t was ali the laughin’ 
about? I like a good joke myself.” 

Mandy said, “Oh, he was telling me about a girl that 
invited ali her fellers to come and see her the same even- 
ing, and only'one of them got there because he greased the 
log ever the mili race, and ali the rest of them fell into the 
water.” 

“It was a mane trick,” said Mrs. Crowley. “Nbw, when 
ali the boys were after me, for I was a good-lookin girl 
önce, Pat Crowley, he \vas me husband, had a figh-t on 
hand every night for a fortnight and ali on account of me; 
and they do say there were never so many heads broken 
İn the Coımty of Tipperary on account of one girl since the 
days of St. Patrickd’ 

Mandy had paid but little attention to Mrs. Crovvley’s 
speech. She was too busy \vatching the travellers. ’ Mrs. 
Crowley filled and emptied the nıug önce more. 

The last potation was too much for her equilibrium, and 
forgetting the step that led from the kitehen to the side 
room, she lost her balance and fell prone upon the floor. 
Her loud cries obliged Mandy to turn from the \vindow, 
but not until she had seen that the travellers had reached 
the fence before Deacon Mason’s house, and she kııew they 
vvere safe for the present. Mrs. Crowlev was lifted to her 
feet by Mandy. The old woman declared that she \vas 
“kilt intirelv,” but Mandy soon learned the cause of the 
accident, and retuming to the kitehen elosed the door and 
continued her morning duties. 

Before Ezekiel left the house he had interrupted 
Ouincy’s meditations by knoeking on his door, and when 
admitted told kim that he had had a letter from Hııldy. 

“She is kind of İGnesünıe/' he said, “and wants me to 
come över to see her.” 

“But it is a terrible storm,^ said Ouincy, looking out of 
the w in d o w. 
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“Oh,” said Ezekiel, “we'll be ali right! Hiram is going 
with me, and we are going to take Swiss along with us. 
Now, Mr. Sawyer, I am going to ask you to do me and 
Alice a favor. Uncle Ike is upstairs busy reading, and if 
you will kiııder look o ut for Alice till I get back I shall be 
greatly obliged.’ , 

Quincy promised and Ezekiel departed. 

Quincy thought the fates had favored «him in imposing 
upon him such a pleasant task. But \vhere was she, and 
what could he do to amuse her? Then he thought, “We 
can sing together as \ve did yesterday.’’ 

He went down .stairs to the parlor, thinking she might be 
there, but the room was empty. The fire \vas low, but the 
supply of wood was ample, and in a short time the great 
room was warm and comfortable. Quincy seated himself 
at the piano, played a couple of pieces and then sang a 
couple; he did not «thınk whi!e singing the second song that 
he lıad possibîy transcended propriety, but when he sang 
the closing lines of “Alice, Where Art Thou?” it suddenly 
dawned upon him, and, full of vexation, he arose and 
\valked to tlıe window and looked out upon the howling 
s tor m. 

Suddenly he heard a sweet voice say, “I am here,” And 
then a low lauglı reached his ear. 

Turning, he sa\v Alice standing in the middle of the 
room, \vhile »Mandy’s retreating figüre showed who had 
been her escort. Her brotheı* Ezekiel had rigged a beli 
avire from her room to the kitchen, so that she could cali 
Marıdy when she needed her assistance. 

“I beg your pardon, Miss Pettengiîl,” said Ouincy, ad- 
vancing towards her. “The song has ahvays been a favor- 
ite of mine, but I never thought of its personal application 
until I reached the closing \vords. I trust you do not 
thinlc I \vas so presuming as to—” 

Alice smiled and said, “The song is also a favorite one of 
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mine, M-r. Sawyer, and you sang it beautifully. No apolo- 
gies are needed, for the fact is I \vas just saving to myself, 
‘Mr. Sawyer, where are yon?’ for ’Zekiel told me that He 
was going to speak to you and ask you to help me drive 
away those îonesome feelings that ahvays come to me on a 
day like this. I cannot see the storm, but I can hear it and 
feel it.” 

As Quincy advanced tovvards her he sa\v she held several 
sheets of paper in her hand. 

“I am at your service,” said he. “I am only afraid that 
your requirements will exceed mv ability.” 

“Very prettily spoken,” said Alice, as Ouincy led her 
to a seat by the fire, and took one himself. “I am going to 
confess to you,” said she, “one of my criminal aots. I am 
going to ask you to sit as judge and mete out \vhat you 
consider a suitable punishment for my offence.’' 

“What erime have you committed?” asked Quiney 
gravely. 

Alice laughed, shook the papers she held in her hand, 
and said, “I have written poetry.” 

“The erime is a great one,” said Quincy. “But if the 
poetry be good it may serve to mitigate your sentence. 
Are those the evidences of your erime you hold in your 
hand, Miss Pettingill?” 

“Yes/* she answered, as *she passed a \vritten sheet to 
him; “I wrote them before my eyes failed me. Perhaps 
you \vill find it lıard to read them. Which one is that?” 
she asked. 

“it is headed, ‘On the Banks of the Tallahassee/” 
replied Quincy. 

“Oh!” cried Alice, “I didn’t write that song myself. A 
gentleman frıend, who is now dead, was the author of ît. 
But he couldn't write a chorus and he asked me to do it 
for him. The idea of the chorus is moonlight on the nyen^ 

“Shall I read it?” asked Quincy. 
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"Only the chorus part, il you please,” replied Alice, "and 
be as lenient as you can, good Mr. Judge, for that was my 
first offence.” 

Quincy, in a smooth, even voice, re ad the following 
words: 

The moon’s bright rayş, 

In a silver maze, 

Fail on the rushing river; 

Each ray of light 
Like an arrow white 

Drawn from a crystal quiver. 

T hey romp and play, 

In a wond’rous way, 

On t re e and shrub and flovver; 

And fiil the night 
,With a radiant light, 

That falls like a silver s<hower. 

"You do not say anything,” said Alice, as Quincy finished 
reading and remained silent. 

He replied, "You have conferred judicial functions upon 
me and a judge does not give his opinion until the evidence 
is ali in/' 

"Ah! I see,” said Alice. "My knowledge of metrical 
composition,’* she continued, "is very limited. What I 
know of it I learned from an old copy of Fo»wler , s Gram- 
mar that I 'bought at BumhanTs on School Street soon 
after I went to Boston. I have ahvays called what you 
just read a poem. Is it one?” she asked, looking up with 
a smile. 

"I think it is,” replied Quincy, "and, 5 * he added inad- 
vertently, "a very pretty one, too.” 

"Oh! Mr. Judge , 1}9 laughing outrigbt "you have given 
aid and comfort to the prisoner before the evidence wa$ 
ali in.” 
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And Quincy was forced to laugh heartily at the acute* 
ness she had shown in forcing his opinion from him prema- 
turely.’’ 

“Now, tlıis one,” said Alice, “I cali a song. I know 
which one it is by tlıe size and thickness of the paper.” 
And she handed him a foolscap sheet. 

Quincy took it and glanced över it a moment or two 
before he spoke, Alice leaning fonvard and listening in- 
tently for the first sound of'his voice. Then Quincy uttered 
those ever pleasing words, “Sweet, Sweet Home/ 5 and 
delivered, with great expression, the words of the song. 

“You read it splendidly,” cried Alice, with evident de- 
light. “Would it be presuming on your kindness if 1 
asked you to read the refrain and chorus önce more, Mr. 
Sav/yer?’’ 

“I shall enjoy reading it again myself,” remarked 
Quincy, as he proceeded to comply with Alice’s pleasantly 
worded request. 

REPRAIN: 

There is no place like home, they say, 

No matter where it be; 

The lordly mansion of the rich, 

The hut of poverty. 

The little oot, the tenement, 

The \vhite-winged ship at sea; 

The heart will always seek its home, 

\Vherever it may be* 

CHORUS: 

Sweet, sweet home! 

To that sweet pıace where youth was passed our 
thoughı: will turn; 

Sweet, sweet home! 

Will send the blood to flaming face, and hearts will burn. 
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Sweet, sweet home! 

It binds us to our native land \vhere , er \ve roam. 

No îand so fair. no sky so blue, 

As those we find \vhen back we come to sweet, sweet homeî 

“Of course you know that îovely song, ‘Juanita , ? ,, saıd 
Alice. 

“Certainly,” said Quincy, and he sang the fırst line of 
the chorus. 

Alice’s voice joined in with his, and they finished the 
chorus together. A thrill went through Qui>ncy as he 
sang the last line, and he was comscious that his voice quiv- 
ered when he came to the words, “Be mv own fair br^e.” 

“'You sing with great expression, ,, said Alice, “If you 
îike these new words that I have written to that old melody 
we can sing them together. I have called it Loved Days. 
I think this is the one, ,, sıhe said, as she passed him several 
small sheets pinned together. 

“It ıs,” said Quincy, as he took the paper and read it 
slowly. 

Âs before, he said nothing when he had finished. 

“Mr. Judge,” said Alice, “would it be improper, fro m a 
judicial point of view, for me to ask you whiolı lines in fche 
soııg you have just read pîease you the most? But per- 
haps, ,J said she, îooking up at him, “none of them are 
\vorthy of repetitian. ,, 

“If you will consider for a moment, 1 ” replied Quincy, 
'‘that I am ofî the bench and am just sitting here quietîy, 
vith you, I will say, confidentially, that I am particuîarly 
well pleased wi-th thisand he read a portion of the first 
stanza: 

On Great Heaven’s beauties, 

Gaze the eyes I loved to see. 

Done earth ? s weary duties, 

Now, etemity. 
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“And” continued Quincy, “I think these Lines from the 
second stanza are fully equal to those I have just read.” 

But my soul, stili living, 

Speaks its words of comfort sweet, 

Grandest promise giving 
That again we , ll meet. 

"1 shouıd think , 1 ” continued Quincy, “that those woras 
were particularly well suited to be sung at a funeral. I 
shall have to ask my friend Bradlev to have his quartette 
learn them, so as to be ready when I need them.” 

“Oh! Mr. Sawyer,” cried Alice, with a strong tone of 
reproof in her voice, “ho\v can you speak so lightly of 
death?” 

“Pardon me/’ replied Quincy, “if I have unintentionally 
wounded your feelings, but after ali life is only precious 
to those vvho have sometlıing to live for.” 

“But you certainly,” saki Alice, “can see sometlıing in 
life ıvorth living for.” 

“Yes,” assented Quincy, “I can see it, but I am not sat- 
isfied in my o\vn mind that I shall ever be able to possess 
it.” 

“Oh, you must work and wait and hope!’* cried Alice. 

“I shall be happy to,” he said, “if you wilî be kind and 
say an encouraging word to me, so that I may not gro\v 
weary of the battle of life.’’ 

? “I should be pleased to help you ali I can,’’ she said 
‘'sıveetly. 

“I shall need your help/* Quıncy remarked gravely, and 
then avith a quick change in tone he said pîayfully, “I 
think it is about time for the judge to get back upon th’e 
bench.” 

“This,” said Alice, as she passed hım a manuscript 
enclosed in a cover, “is my Capital offence. If I escape pun- 


AFTER THE GREAT SNOWSTORM. 


183 


ishment for my other misdemeanors, I know I shall not 
when you have read this. ,, And she handed him the paper. 

Quincy opened it and. read, The Lord of the Sea, a 
Cantata. 


CHARACTERS. 

Canute, the Great, King of Englarıd and Denmark. 

A Courtier. 

An Irish Harper. 

Queen Emrna, the “Flower of Normandy.” 

Courtiers, Monks, and Gleemen. 

PDAOE. 

Part I.—The palace of the king. 

Part JI.—The seashore at Southampton. 

Time- -About A. D. 1030. 

As hc proceeded with the reading he became greatly 
ınterested in it. He had a fine voice and had taken a prize 
for oratory at Harvard. 

When he finished. he turned to Alice and said, “And you 
wrote that?” 

“Cer-ainly,” said she. “Can you forgive me?” 

Ouincy said seriously, “M’iss Pettengill, that is a fine 
poem; ir is grand \vhen read, but it would be grander stili 
if set to music. I can imagine, ,, Ouincy continued, “how 
those rihoruses w ou İd sound if sung by the Hande! and 
H’ay'dn Society, backed up by a îull orchestra and the big 
organ.And he sang, to an extemporized melody of his 
cwn, tİK. words: 

God bîess the king of the English, 

The Lord of the land, 

The Lord of the sea! 
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“I can imagine/* said he, as he rose and stood before 
Alice, “King Canute as a heavy-voiced basso. How he 
would bring out these wordsî 

Great sea! the îand on which I stand, is mine; 

Its rocky shores before thy blows quail not. 

Thou, too, O! sea, are part of my domain, 

And, like the land, must bow to my command. 
ril sit me here! rise not, nor dare to touch, 

With thy wet lips, -the ermine of my robe! 

“And,” crıed he, for the moment overcome by 'his entlıu* 
siasm, “how would this sound surıg in unison by five hum 
dred well-trained voices? 

For God aîone is mighty, 

The Lord of the sea, 

The Lord of the land! 

For He holds the waves of the ocean 
In the hollovv of His hand, 

And -the strength of the mightiest king 
Is no more «thaıı a grain of sand. 

For God alone is mighty, 

The Lord of the sea, 

The Lord of the land T' 

As Quincy resumed his seat, Alice clapped her lıands 
to slıo\v her approbation of his oratorical effort. Then 
tîıey both sat in silence for a few minutes, each evidently 
absorbed in thoııght. 

Suddenly Alice spoke: 

“And now, Mr. Sa\vyer, will vou let me ask you a serious 
question? If I continue \vriting pieces like these, can I 
hope to earn enough from it to support myself? ,, 
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Quincy thought for a moment, and then said, “I am 
afraid not. If you would allow me to take them to Boston 
the next time I go I will try and find out their market 
value, but editors usually say that poetry is a drug, and 
they have ten times as much offered them as they can fin'd 
room for. On the other hand, stories, especially short 
on es, are eagerly sought and good prices paid for them. 
Did you ever think of writing a story, Miss Fettengill? ,, 

“Oh, yes!” said Alice, “I have several blocked out, I cali 
it, in my own mind, 'but it is such a task for me to write 
that I dare not undertake them. If I could afford to pay 
an amanuensis it would be diHeren!.’’ 

Quincy comprehended the situation in a moment. “I 
like to write, Miss Pettengill, ,, said he, “and time hangs 
heavily upon my hands. We are likely to have a long 
spell of winter weather, during which I sıhall be confined 
to the house as well as yourself. Take pity on me and give 
my idle hands something to do.” 

“Oh, it would be too much to- ask,” said Alice. 

“But you have not asked,” answered Quincy. “I have 
offered you my Services \vithout your asking.” 

“But when could we begin?” asked Alice, hesitatingly. 

“At önce/' replied Quincy. “I brought \vith me from 
Boston a half ream of legal paper and a dozen good pen- 
cils. I can vvrite faster and much better with a pencil than 
I can vvith a pen, and as ali legal papers have to be copied, 
I have got into the habit of using pencils for everything. ?> 

It took Quincy but a few minutes to go to his room and 
^secure his paper and pencils. He dre\v a table elose to 
Alice’s chair and sat down beside her. 

“Wlıat is the name of the story?” asked he. 

Alice replied, “I have called it in my mind, ‘How He Lost 
Both Name and Fortune.’ ” 


CHAPTER XXIII 


A VISIT TO MRS. PUTNAM. 

I T must not be supposed that Alice’s story was written 
ont by Quincy in one or even two days. The oldest 
inhabıtants \vill teli you that the great snowstorm lasted 
three days and three nights, and it \vas not till the fourth 
dav thereafter that the roads were broken out, so that safe 
travel between Eastborough Centre and Mason’s Corner 
bıecame possible. 

The day after the storm the sad intelligence came to 
Quincy and Alice that old Mr. Putnam had passed quietly 
away on the last day of the storm. Quincy attended the 
funeral, and he could not help acknowledging to himself 
that Lindy Putnam never looked more beautiful than iıı 
her dress of plain black. The only ornament upon her 
tos a pair of beautiful diamond earrings, but she always 
wore them, and consequently they were not obtrusive. 

Quincy bore an urgent request from Mrs. Putnam that 
Alice should come to see her. As the story was fin i she d 
and copied on the seventh day after the storm, Quincy had 
the old-fashİoned sleigh brought out and lined with robes. 
Taking the horse Old Bili, that sleigh belîs or snow slides 
could not startle from his equanimity, Alice was driven to 
Mrs. Putnam^, and in a few minutes tos clasped to Mrs. 
PutnanTs bosom, the old lady crying and laughing by turns. 

Quincy thought it best to leave them alone, and descend- 
ing the sfairs he entered the parlor, the door being halfway 
öpen. He started back as he saw a form dressed in black, 
seated by the window. 

“Come in, Mr. Sawyer, ,, said Lindy. “I knew you were 
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here. I saw you when you cîrove up with Miss Pettengill. 
What a beautiful girl she is, and wba-t a pity that she is 
blind. I hope •vvifch ali my heaaıt that she \vill recover her 
sight.” 

“She would be pleased to hear yoı* say that/’ remarked 
Quincy. 

“We \vere never intimate,” said Lindy. “You can teli 
her from me, you are quite the gallart chevalier, Mr. Saw- 
yer, and what you say to her will sound sweeter than if it 
came from other lips. Are you gohıg te marry her, Mr. 
Sa\vyer? ,; 

“I do not think that our acquairıtance is of such long 
standing that you are \varranted iri asking me so personal 
a question/ J replied Quİncy. 

“Perhaps not/’ said Lindy, “but as î happened to know, 
though not from yo ut telling, that she is to be my •mothePs 
heiress, I had a little curiosity to learn whether you had 
already proposed or \vere going —” 

“Miss Putn-am,” said Quincy sternly, “do not complote 
your sentence. Do not make me think worse of you than 
I already do. I beg your pardon for intruding upon you. 
I certainly should not have done so had I anticipated such 
an intervi , ew. ,f 

Lindy burst into a flood of tears. Her grief seemed un- 
controllable. Quincy closed the parlor door, thinking that 
if her cries and sobs were heard upstairs it would requ:re 
a double explanation, which it might be hard for him to 
give. 

He stood and looked at the weeping girl. She had evi- 
dently kncnvn ali along who her mother’s heiress was. She 
had been fooling him, but for what reason? Was she in 
love \vith him? No, he did not think so; if she h'ad been 
she \vould have confided in him rather than lıave sought 
to force him to confide in her. What could be the motive 
for her action? Quincy was nonplussed. He had had 
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oonsiderable experience with society giriş, but they either 
relied upon languid grace or light repartee. They never 
used tears either for offence or defence. 

A surprise was in store for Quincy. Liııdy rose from 
her chair and came toward’s him, her eyes re d with weep- 
ing. 

“W'hy do you hate me so, Mr. Sa^er?^ she asked. 
“Why will you not be a friend to me, when I need one so 
muclı? W-hat first turned you against me? v 

Quincy replied, “I will teli you, Miss Putnam. Tlıey told 
me you w ere ashamed of your father and mother because 
they were old-fashioned country people and did not dress 
as well or talk as good English as you did.” 

<f Who told you so?” asked Lindy. 

“It was common talk in the village,” hc replied. 

“I should think you had suffered enough from village 
gossip, Mr. Sawyer, not to believe that ali that is saki is 
tme.*' 

Ouıncy winced and colored. It was a keenthrust and 
went home. 

“Where there is so much smoke there must be some 
fire,” he answered, rath-er lamely, as be thought, even t o 
himself. 

“Mr. Sawyer, when I asked you to teli me a little secret 
you had in your possession, you refıısed. I wanted a 
friend, but I also wanted a proven friend. No doubt I 
took the wrong way to win your friendslıip, but I am going 
to teli you something, Mr. Savvyer, if you \vill listen to 
me, that will at least secure your pity for one wlıo is rich 
in wealth but poor in that she has no friends t o whom she 
can confide her troubtes.” 

Quincy saw that he was in for it, and like a gentleman, 
determined to make the best of it, so he said, “Miss Put¬ 
nam, I will listen to your story, and if, after hearing it, I 
can ’honorably aid you I will do so with pleasure.’’ 
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Lindy took his hand, which he had half extended, and 
said, “Come, sit down, Mr. Sa\vyer. It is a long story, 
and I am nervous and tired,” and she looked down at her 
black dress. 

They sat upon the sofa, he at one end, she at the other. 

“Mr. Sawyer,” she 'began abruptly, “I am not a natural- 
born child of Mr. and Mrs. Putnam. I was adopted by* 
t hem when but two years of age. I do not know who my 
father and mother were. I am sure Mrs. Putnam knows, 
but she mil not teli me” 

“It could do no harm now that you are a woman gro\vn,” 
said Oııincy. 

“At first they both loved me/’ Lindy oontinued, “but a 
year after I came here to live their son was bom, and from 
that time on ali wa>s ch-anged. Mr. Putnam was never 
unkînd to me but önce, but Mrs. Putnam seemed to take 
delight in blaming me, and tormenting me, and nagging 
me, until it is a wonder that my disposition is as good as it 
is, and you know it is not very gGod,” said she to Quincy 
with a little smile. She resumed her story: “I l-oved the 
little boy, Jones I always called lıim, and as we grew up 
together he learned to love me and took my part, although 
he was three years younger than myself. Tlıis fact made 
Mrs. Putnam ‘hate me more than ever. He stayed at horne 
until he was twenty-t\vo, -then he went to his father and 
mother and told the m that he loved me and \vished to marry 
me. Both Mr. and Mrs. Putnam flew into a great rage at 
this. The idea of a brother marrying his sister! They said 
it was a erime and a sacrilege, and the vengeance of God 
would surely fail upon us both. Jones told them he had 
written to a lawyer in Boston, and he had replied that there 
was no law prohibiting such a marriage. ‘But the law of 
God shines before y>ou like a flaming sword/ said Mrs. 
Putnam; and Mr. Putnam agreed wit‘h her, for she had ali 
his property in her possession.” Quincy smiled. “They 
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packed Jones off to the city at önce,” said Lindy, cf and his 
mother gave him five thousand dollars to go into business 
with. Jones began speculating, and he was successful from 
first to last. in three months he paid back the five thou¬ 
sand dollars his mother had given him, and he never took 
a dollar from them after that day. At twenty-si*x he was 
worth one hundred thousand dollars. When I went to Bos¬ 
ton I always saw him, and he at last told me he could stand 
it no longer. He wanted me tO' marry him and go to 
Europe with him. I told him I must have a week to think 
it över. If I decided to go I would be in Boston on a cer- 
tain day. I would bring my truıık and would stop at a 
certain hotel and send word for him to- oome to me. I used 
ali possible secrecy in getting my clothes ready, and packed 
them away, as I thought, unnoticed, in my trunk, which was 
in the attic. Mrs. Putnam must have suspected that I 
intended to leave home, and she knew that I would not go 
unless to meet her son. The day before I planned going to 
Bostan, or rather the night before, she entered my room 
while I was asleep, took every partide of my clothing, witlı 
the exception of one lıouse dress and a pair of slippers, 
and locked me in. They kept me? there for a week, and I 
wished that I 'had died there, for when they came to me it 
wa r s to teli me that Jones was dead, and I was the cause 
of it. I who loved him so!” And the girl’s eyes fiiled with 
tears. 

<( What was the cause of his death?” asked Quincy. 

f ‘He \vas young, healthy, and careless, ,J aııswered Lindy. 
‘Tie took a bad co-ld and it developed into lung fever. 
Even then he claimed it was nothing and would not see a 
doGtor. One morning he did not come to the Office, his 
derk went to his room, but \vhen the doctor was called it 
was too late. it was very sad that he slıould die so, beîiev- 
ıng that I had refused to go \vith him, when I would have 
given my life for -him. He loved me till death. He left 
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nıe ali his money, but in his will he expressed the wish that 
I would never accept a dollar from his parents. So now 
you see why Mrs. Putnam does not make me 'her heiress. 
You think I hate Miss Pettengill because she is going to 
gıve it to her, but truly I do not, Mr. Sawyer. What I 
said \vıtien you came in I really meant, and I -hope you wıll 
be happy, Mr. Sawyer, even as I hoped to be years ago.” 

Quincy had been greatly interested in Lindy’s story, and 
that feeling of sympathy for the unhappy and suffering 
that ahvays shows itseif in a true gentleman rose strongly 
in his breast. 

“Miss Putnam,” said he, “I have \vronged you both in 
thought and aetion, but I never suspected what you have 
told me. Will you forgive me and allow me to» be your 
friend? I will try to atone in the future for my misdoings 
in the past.^ 

He extended his hand, and Lindy laid hers in his. 

"I çare not for the past,” said she. “I will forget that. I 
have also to ask for forgiveness. I, too, have said and done 
many things which I \vould not have said or done, but for 
\vomanly spite and vanity. You see my excuse is not so 
good as ycurs,^ said she, as she smiled through her tears. 

“In what way can I serve you?” asked Quincy. a Why 
do you not go to Boston and live? I could introduce you 
to nrnny pleasant families.” 

'^Hıat!” cried Lindy. “Me, a waif and a stray! You 
are too kind-hearted, Mr. Sawyer. I shall not leave the 
woman every one but you thinks to be my mother. When< 
she is dead I shall leave Eastborough never to return. My 
sole object in life from that day will be to find some trace 
of my parents or relatives. Now it may 'happen that 
through Mrs. Putnam or Miss Pettengill you may get 
some clew that will help me in my search. It is for this 
that I wish a friend, and I have a presentiment that some 
day you will be able to help me.” 
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Quincy assured her that ıf it lay in his power atıy time 
to be of assistance to -her, she oould count upon him. 

“By tıhe way, Miss Putnam,” said he, ‘%ow did your in- 
vestment with Fos s & Follansbee turn out? I heard a 
rumor that the stock fell, and you lost considerable 
money.” 

Lindy flushed painfully. “It d id drop, Mr. Saj\vyer, but 
it rallıed agai-n, aıs you cali it, atıd when they sold out far me 
I made nearly five thous&nd dollars; but,” <and she îooked 
pîeadingly uıp into Quincy’s face, “you have forgiven me 
for that as well as far my other wrong doings.” 

“For «everything up to date,” said Quincy, laughing. 

!At that instant a loud pounding was heard on the floor 
above. 

“Mrs. Putnam is knocking far you,” said Lindy. “Miss 
Pettengill must be ready to go home. Good-by, Mr. Saw- 
yer, and do not forget your unhappy friend.” 

“1 ptomise to remember her and her quest,” said Quincy. 

He gave the little hand extended tabim a slight pressure 
and rtan up the süairs. As he did so he heard the parlor 
dıoor close behind him. 

As they were driving home, Alice several times took what 
appetared to be a letıter from her mufî and held it up a9 
though fcrying to read it. Quincy glanced towards her. 

“Mr. Sawyer, can you keep a secret?” asked Alice. 

“I havıe a big one on my inin d now,” replied Quincy, 
“that I \viould iike -to confide to some one.” 

“Why don’ıt you?” asked Aliee. 

“As soon as I oan find a person whom I think can fully 
sympathize with me I slıall do so, but for the present I 
must bear my hürden in silence,” said he. 

“I hope yıou wiD not iıave to wait long before finding 
that sympathetic friend,” remarked Alice. 

“I hope so, too,” he replied. “But I have not answered 
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your question, Miss Pettengill. If I can serve you by 
s/haring a seoret with you, it shall be safe with me.” 

“Will you promise not to speak of it, not even to m£? ,, 
she asked. 

“If you wish it I will promise,” »he answered. 

“Then please read to me what is written on that 
envelope.” ' |- 

Quincy loofeed at the envelope. “It is written in an old- 
fasiıioned, cramped hand,” he said, “and the writingis *oon- 
fîded to Miss Alice Pettengill, and to be destroyed without 
being read by her within twenty-four hours after my death. 
Hepsibeth Put nam/ ’’ 

“Tîhank you,” said Alice simply, and she replaced the 
envelope in her mufî. 

Like a flash of îightning the thought came to Quincy 
that the letter to be destnoyed ‘had some eonnection with 
the strange story so recently told 'him by Ldndy. He must 
take some action in the matter before it was -too late. 
Tuming to Alice he staid, “Miss Pettengill, if I make a 
strange request of you, \vhich you can easily grant, will you 
do it, and not ask me far any explanation until after you 
have complied?” 

“You have worded youırinquiry so carefully, Mr. Sawyer, 
that I am a little afraid of you, you being a lavvyer, but as 
you have so graciously consented to keep a secret with me, 
I will trust you and will promise to comply with your 
request.” 

“Ali I ask is,” said Quincy, “that before you destroy that 
letter, you will let me read to you önce more what is written 
upon the envelope.” 

“Why, certainly,” said Alice, “how oould I refuse so 
harmless arequest as that?” 

“I am greatly obliged for your kindness,” said Quincy 
to her; but he thought to himself, “I wilî find out what is 
in that envelope, if there is any honorable way of doing so/' 
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Hiram came över to «ee Mandy -that evening, and Mrs, 
Crovvley, \vho was in the best of spirits, sang several old- 
time Irish songs to them, Hiram and Mandy joining in the 
choruses. They were roasting big red appl-es on the top of 
the stıove and chestnuts in the öven. Quincy, attracted by 
the singing, came (k>wnstairs to the kitchen, and \vas invited 
to join in the simple feast. He tlıen asked Mrs. Crowley to 
sing for him, which she did, and he repaid her by singing, 
“The Harp That Önce Thro’ Tara’s Halis” so sweetly that 
tears coursed dovvn the old ^man's cheeks, and she said, 
“My poor boy Tom, that was killed in the charge at Bala- 
klava, used to sing just like that/' 

Then the poor \voman began weeping so violently that 
Mandy coaxed her off to bed and left the room with her. 

Wıhen Hiram and Quincy were alone together, the latter 
said: “Any nevvs, Hiram?” 

“Not much,” rejplied Hiram. “The snow is too deep, and 
it's too darned cold for the boys to travel Tonu d and do 
much gossipin' this \veathen A notice is pasted up on Hill’s 
grocery that itTl be sold by auction next Tuesday at three 
o’clock in tlıe aftemoon. And I got on to one bit of news. 
Strout and his friends are gom’ to gıve Huldy Mason a sur- 
prise party. They have invited me and Mandy simply be- 
cau.se they want you to hear ali about it. But they don’t 
propose to invite you, nor ’Zeke, nor his .sisler.” 

“Has Strout got anybody to back him up on buying the 
grocer> r store?” asked Ouincy. 

“Yes,” said Hiram, “he has got two thousand dolîars 
pl'edged, and I hear he wants five hundred dollars more. 
He don’t think the whole thing will run över twenty*five 
hundred dollars.” 

“How much is to be paid in casıh?’ 1 Quincy inquire<L 

“Five hundred dollars,” said Hiram ; “and that s what 
troubles Strout. His friends will endonse his notes and 
*ake a mortgage on the store, for they know it’s a good ! 
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payın’ business. They expect to get theır money back witfo 
good interest, but it comes ldnder hard on them to plunk 
down five hundred dollars in cold casln” 

At that moment Mandy returned, and after asking her 
for a spoon and a plate upon whioh to take a uoast apple and 
some chestnuts upstairs, Quincy left t'he young- couple 
together. As he sat before fche fire enjoyıng his lunch, he 
resolved that he would buy that grocery store, co&t what it 
might, and that ’Zeke PettengilI, Alice, and himself would 
go to that 'surprise ıparty. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 


THE NEW DOCTOR* 


UINCY improved the first opportunity offered for 



sat e travelling to rnake a visit to the city. He had 


several matters to attend to. First, he had not sent his 
letter to his friend, requesting h'im to make inqumes as to 
Obadiah Sfcrout’s war record, for the grcat snowstorm had 
oome the day after he had written it. Second, he was going 
to take Alice’s story to show to a literary friend, and see if 
he could secure its publicaıtion. And t his \vas not ali; Alice 
had told hini-, after he had finished copying the stoıy she 
had dictated to him, that she had written several ot-her short 
stories during the past twx> years. 

in response to his urgent request, she allowed him to 
read her treasured manuscripts. The first was a passionate 
love story in which a young Spanîsh officer, stationed on 
tıhe isîand of Cuba, and a beautifut yotmg Cuban girl \vere 
the principals. It was entitled “Her N ati ve Lan d/' and 
was replete with startli-ng situations and effective tableaus. 
Quincy w as delighted \vith it, and told Alice if dramatized 
it wouid make a fine acting play. This was, of course, very 
pleasing to the young author. Q-uincy was her amanuensis, 
her audience, and her critic, and she knew that in his eyes 
she \vas already a sııccess. 

She also gave him to read a series of eight stories, in a 
üne usualîy esteemed quite foreign to teminine instincts. 
Alice had oonceived the idea of a young man, physically 
weak and suffering from nervous debility, being left an 
immense Soıtune at the age of twenty-<one. His money wa s 
well invested, and in company with a faithful attendant he 
travelled for fifteen years, covedng every nook and corner 
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of the habitable globe. At thirty-six he retumed home 
much knproved in health, but stili having a marked aversion 
to engaging in any business pursuit. A mysterious case 
and its solution having been related to :him, -he resolved to 
devote his income, now amounting to a million dollars 
yearly, to amateur deteotive work. His great desire was 
to ferret out and solve mysteries, murders, suicides, rob- 
beries, and disappearances that baffled the poliçe and 
eluded their vigilant inquiry. 

The titles that Alice had ohosen for her stories were as 
mysterious, in their way, as the stories themselves. Ar- 
raııged in the order of their writing, they were: Was it 
Signed? The Man Without a Tongue; He Tlıought He 
Was Dead; The Eight of Spades; The Exit of Mrs. Del- 
monnay; How I Caught the Fire-Bugs; The Hot Hand; 
and The Mystery of Unreachable Island. 

When Quincy reaahed the city, his first visiît was to his 
father’s office, but he found him absent. He was told that 
he was conducting a case in the Equity Session of the 
Supreme Court, and would' not .return to the office that 
day. 

Instead of leaving his letter at his friend’s office, he went 
directly to the Adjutant-GeneraPs office at the State House. 
Here he found that an acquaintance of his \vas employed 
as a clerk. He was of foreign birth, but had served gal- 
lantly through the war and had left an arm upon the battle- 
field. He nrnde his request for a copy of the war record of 
Obadiah Strout, of the —th Mas®. Volunteers. Then a 
thought came suddenly to him and he requested one also 
of the record of Hiram Maxwell of the same regiment. 

Leaving -the State House on the Hancock Avenue side, 
he walked down that narrow but convenient thoroughfare, 
and was standing at its entrance to the sidewalk on Beacon 
Street, debating which publisher he \vould cali on first, 
when a oheery voice said, “Hello, Sa\vyer.” When he 
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looked up he saw an old Latin School and college chum, 
named Leopold Ernst. Erııst was a Jew, but -he had been 
one of the smartest and most popular of the boy s in school 
and of the men at Harvard. 

“What are you up to?” asked Ernst. 

“Living on my small fontune and my father’s bounty,” 
said Quincy. “Not a very creditable record, I know, but 
my lıealth has not been very good, and I have been resting 
for a couple of monıths in the country. ,? 

“Not mueh going on in the country at this time of the 
year I fancy,” remarked Ernst. 

“îhat’s \vihere you are wrong,” said Quincy. “There 
has been the devil to pay ever since I landed in the town, 
and Eve got mixed up in so many complications that I dordt 
expect to get back to town before next Christmas. But 
udıat are you doing, Ernst?” 

“Oh, I am in for literatüre; not the kiııd that consists in 
going round with a notebook and prying i-nto people’s busi- 
ness, with a hope one day of becoming an editör, and work- 
ing t\venty hours out of the twenty-four each day. Not a 
bit of it, I anı reader for—<—and he mentioned the name 
of a large publishing house. “I have my own hours and a 
comfortable salary. I sit like Solomon upon the effcrts 
of cal!ow au’thors and the productions of ripened genius. 
Sometimes I discover a diamond in the rough, and introduce 
a new star to the literary firmament; and at otlıer tımes I 
cut up some egotistical old \vriter, who thınks anything he 
tums out \vill be sure to please the public.” 

“How fortunate that I have met you?” said Quincy. 
“I have in this little carpet bag the first effusions of one of 
those callow authors of whom you spoke. She is poor, 
beautiful, and blind.” 

“Don’t try to trade on my sympathies, old boy,” said 
Ernst. "No person who is poor has any right to become 
an author. it lake s too long in these days to make a hit e 
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and the poor author is bound ta die before the hit ccmes. 
The ‘beau-tilur gag don’t work with me at ali. Tîıe best 
authors are homelier «than sin and it’s a pity that their pic- 
tures are ever published. As regards the ‘biind’ part, that 
may be an advantage, for dictating relieves oııe oî the 
drudgery of vvriting oııe's self, and gives one a chance for 
a fuller play of one’s fancies tlıan if tied to a piece of wood, 
a scratchy pen, and a bottle of thick \nk.” 

“Then you won’t look at them, ,, said Quincy* 

“I didn’t say sa,” replied Ernst. “Of course, I can’t 
look at them in a bucsiness way, unless .they are duly sub- 
mitted to my house, but I have been reading a very badly 
written, but mightily iııteresting ‘manuscript, for tlıe past 
two days and a half, and I want a change of work or diver- 
sion, to brush up my wits. Now, old feHo^ 7 /’ said he, taking 
Quincy by the arm, “if you will come up to the club wit'h 
me, and have a good dinner with some Chianti, and a glass 
or two of champagne, and a pousse cafe to finish up \vith, 
then we will go up to my rooms on Chestnut Street—I have 
a whole top floor to myself—we will light up our cigars, 
and you may read to me till to-morrow morning and I 
won’t murmur. But, mind you, if the stories are mighty 
poor I may go to sleep, and if I do that, you migiht as well 
go to ( bed too, for when I önce go to sleep I never wake 
up till I get good and ready.” 

Quincy had intended after seeing a publisher to leave the 
manuscripts for examination, then to take tea with his 
rnother and sisters, and go back to Eastborough on the 
hve minutes past six expres ( s. But he was prone to yield to 
fate, which is simply circumstances, and he accepted his old 
college chum’s invitation with alacrity. He coııld get the 
opinion of an expert speedily, and that fact carried the day 
with him. 

When they vvere comfoıitably ensconced in their easy- 
chairs on the top floor, and the cigars lighted, Quincy com* 
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menced reading. Leopold had previously shovvn him his 
suite, whioh consisted of a parlar, or rather a sittingiroom, a 
library, whioh included principally the works of Standard 
authors and reference books, his sleeping apartment, and 
a bathroom. 

Tlıere was a large bed lounge in the sittingiroom, and 
Quincy determined to read every story in his carpet bag, 
if it took him ali nigbt. He commenced with the series of 
detectâve or mystery stories. He had read them över before 
and was able to bring out their strong points oratorâcally, 
for, as it has been said before, he \vas a fine speaker. 

Qmncy eyed Ernst över the corner of the manuscript he 
was reading, but the latter understood his business. Occa- 
sionaîly he was betrayed into a nod of approval and severaî 
times shook his head in a negative way, but he uttened no 
\\x>rd of commendation or disapproval. 

After several of the stories had 'been read, Ernst called 
a halt, and going to a cupboard brought out some crackers, 
cake, and a decanter of wine, with glasses, \vhich he put 
upon a table, and placed within comfortable reach of both 
reader and listener. Theıı he said, “Go anead/' munched 
a cracker, sipped hâs wine, and then lighted a fresh cigar. 

When the series \vas nnâshed, Leopold said, “Noıv \ve 
'vvill have some tea. I do a good deal of my reading at 
home, and I don ? t like to go out again after I 'have oravvled 
ııp four flights of stairs, so my landlady sends me up a 
light supper at just about this hour. Tlıere is the maid 
now/ ? as a light knock was heard on the door. 

Leopold opened i-t, and the domestic brought in a tray 
with a pot of tea and the ingredients of a light repast, 
\vhich she placed upon another table near a window. 

“Tlıere is a*lways enough for two,” said Leopold. “Read- 
ing is mighty tiresome work, and listening is too, and a cup 
of good strong tea will brighten us both up immensely. 
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You can come back for the tray in fifteen minutes, Jennîe,” 
said Emîst. 

The supper was finished, the tray removed, andı the critic 
sat in judgment önce more upon the words that feil Iram 
the reader’s lips. Leopold’s face lighted up during the 
reading of “Her Native Land.” He started to 'speak, and 
the word “That’s<—” escaped hım, but he recovered himself ] 
and said no more, though he listened intently. 

Quincy took a glass of wine and a cfacker before start- 
ing upon the story which had been dictated to him. Leo- 
pold gave no sign of falling asleep, but patted his hands 
lightly together at certain points in the story, whether 
contemplatively or approvingÜy Quincy could not det er¬ 
mine. As he read the dosing lines of the last mıanuscript 
the cuckoo clock struck tvvelve, midnight. 

“You ar e a mighty good reader, Quin'cy/ r said’ Leo- 
pold, “and barring fifteen minutes for refreshments, you 
have been at it ten hours. Now you want my opinion of 
those stories, and what’s more, you want my advice as to 
the best place to put them to secure their approval and 
eariy publication. Now I am going to smoke a cigar quietly 
and think the whole thing över, and’ at half past twelve I 
will give you my opinion in writing. I am going into my 
library for half an hour to write down what I have to say. 
You take a nap on the lounge t here, and you will be re- 
freshed when I come back after having rnade mince meat 
of your poor, beautiful, blind protegeP 

Leopold diisappeared into the library, and Quincy x 
stretching himself on the lounge, rested, but did not sleep. 
Before he had realized that ten minutes had passed, Leopold 
stood beside him with a letter sheet in his hand, and said, 
“Now, Quincy, read this to me, and I will see if I have 
got it down straight.” 

Quincy , s hand trembled nervously as he seated himself 
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in his old position and turning the sheet so that the light 
rnrnld fail upon it, he read the foHowing: 

Opinion of Leopold Ernst, Literary Critk, of certain 
manuscripts submitted for examination by Quincy A. Saw- 
yer, \vith some advice gratis. 

1. Series of eight stories. Mighty clever general idea; 
good stories well written. Same style maintained through- 
out; gcod plot's. Our house could not handle them—not 

of our üne. Send to-. (Here followed the name of a 

New York publisher.) I will wrıite Cooper, one of their 
readers. He is a friend of mine, and \vill secure quick de- 
cision, \vhioh, I prophesy, *wtill be favorable. 

2. “Her Native Land” is a fine story. I can get it into a 
weekly literary paper that our house publishes. 1 know 
Jameson, the reader, will take it, especially if you would 
ıgive him the right to dramatize it. He is hand and glove 
with ali the theatre managens and’has had several successes. 

3. That story about the Duke, I want for our magazine. 
It is Capital, and has enough meat in it to make a full-blovvn 
novel. Ali it wants is oysters, soup, fish, entrees, and a 
dessert prefixed to and joined on to the solid roast and 
game which the story as now written itself supplies. 

İn Witness Whereof, I have hereunto set my hand, this 
24th day of Februarv, 186—. 

Leopold Ernst, Literary Critic. 

Quincy remained ali night \vith Leopold, sleeping on the 
bed lounge in the sitting-room. He was up at six o’clock 
the nextmorning f but found that his friend was alsoan early 
riser, for on entering the library he saw the latter seated 
at his desk regarding the pile of manuscript which Quincy 
had read to him. 

Leopoldlooked up with a peculiar expression on his face. 

“What , s the matter, ,, asked Quincy, “changing your 
mind?^ 



THE NEW DOCTOR. 


203 


“No, w saki Leopold, “I never do that, it would spoıl my 
value as a reader if I did. My decisions are as fixed as 
the lawa of the Medes and Persians, and are regarded by 
literary aspirants as being quite as severe as the statutes of 
Draco; but the factis, Quincy, you and your protege —you 
see I oonsider you equally culpable—have neglected to 
put any real name or pseudonym to these interesting stories. 
Of course I can affix the name of the most popular author 
that the world has ever known,—Mr. Anonymous,—'but you 
two probably have seme pet name that you wish immor- 
talized.” 

“By George!” cried Quincy, “we did forget that. I will 
talk it över with her, and -send you the nom de pluvıe by 
mail. 

“Very well, ,j said Leopold, rising. “And now let us go 
and have some breakfast.” 

“My dear fellow, you must excuse me. I have not seen 
my parents this trip, and I ought to go up to the house and 
take breakfast with the family.” 

“Ali right,” said Leopold, “rush that pseudonym right 
along, so I can send the manuseripts to Gooper. And doiı’t 
forget to drop in and see me next time you come to the 
city.” 

On his way to Beacon Street Quincy suddenly stopped 
and regarded a sign that read, Paul Cuiver, M. D., physician 
and surgeon. He knew Cuiver, but hadn’t seen hım for 
eight years. They were in the Latin School together under 
pater Gardner. He rang the beli and was shown into Dr. 
Culver’s ofîice, and in a few minutes his old schoolmate en- 
tered. Paul Cuiver was a tali, broad-ehested, heavily-built 
young man, with frank blue eyes, and hair of the color that 
is sometimes irreverently called, or rather the wearers of 
it are called, towheads. 

They had a pleasant talk över old school days and college 
experiences, which were not identical, for Paul had grad* 
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tıated from Yale Coîlege at his father’s desire, instead of 
fronı Harvard. Then Quincy broached what was upper- 
most iri his miııd and which had been the real reason for 
his cali. He sfcated briefly the facts concerning Alice’s case, 
and asked Paul’s advice. 

Dr. Culver sat for a few moments apparently in deep 
study. 

“My Edvice/’ said he, “is to see Tillotson. He has an 
ofhce in the Hotel Peîham, up by the Public Library, you 
know.” 

“Is he a ‘regular’?” asked Quincy. 

^Vell,” said Culver, “I don’t think he is. For a fact I 
know he is not an M. D., but I fancy that the diploma that 
he holds from the Almighty is worth more to suffering 
humanity than a good many issued by the colleges.” 

“You are a pretty broad-minded allopath,” said Quincy, 
“to give such a sweeping recommendation .to a quack.” 

“1 didn’t say he was a quack,’ ? replied Culver. “He is a 
natural-born healer, and he uses only nature’s remedies in 
his praotice. Go and see him, Quincy, and judge for your- 
self.” 

“But/' said Quincy, “I had hoped that you — v 

“But I couldn’t,” broke in Paul. “I am an emergency 
doctor. If baby has the croup, or Jimmy has the measles, or 
father has the lung fevcr, they cali me in, and I get them 
well as soon as possible. But if mother-in-law has some 
obscure complaint I am too busy to give the -time to study 
it up, and they ^vouldn’t pay me foı* it if I did. Medicine, 
like a great many other things, is going into the hands of 
the specialists eventually, and Tillotson is one of the fırst of 
the new scfa/ool.” 

At that moment a maid announced that some one wished 
to see Dr. Culver, and Quincy took a hurried leave. 

He found his father, mother, and sisters at home, and 
breakfast was quickly served after his arrival. They ali 
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said he was looking much better, and ali asked him when 
he wais conıing home. He gave an evasive ansvver, saying 
that there were lots of good times coming down in East- 
borough and he didn’t wish to miss them. He told his 
father he was improving his time reading and •vvriting, and 
\vould give a good account of himself when he did return. 
i He had to wait an hour before he could secure an inter- 
view with Dr. Tillotson. The latter had a spare day in each 
week, that day being Thursday, which he devoted to cases 
that he was obliged to» visit personally. Quincy arranged 
mth him to visit Eastborough on the foîlowing Thursday, 
and by calling a carriage managed to catch the half-past 
deven train lor that town, and reached his boarding place 
a little before two o’clock. He had arranged with the driver 
to wait for a letter that he tvished to have mailed to Boston 
that same afternoon. 

He went in by the back door, and as he passed through 
the kitchen, Mandy made a sign, and he went to her. 

“Haram waited till one o’c.lock,” said she, “but he had to 
go home, and »he ıvanted me to teli you that the surprise 
party is coming off next Monday night, and they are going 
to get there at seven o’clock, so as to have plenty of time 
for lots of fun, and Hıram suspects/* and her voice fell to a 
whisper, “that Strout is going to try and work the Deacon 
for that five hundred in cash to »put up for the grocery store 
next Tuesday. That’s 'ali,” said she. 

“Where is Miss Pettengill?” Quincy inquired. 

< “She’s in the parlor,” said Mandy. “She has beeıı play- 
•ıng the piano and singing beautifully, but I guess she has 
got tired.” 

Quincy went directly to the parlor and found Alice seated 
before the öpen fire, her right hand covering her eyes. 

She looked -up as Quincy entered the room and said, “I 
am so glad you'Ve got back, Mr. Sawyer. I have been very 
lonesome since you have been away.” 
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Alioe did not see the happy smile that spread över 
Quincy’s face, and he covered up his pleasure by saying, 
“Hovv did you know it was I?” 

“Oh,” said Alice, “my heaning is very acute. I know 
the step of every pensen in the house. Swiss has been with 
me ali the moming, but he asked a few minutes ago to be 
excused, so he could get his dinner.” 

Quincy laughed, and then said, “Miss Pettengill, we for- 
got a very important matter in connection with your stories; 
we omitted to put on -the name of the author.” He told her 
of his meeting with Emst, and what had taken place, and 
Alice \vas delighted. Quincy did not refer to the coming 
visit of Dr. Tillotson, far he did not mean to speak of it 
until the day appointed arrived. “Now, Miss Pettengill, 
I have some letters to write to send back by -the hotel car* 
riage, so that they can be mailed this afternoon. While I 
am doing this you can deride upon your pseudonym, and I 
will put it in the letter that I am going *to wırite to Ernst.” 

Quincy went up to his room and sat down at his writirıg 
table. Tlıe first letter was to his bankers, and endosed a 
check for five hundred dollars, with a request to send the 
amount in biliş by Adams Express to Eastborough Centre, 
to reach there not later than noon of the next Tuesdav, 
and to be held until called for. The second letter was to a 
prominent confeobioner and caterer in Boston, ordering 
enough ice cream, sherbet, frozen pudding, and assorted 
cake for a party of fifty persons, and fifty grab-bag presents; 
ali to reach Eaistborough Centre in good order on Monday 
night on the five minutes past six express from Boston. 
The third letter was to Ernst. It \vas short and to the point. 
“The pseudonym is—” And he left a blank space for the 
name. Then he signed his own. He glanced över his writ- 
ing table and saw the three poemîs that Alice had given him 
to read. He added a postscript to his letter to Ernst. It 
read as follows: 
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“I enclose three poems written by the same person who 
wrote the stories. Teli nxe what you think of them, and if 
yon can place them anywhere do so, and this shall be your 
warrant therefor. Q. A. S/* 

When his mail was in readinesshe went downstairs to the 
parlar, taking a pen and bottle of ink wtith him, and saying 
to himself, “That pseudonym shalhnot be written in pencil/’ 

“I arıı in a State of hopeless indecision,” remarked Alice. 
“I can «think of Ohristian names that please me, and sur- 
names that please me, but when I put them together they 
don’t please me at alL ,, 

“Then we will leave it to fate,” said Quincy. He töre a 
sheet of paper into sıx pieces and passed three, with a book 
and pencil, to Alice. “Now you write,” said he, “three 
Chri'Stian names that please you, and I will write three 
surnames that please me; then we will put the pieces in 
my hat, and you will select two and what you select shall 
be the nam'e.” 

“That’s a Capital idea,” said Alice, “it is harder to seleot 
a name than it wa*s to write the story.” 

The slips were written, placed in the hat, shaken up, and 
Alice selected two, which she held up for Quincy to read. 

“This is not fair,” said Quincy. “I never thought. Both 
of the slips are mine. We must try agam/ , 

“No/ ? said Alice, “it is ‘Kısmet/ What are the names?” 
she asked. 

“Bruce Douglas, or Douglas Bruce, as you prefer,” said 
Quincy. 

“I like Bruce Douglas best,” rephed Alice. 

“I arn so glad/’ said Quincy, “that’s the name I should 
have selected myself.” 

“Then I will bear your name in future,” said Alice, and 
Quincy thought to himself that he wished she had said 
those words in response to a question that was dn his mind. 
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but which he had decided it \vas not yet time to ask her. 
He was too much of a gentleman .to refer in a joking man* 
ner to the words which Alice had spoken and which had 
been uttered with no thougbt or idea that t hey bore a 
double meaning. 

Quincy wrote the selected name in the blank space in 
Leopofd’s letter, sealed it and took his mail out to the car- 
riage driver, who was seated in. the kitchen enjoying a 
piece of mince pie and a mug of cider which Mandy had 
given him. 

As Quincy entered the kitchen he heard Mandy say, 
“How is ’Bias nowadays?” 

“Oh, dad’s ali right,” said the young man; “he is going 
to run Wallace Stackpole again. for tax collector against 
Obadiah Strout.” 

“Is your name Smith?^ asked Quincy, advancing with 
the letters in his hand. 

“Yes, ,? replied the young man, “my name is Abbott 
Smith. My dad’s name is ’Bias; he is pretty well known 
’round these parts.” 

“I have heard of him,’’ said Quincy, “and I wish to see 
him and Mr. Stackpole together. Can you come över for 
me next Wednesday moming and bring Mr. Stackpole 
with you? I can talk to him going back, and I want you 
to drive us över to your father’s place. Don’t say anything 
about it except to Mr. Stackpole and your father, but I am 
going to take a hand in town politics this year.” 

The young man laughed and said, “I will be över here 
by eight o’clock next Wednesday.” 

“I wish you would have these letters weighed at the 
post office, and if any more stamps are needed please put 
them on. Take \vhat is left for your trouble,’’ and Quincy 
passed Abbott a half döllar. 

He heard the retreating carriage wheels as he went up- 
stairs to his room. He made an entry in his pocket diary, 
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and then ran his eye över several others that preceded and 
follovved it. 

“Let me sec,’’ soliloquized <he, as he read aloud, “this is 
Priday; Saturday, expect war records from Adjutant- 
General; Monday, hear from Ernst, surprise party in the 
evening; Tuesday, get money at express office; Tuesday 
t aftemoon, buy Hil'Fs grocery and give Stroaıt his first 
knock-out; Wednesday, see Stackpole and Smith and’ ar- 
range to knock Strout out again; Thursday, Dr. Tillotson. v 
He laughed and closed the book. Then he said, “And. the 
ci’ty fellows think it must be dull d*own here because there 
is nothing going on in a country town in the winter.” 


CHAPTER XXV. 


SOME PLAIN FACTS AND INFERENCES. 

T HE next day was Saturday; tlıe sun did not show itseli 
from ‘behind the clouds till noon, and Quincy put off 
his trip to the Eastborough Centre post office with tlıe hope 
that the afternoon w<ould be «pleasant His wish avas grati- 
fied, and at dinner he said he was goingî to drive över to 
Eastborough Centre, and asked Mfes Pettengill if she would 
not like to aocompany him. Alice hesitated, but Uncle Ike 
advised her to go, telling her that she stayed indoors too 
muoh and needed outdoor exercise. Ezekiel agreed with 
his ünde, and Alice finally gave what seemed to Quincv to 
be a somewhat reluctant consent. 

H»e saw that the sleigh was amply supplied \vith robes, 
and Mandy, at his suggestion, heated a large piece of soap- 
stone, whıich was wrapped up and placed in the bottom of 
the .sleigh. 

Alice appeared at the door equipped for her journey. 
Âhvays lovely in Öuincy's eyes, she appeared stili more 
so in her süit of dark blue cloth. Över her shoulders she 
wore a fur cape 1-ined with quilted red satın, and on her head 
a fur cap, which made a strong contraıst with her light hair 
which crept out in lîttle curls from underneath. 

Thev started off at a smar-t speed, for Old Bili was not 
in the shafts this time. Alice had been familiar with the 
road to Eastborough before leaving home, and as Quincy 
described the various points they passed, Alice entered iııto 
the spirit of the drive \vith ali the interest and enthusiasm 
of a child. The sharp vvinter air brought a rosy bloom to 
her cheeks, and' as Quincy looked at those vvonderful large 
blue eyes, he could hardly make himself believe that they 
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could not sce him. He \vas sure he had never seerı a 
handsomer girl. 

As they passed Uncle Ike’s ütüle house, Quincy called 
her attention to it. Alice said: 

“Poor Uncle Ike, I wish I could do more for him, he 
has done so much for me. He paid for my lessons in book- 
keeping and music, and also for my board until I had fin- 
iıshed my studies and obtained a position. He has been a 
father to me since my own dear father died.” 

Quincy felt some indination to find out the real reason 
why Uncle Ike had left his family, but he repressed it and 
called at'tention to some trees, heavily coated with sııow 
and ice, which looked beau-tiful in the sunshine, and he de- 
scribed them so graphically, bringing in allusions to pearls 
and dıiamonds and strings of glistening jewels, that Alice 
clapped her hands in delight and said she would take him 
as her literary partner, to write in the descriptive passages. 
Quincy 'for an instant felt impelled to take advantage of 
the situation, but saying to himself, a The time is not yet,” 
he touched the horse with his whip and for half a minute 
\vas obliged to give «it his undivided attention. 

u Did you think «the horse was running away?” said he 
t o Alice, \vhen h e had brought him down to a trot. “Were 
you afraid?” 

“I am afraid of nothing nowadays, ,, she replied. “I 
trust my companions implicitly, knowing that they will teli 
me if I am in danger and advise me what to do. I had a 
debate a long time ago with Uncle Ike about blind people 
and deaf people. He said he would rathe-r be stone deaf 
than blind. As he argued it, the deaf person could read and 
write and get along very comfortably by himself. I argued 
on the otber side. I wish to hear the voices of my friends 
when they talk and sing and read, and then, you kno\v, 
everybody îends a helping hand to a person who is blind; 
but the deaf person must look out for himself. ,> 
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“Either State is to be regretted, if tbere is no hope of re- 
Iief, ,> remarked Quincy. He thought he \vould refer to Dr. 
Tillotson, btıt they were approaching the centre of the 
town, and he knew he would not have time to explain his 
action before he reached the post offîce, so he determined 
to postpone it until they were on the way home. 

) There were three letters for himself, two for Alice and 
a lot of papers and magazines for Uncle Ike. He resumed 
his seat in t'he sleigh and they started on their journey 
homeward. 

“Would you like to go back the sarne way that we came?” 
asked Quincy, “or shall we go by the ııpper road and come 
by Deacon Mason’s?” 

“I should like to stop and see Huldy,” said Alice, and 
Quincy fcook the upper road. 

Gonversation lagged on the homeward trip. Alice held 
her -two letters in her hand and- looked at them several 
times, apparently trying to* recognize the handwriting. As 
Quincy glanced at her sidewise, he felt sure that he saw 
tears in her eyes, and he decided that it \vouid he an in- 
appropriate time to announce the subject of the new doctor. 
In fact, he was heginning to think, the more his mind dwelt 
upon the subject, that he had laken an inexeusable liberty 
in arranging for Dr. Tillotson to come do\vn without first 
speaking to her, or at least to her brother or uncle. But 
the deed was done, and he must find some way to have her 
see the doctor, and gel his opinion about her eyes. 

Quincy spent so much time revolving this matter in his 
mind, that he was quite astonished when he looked around 
and found himself at the exact place where he spoke those 
words to Huldy M'ason that -had ended in the accident. 
This time he gave careful attention to horse and hill and 
curve, and a moment later he drew up the sleigh at Deacon 
Mason’s front gate. 

Mrs. Mason welcomed them at the door and they were 
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®hown into the parlor, where Huldy sat at the piano. The 
young giriş greeted each other warmly, and Mrs. Mason 
and Huldy both wished Quincy and Alice to stay to tea* 
They declined, sayıng they <had many letters to read before 
supper and ’ Zeki el would think -something had happened 
to them if they did not come home. 

“I will send Hiraım do\vn to let them know,” said Mrs.' 
Mason. 

“You must really excuse us this time,” protested Quincy. 
“Some other time perhaps Miss Pettengill will accept your 
hospitality.” 

“But when?” asked Mrs. Mason. “We might as well 
fix a time right now. ?> 

“Yes/ 7 said Huldy, “and we won ? t let them go till they 
promise.” 

“Weîl, my plan,’’ said Mrs. Mason, “isthis. Have ’Zekiel 
and Alice and Mr. Savvyer come över next Monday after- 
noon about five o’clock, and we will have tea at six, and we 
\vill have some music in the evening. I have so missed 
your singing, Mr. Sawyer, since you went away. ,J 

“Yes,” said Huldy, “I think it is real mean of you, Alice, 
not to let him come and see us oftener.” 

Alice flushed and stammered, “I—I—I do not keep 
him from Corning to see you. Why, yes, I have too,” said 
she, as a thought flashed through her mind. ‘T will teli you 
the truth, Mrs. Mason. Mr. Sawyer offered to do some 
writing for me, and I have kept him very busy.” 

She s'topped and Quincy continued: 

‘T did do a little writing for her, Mrs. Mason, during the 
great snowstorm, and it was as great a pleasure to me, as I 
hope it was a help to her, for I had nothing else to do.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Mason, “you can settle that matter 
between yer. Ali that Huîdy and me wants to know is, 
vnll ali three of you come and take tea with us next Mon« 
day mg^t?’ 7 
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“I shall be greatly pleased to do so,” said Quincy. 

“If ’Zekiel vvill oome, I vvill,” said Alice, and Quincy for 
an instant felt a slight touch of vvounded feeling because 
Alice had ignored him entirely in accepting the invitation. 

As they drove home, Alice said:: “Mrs. Mason managed 
that nicely, didn't she? I didn't vvish t o appear too eager 
to come, for Huldy might have suspected. v 

“What mystery is İbiş?” asked Quin'cy. “I reaîly don’t 
know what you are talking about.” 

“What!” said Alice. “Didn’t ’Zekiel teli you about İh e 
surprise party that Mr. Strou't was getting up, and that 
you, ’Zekiel, and I were not to be invited?” 

“Oh! I see,” said Quincy. “Hovv stupid I have been! 
I knevv alil about it and' that it was to be next Monday, but 
Mrs. Mason asked us so honestly to come to tea, and Huldy 
joined in so heartily, that for the time being I got things 
mixed, and besides, to speak franldy, Miss Pettengill, I 
was thinking of something else.” 

“And vvhat \vas it?” asked Alice. 

“Well/ , said Quincy, determined to break the ice, “I 
vvill teli you. I was vvondering vvhy you said you would 
come to tea if ’Zekiel \vould come.” 

“Oh!’’ said Alice, laughing. “You thought I was very 
ungenerous to leave you out of the question entirely.” 

“Honestly I did think so/ 1 remarked Quıncy. 

“Well, now,” said Alice, “I did it from the most generous 
of motives. I thought you kne\v about the surprise party 
as well as I did. I knevv ’Zekiel would go vvİth me and I 
thought that perhaps you had some other young lady in 
view for your companion.” 

“What?” asked Quincy. “Whom could I have had in 
vıew?” 

“Shall I teli you \vhom I think?” asked Alice. 

“I vvish you vvould,” Quincy replied. 
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“Well,” said Alice, “I thought it might be Lindy Put- 
nâm.” 

Quincy bit his lıp and gave the reins a savage jerk, as 
he turned up the short road that led to the Pettengill 
house. “What could make you think that, Miss Petten- 

£ill ?» 

“Well, I have only one reason to give,” Alice replied, 
“lor that opinion, but the fact is, 'vv'hen we made our cali 
on Mrs. Futnam <she pounded on the floor three times with 
her crutoh before you came upstairs. Am I justifıed, Mr. 
Sawye , ^? ,, 

‘Tm afraid you are,” said Quincy. ‘‘I should have 
thought so myself if I -had been in your place. ,, 

But when he reaohed his room he threw his letters on 
the table, his coat and hat on the bed, and -thrusting his 
hands into his pockets, he walked rapidly up and down the 
room, saying to himself in a savage whisper, “Confound 
that Putnam girl; she is a hoodoo. ,, 

Quincy was philosophical, and his excited feelings soon 
quieted down. It would come out ali right in the end. 
Alice would find that he had not intended .to take Miss 
Putnam to the surprise party. He could not betray Lindy’s 
confidence just at that time, even to justify himself. He 
must wait until Mrs. Putnam died. It might be years from 
now before the time came to destroy that letter, and he 
could not, until then, disclose to Alice the secret that Lindy 
had confided to him. Yes, it \vould come cut ali right in 
the end, for it ımight be if Alice thought he was in love with! 
Lindy that she \vould give more thought to him. He had 
read somewhere that oftentimes the best way to awaken a 
dorman-t love was to appear to fail in love with some one 
else. 

Somewhat reconciled to the situation by his thoughts, 
he sat down to read his letters. The first one that he took 
up was fro-m the confectioner. It informed him that his 
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order would receive prampt attention, and the writer 
thanked him for past favors and solicited a continuance of 
the same. The second was from Ernst. it was short and 
to the point, and written in his charact eri Stic style. it said: 

“Bear Quincy:—Pseudonym received. Bruce Douglas is 
a name to conjure with. It srnacks of ‘Auki Lang Syne.’ 
The Scotch are the only people on the face of the eartıh who 
were never conquered. You will remember, if yoıı haven’t 
forgotten your ancient history, that the Roman general sent 
back word 'to his emperor that the d—d country wasn ? t 
worth conquering. Enclosures also at hand. The shorter 
ones are more songs than poems. I will turn them över to a 
music publisher, who is a friend of mine. Will report his 
decision later. 

“I gave the lang poem to Francis Lippitt, the well-known 
composer, and he is delighted with it and wishes to set it to 
music. He is great on grand choruses, Bach fugues, and 
such like. If he sets ıt to music -he will have it sung by the 
Handel and Hayan Society, for he is a great gun among 
them just now. The eight stories have reached Ne w York 
by this time, and Jameson is reading ‘Her Native Land. 5 

“With best regards to Mr. Bruce Douglas and yourself. 

Leopold Ernst. 

The third letter was from the Adjutant-General's ofEce, 
and Quincy smiled as he finished the first sheet, folded it 
up and replaced it in the envelope. As he re ad the second 
the smile left his face. “Who would have thought it? ,> he 
said to himself. “Well, after ali, heroes are made out of 
strange material. He is the man for my money and İTİ 
back him up, and beat that braggart.” 

On the following Sunday, after dinn-er, Quincy had a 
dıat with Uncle Ike. He took the opportunity of asking 
the old gentleman if he was fully satished with the progress 
towards recovery that his niece waıs making. 
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“I don’t see that she is 'making any progress,” said Uncle 
îke frankly. “I don't think she can see a bit better than 
she could when she came home. In fact, I d'on't think she 
can see as well. She had a pair of glasses made of black 
rubber, \vdth a pinbole in the centre of them, that she could 
read a little with, but I notice novv that she never puts them 
on.” 

“Well,” remarked Quincy, “perhaps I have taken an 
umvarrantable liberty, Uncle Ike; but when I was last in 
Boston I heard of a new doctor who has made some won- 
derful cures, and I have engaged him to come down here 
next week and see your niece. Of course, if you object I 
will write to him not to come, and no harm will be done.” 

Quincy did not think it necessary to State that he had 
paid the doctor his fee of one hundred dollars in advance. 

“Well,” said Uncle Ike, "I certainly sha’n’t object, if the 
doctor can do her any good. But I should like to kııow 
something about the course of treatment, the nature of it, 
I mean, before she gives up her present doctor.” 

“That's just what I mean,” said Quincy. “I want you to 
be so kind as to take this whole matter off my hands, just 
as though I had made the arrangement at your suggestion. 
I am going down for the doctor next Thursday noon. 
Won't you ride down with me and- meet Dr. Tillotson? 
You can talk to him on the way home, and then you can 
manage the whole matter yourself, and do as you think 
best about changing doctors.” 

“You have been very kindi to my niece, Mir. Sawyer, 
since you have been here/' said Uncle Ike, “and very help- 
ful t o her. I attribute your inlere st in her case to your 
kindness of heart and a generosity whıch is seldom found 
in the sons of mîllionaires. But take my advice, Mr. Saw- 
yer, and îet your feelings stop there.” 

“I do not quite understand vou,” replied Quıncy, though 
from a sudden sinking of his heart he felt -that he did. 
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“Then I wıll speak plainer/* said Uncle Ike. “DoıTt fa ) 
m love with my niece, Mr. Sawyer. Sbe is a good girl, a 
sweet girl, and some might cali her a beautiful cne, but slıe 
has her Bmitations. She is not fitted to sit in a Beacon 
Street parlor; and your parents and sisters would not be 
pleased to have you place her there. Excuse an old man, 
Mr. Sawyer, but you know wisdom cometh \vîth age, ab % 
though its full value is not usually appreciatcd by tlıe 
young.” 

Ouincy, for the first time in his life, was entirely at a 
loss for a reply. He burned to declare his love then and 
there; but ho\v could he do so in the face of such a plairî 
statement of facts? He did the best thing possible under 
the circumstances; he quietly ignored Uncle Ike’s advice, 
and thanking him for his kindness in consenting to meet 
the new doctor he baxi ! e him good afternoon and went to 
his room. 

Af t er Quincy had göne Uncle Ike rubbed his hands 
together gleefully and shook with laughter. 

^The siy ^gucU he said to himself. “Wanted Uncle 
Ike to help him out” Then he laughed again. “If he don't 
love her he will take my advice, but if he does, what I t old 
İnim will drive him on İlke spurs in the side of a borse. He 
is a good fellow, a great deal better than his fatlıer and the 
rest of his family, for he isn’t stuck up. I like him, but my 
Alice is good enough for him even if he were a good deal 
better than he is. How it would tickle me to lıear my niece 
calîingthe Hon. Nathaniel Sawyer papa!'" And Uncle Ike 
laughed until his sides shook. 

Monday promised to be a dull day. ’Zekiel told Quincy 
at breakfast, after the otlıers had lef t the table, that Alice 
had spoken to him about Mrs. Mason’s invitation to tea, 
and, of coursc, he was going. Quincv said that he had 
accepted the invitation and would be pleased to accompany 
him and his sister. 
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After breakfast he heard Alice singing in the parlor, and 
joining her there told her that he had received a letter from 
Mr. Ernst, which he \vould îike to read to her. Alice was 
delighted with the letter, and they both taughed heartily 
över it, Quincy humorously apologizing for the svvear word 
by saying that being historical it could not be profane. 

Alice had in -her hand the two letters that she had re¬ 
ceived on Saturday. 

“Have you answered your letters?” he asked. 

"No, I have not even heard them read,” she replied. 
“Uncle Ike has grown 'tired ali at önce and won , t read to 
me nor write for me. I don’t understand him at ali. I sent 
for him yesterday aftemoon, after you came down, and told 
him what I wanted him to do. He sent back word that he 
was too busy and I rnust get somebody else, but \vho can I 
get? Mandy and ’Zekiel are both too much occupied with 
theîr own duties tohelp me.” 

“If I can be of any service to you, ( Miss Pettengill, you 
know— ” 

'"Oh, I don't think I should dare to let you read these 
letters,” interrupted Alice, laughing. “No doubt they are 
from two of my lady triends, and I have always heard that 
men consider letters that women \vrite to each other very 
silly and 

“Perhaps I have not told you,^ said Quincy, <f that I have 
two sis ter s and am used to that şort of thing. When I was 
in college hardly a day passed that I did not get a letter 
from one or the other of them, and they brightened up my 
life immenseîy.” 

“What are their names and hovv old are they?” asked 
Alice. 

“The elder,” replied Quincy, “is nineteen and her name 
is Florence Esteîîe.” 

“What a svveet name!” said Alice. 
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“The younger is between fifteen and sixteen, and is 
named Maude Gertrude.” 

“Is she as di’gnified as her name?’’ asked Alice. 

“Far from it,’’ remarked Quincy. “She would be a t om* 
boy if she had an opportunity. Mother and father cali 
them Florence and Maude, for they both abhor nicknames, 
but among ourselves they are kııown as Flossie, or Stell, 
and Gertie.” 

“What was your nickname?” asked Alice. 

“Ayell,’* said Quincy, “they used to cali me Quinn, but 
that had a Hibernian sound to it, and Maude nicknamed m e 
Ad, whic'h she said was short for adder. She told me she 
called me that because I was so deaf that I never heard her 
when she asked me to take her anyvvdıere.” 

“Well, Mr. Sawyer, if you will promise not to laugh ou ( t 
loud, I will be pleased to have you read these letters to me. 
You can smile ali you \vish to, for of course I can’t see 
ycu.” 

“I agree,” said Quincy; and he advanced towards her, 
took the two letters and drew a chair up beside her. 

“My dear May,” read Quincy. He stopped suddenîy, 
and turning to Alice said, “Is this letter for you?” 

“Bcfore we go any further,” said Alice, “I must expîain 
my various names and nicknames. I was named Mary 
Alice, the Mary being my mother’s name, \vhile the Alice 
was a favori'te of my father’*s. Mother abvays called me 
,Mary and father always called me Alice! and brother 'Zekiel 
jand Uncle Ike seem to like the name Alice best. Wlıen I 
went to Commerciaî College to study they asked me my 
name and I said naturally Mary A. Pettengill. Then the 
giriş began to cali me May, and the boys, or young men 
I suppose you cali them, nicknamed me Miss Atlas, on 
account of my inrtiaîs. Now that I have given you a chart 
of my names to go by, the reading will no doubt be pîain 
sailing in future,” 
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Quincy laughed and said, “I should cali it a M. A. P. 
instead of a chart.” 

“Fie! Mr. Sawyer, to make such a joke upon my poor 
name. No doubt you have thought of one that would please 
you better than any I have mentioned. ,, 

Quıncy thought he had, but he wisely refrained from 
saying so. He could not help thinking, however, that Miss 
Atlas was a very appropriate name for a girl who was ali 
the world to İlim. It is evident that Uncle Ike’s words of 
advice the previous afternoon ‘had not taken very deep 
root in Quincy’s heart. 

He resumed his reading: 

“My dear May:—How are you getting along in that dis- 
mal oountry town, and how are your poor ey es? I know you 
can’t write to me, but I want you to know that I have not 
forgotten you. Every time I see my sister, Stella, sbe w-aves 
your photograph before my eyes. You know you prom- 
ised me one before you were sick. Just send it to me, andı 
it will be just as nice as a good, long letter. As somebody 
else will probably read this to you, in order to keep them 
from eommitting a robbery I send you only one kiss. 

From your loving, 

Emma Farnum.” 

• f Are you smiling, Mr. Sawyer?” asked Alice. 

•‘‘Not at ali,” he answ-ered. “I am looking grieved be- 
cause Miss Farnum has such a poor opinion of me.” 

Alice laughed merrily. “Emma is a very bright, pretty 
girl,” said Alice. “S'he boarded at the same house that I 
dij. Her sister Stella is married to a Mr. Dvvight. I will 
arrswer her letter as she suggests by sending her the prom- 
ised photograph. On the bureau in my room, Mr. Sawyer, 
you will find an envelope containing six photographs. I 
hud them taken about a month before I \vas sick. Under- 
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neath you will find some heavy envelopes thfö thv. photo- 
grapher gave me to mail them in.” 

Quincy went upstairs three steps at a time. He found 
the package, and imıpelled by an inexplicabîe ocriosity he 
counted the pictures and found there \vere seven. “She 
said six,” he thought to hımself. “I am po^ıtive she said 
there were only &ix.’’ He took one of the pictures and put 
it in one of the mailing envelopes. He tevek another pic- 
ture, and after giving it a long, loving Ioûk he placed it in 
the inside pocket of his coat, and with a gıtflty fiush upon 
his face he fled from the room. 

Just as he reached the öpen parlor dooı a second thought, 
\vhioh is said to be the best, came to him, and he was about 
turning to go upstairs and replace the pioture when Alice’s 
acute ear heard him and she asked, “Did you find them?’’ 

Quincy, seeing that retreat was now impossible, said, 
“Yes,” and resumed his seat beside her. 

“Did you find six?” said Alice. 

“There are five upstairs in the envelope and one here 
ready to address,” replied Quincy. 

“Her address,” continued Alice, “is Miss Emma Far- 
nunı, çare Cotton & Co., Real Esta'te Brokers, Tremont 
Row.” 

Quincy went to the table, wrote the address as dırected, 
and tied the envelope with the string attaehed. 

“I am afraid the other letter cannot be so easily an- 
,swered,” said Alice. “Look at the signature, please, and 
' see if it is not from Bessie WhiteT 

“It is signed Bessie,” said Quincy. 

“I thought so,’’ exclaimed Alice. “She works for the 
same firm that I did.” 

Quincy read th-e follo'vving: 

“My dear May:—I kno»w that you will be glad to îearn 
what is going on at the great dry goods house of Borden* 
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Waıtt, & Fisher. Business is good, and \ve giriş are alî 
tired out when night comes and have to go to a party or 
the theatre to get rested. Mr. Ringgold, the head book- 
keeper, is disconsolate över your absence, and asks one 
or more of us every morning if we -have heard from Miss 
Pettengill. Then, every afternoon, he says, ‘Did I ask you 
this morning how Miss Pettengill was gefcting along?’ Of 
course it is his devotion to the interest of the firm that leads 
hini to ask these questions.” 

Alice flushed slightly, and turning to Quincy said, “Are 
you smiling, Mr. Sawyer? There is nothing in it, I assurc 
you; Bessie is a great joker and torments the other girîs 
unmercifullyP 

“I am glad there is nothiıı'g in it,” said Quincy. “If I 
were a woman I wou'ld be afraid to marry a bookkeeper. 
My household cash would have to balance to a çent, and 
at the end of the year he vvould insist on housekeeping 
shoıving a profit. ?, 

Alice regained her composure and Quincy continued his 
reading: 

“What do you think! Rıta Sanguily has left, and they 
say she is going to marry a Dr. Culver, who lives up on 
Beacon Hill somewhere.” 

Quincy started a little as he read this, but made no com- 
ment. 

“I was out to see Stella Dwight the other day, and she 
shoıved me a picture of you. Can you spare one to your 
old friend, 

Bessie White. 

“P. S.—‘I don ? t expect an answer, but I shall expect the 
picture. I shall write you whenever I get any news, and 
s end you a dozen kisses and two big hugs. B. W.” 
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“She is more liberal than Miss Fanıum/’ remarked 
Quincy. “She is not afraid that I will commit robbery.” 

“No,” rejoined Alice, “but I cannot share with you. 
Bessie White is the dearest friend I have in the world. ,> 

“Miss White is fortunate,” said Quincy, “but who is 
Rita Sanguily, if I am not presuming in asking the ques- 

“She is a Portuguese girl,” answered Alice, “with black 
eyes and beautiful black hair. She is very handsome and 
can talk Portuguese, French, and Spanish. She held a cer- 
tain line of custom on this account. Do you know her?” 

“No,” replied Quincy, “but I think I knovv Dr. Culver.’’ 

“W'hat kind of a looking'man is he?” asked Alice. 

“Oh! he is tali and heavily built, with large bright blue 
eyes and tavvny hair,” said Quincy. 

“I like such «marked contrasts in husband and wife/’ re¬ 
marked Alice. 

“So do said Ouincy, looking at himself in a looking 
glass which hung opposite, and then at Alice; “but hovv 
about Miss White ? s picture?” 

“Can I trouble you to get one?” said Alice. 

“No trouble at all, ,? replied Quincy; but he went up the 
stairs this time one step at a time. He was deliberating 
v/hether he should return that picture that was in his coat 
pocket or keep it until the original should be his own. He 
entered the room, took another picture and another en- 
velope and came slowly downstairs. His erime at first had 
been unpremeditated, but his persistence was deliberate 
felony. 

“Now there are four left,” said Alice, as Quincy entered 
the room. 

“Just four,” he replied. “I coıınted them to make sure.” 
He sat at the table and wrote. “Will this do?^ he asked: 
“Miss Bessie White, çare of Borden, W'aitt, & Fisher, Bos¬ 
ton, Mass.? 71 
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“Oh, thank you so müch,” saıd Alice. 

At this moment Mandy appeared' at the door and an- 
nounced dinner, and Quincy had the pleasure of leading 
Alice to her accustomed seat at the table. 

“1 took the liberty while upstairs/’ said Quincy, “to 
glance at a book that was on your bureau entitled, ‘The 
Love of a Lifetime/ Have you read it?” 

“No,” replied Alice. “I commenced it the night before 
I w a s taken sick.” 

“I shall be pleased to read it aloud to you,” said Quincy. 

“I should enjoy listening to it very much,” she replied. 

So after dinner they returned to the parlor and Quincy 
read aloud until the descending sun again sent its rays 
through the parlor windows to fail upon Alice’s face and 
hair, and Quincy thought to himself how lıappy he should 
be if the fair girl who sat beside him ever became the love 
of his lifetime. 

Alice finally said she was tired and must have a rest. 
Quincy called Mandy and she went to her room. A few 
nuoments later Quincy was in his own room and after lock- 
ing his door sat down to inspect his plunder. 

Alice di d not rest, hovvever; something was on her mind. 
She found her way to the bureau and took up the pictures. 

“Only four/' she said to herself, after counting them. 
“Let me see,’’ she continued, “the photographer gave rne 
thirteen,—a baker’s dozen he called it. Now to whom 
have I given them? ’Zekiel, one; Uııcle Ike, two; Mrs. 
Putnam, three; Stella Dwight, four; Bessie \Vhite, five; 
Emma Farnum, six; Mr. Ringgold, seven; Mr. Fisher, 
eight. That would leave five and I have only four. Now 
to whom did I give that other picture?” 

And the guilty thief sat on the other side of the parti- 
tion and exulted in his erime. There came a loud rap at 
his door, and Quincy started up so suddenly that he dropped 
the picture and it fell to the floor. He caught it up quıckly 
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and placed it in his pocket. As he unlocked the door and 
opened it he heard loud rapping on the door of Miss Pet- 
t-engilks room. 

Looking into the entry îıe saw ’Zekiel, who cried out, 
"Say, you folks, have you forgotten that you have beeıı 
invited out to tea this evening, and that we are going to give 
a surprise party to Mr. Strout and his friends? I am ali 
dressed and the sleigh is ready.” 

Without waiting for a reply he dashed downstairs. 

While Quincy was donning his sober süit of black, with 
a Prince Albert coat and white tie, Alice had put on an 
equally sober costume of fawn colored silk, with collar and 
cufîs of dainty lace, with little dashes of pink ribbon, bf 
way of contrast in color. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 


THE SURPRISE PARTT. 


FTER Alice had taken her place on the back seat in 



** the double sleigh, Quincy started to take his place on 
the front seat, beside ’Zekiel, but the latter motioned hım 
to sit beside Alice, and Qumcy did so without needing any 


urgmg. 


As ’Zekiel took up the reins, Quincy leaned fonvard and 
touched him on the shoulder. 

“Fve just thought,” said he, “that IVe made a big blun- 
der and I can’t see how I can repair it.” 

“What’s the matter?” asked ’Zekiel; and Alice turned aıı 
inquiring face towards Quİncy. 

“The fact is,” Quincy continued, "I ordered some ice 
cream and cake sent down from the city for the show to- 
night, but I forgo-t, I am ashamed to say, to make arrange- 
ments to have it sent up to Deacon Mason’s. It will be 
directed to him, but the station agenfe won’t be likely to 
send it up before to-morrow.” 

“What time is it?” asked ’ZekieL 

Quincy looked at his watch and replied, “It is just half- 
past four.” 

“Why do we go so early?” inquired Alice, “they wiîl not 
have tea till sİx.” 

‘"Oh,” said ’Zekiel, “I intended to give you a sleigh ride 
first anyway. Now with this pair of trotters I am going to 
take you över to Eastborough Centre and have you -back at 
Deacon Mason’s barn door in just one hour and with appe- 
tites that it will take two suppers to satisfy.” 

With this ’Zekiel whipped up his horses and they dashed 
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off towards the town. A short distance beyond Uncle Ike’s 
chicken coop they met Abner Stiles driving home from the 
Centre. He nodded to 'Zekiel, but Quincy did not notice 
: nim, being engaged in conversation with Alice at the time. 
They reached the station, and Quincy gave orders to have 
the materia! sent up, so that it would arrive at about half* 
past nine. ’Zekiel more than kept his promise, for they 
reached Deacon Mason’s barn at exactly twenty-nine mim 
tıtes past five. Hiram was on hand to put up the horses, 
and told Quincy in awhisper that some of the boys thought 
it was mighty mean not to invite the Pettengill folks and 
their boarder. 

The sharp air had \vhetted the appetites of the travellers 
during their six-mile ride, and they did full justice to the 
nicely-cooked food that the Deacon’s wife placed before 
them. Supper was över at quarter before seven, and in 
half an hour the dıshes were washed and put away and the 
quartette of young folks adjourned to the parlor. 

Quincy took his seat at the piano and began playing a 
popular air. 

“Oh, let us sing something, ,, cried Huidy. '‘You know 
I have been taking lessons from Professor Strout, and he 
says I have improved greatlv. If he says it you know it 
must be so; and, did you know Alice, that ’Zekiel has a 
fine baritone voice? ?, 

“We used to sıing a good deal together,” said Alice, “but 
I was no judge of voices tken.” 

“Well, ’Zeke don’t knovv a note of music,” continued 
Huidy, “but he has a quick ear and he secms to know natu- 
rally just ho\v to use his voice. ,, 

“Oh, nonsense,” said ’Zekiel, “I donh know how to sing, I 
only hum a little. Sing us something, Mr. Sawyer,” said 
he. 

Quİncy sang a song very popular at the time, entitled 
**The Jockey Hat and Feather. ,, Ali four joined in the 
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chorus, and at the close the room rang with laughter. 
Quincy then struck up another popular air, 'Top Goes the 
Weasel,” and this was sung by the four with ğreat gusto. 
Then he looked över the music on the top of the piano, 
which was a Bourne & Leavitt square, and found a copy 
of the cantata entitled, ‘‘The Haymakers,” and for half an 
hour the solos and choruses rang through the lıouse and' 
out upon the evening air. 

Mrs. Mason looked in the door and said, ‘T wouldn’t 
sing any more now, it is nearly eight o’clock.” 

And thus admonished they began talking of Tilly James’s 
engagement to Sam Hill and the sale of the grocery store, 
which was to come off the next day. 

wonder who will buy it?’* asked Huldy. 

‘‘\Vell, I hear Strout has got seme backers,” said ? Zekiel, 
“but I don’t see \vhat good it will be to him unless he is 
appointed postmaster. They say he has written to Wash- 
ington and applied for the position.” 

Ouincy pricked up his ears at this. He had almost for- 
gotten this clıance to put another spoke in Mr. Strout's 
wheel. He made a mental memorandum to send telegrams 
to two Massachusetts congressmen with whom he was well 
acquainted to hold up Strout’s appointment at ali hazards 
mitil they heard from him again. 

A little after seven o'elock the advance guard of the sur- 
prise party arrived at Hill’s grocery, which was the ap¬ 
pointed rendezvous. Abner Stiles drew Strout to one side 
*and said, 'T saw the Pettengill folks and that city f e İler in 
’Zeke’s double sleigh going över to the Centre at about five 
o , clock. ,, 

“So much the better/’ said Strout. 

“Do you know where theyVe göne?” İnqu ı ired Stiles. 

“No, but I guess I can find out,” Strout replied. 

He had spied Mandy Skinner among a crowd of giriş on 
*he platform. He called her and she came to him. 
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“Did Mr. Pettengill and his sister take tea at home to- 
night?” 

“No,” said Mandy. “I told them I was going away to- 
night, and Mr. Pettengill said they were going away too. 
And Cobb’s twins told me at dinner time that they wouldn’t 
be home to supper; and as I didn’t wislı to eat too much, 
considering what was coming later, I didn't get no supper 
at ali. I lef t Crowley to look out for Uncle Ike, who 
is alvvays satisfied if he gets toast and tea.” 

“Don’t you know where they’ve göne?” inquired Strout. 

“Över to the hotel, I guess,” said Mandy. “I heard Mr. 
Sawyer teli Miss Alice that they had good oysters över 
there, and she said as how she was dying to get some raw 
oysters/’ 

“Things couldn’t have worked better,” remarked Strout, 
as he rejoined Abner, who was smoking a cheap cigar. 
“The Pettengill crowd has göne över to the lıotei to sup¬ 
per. You ought not to smoke, Abner, if you ar e going to 
kiss the giriş to-night,” said Strout. 

“I guess I sha’n’t do much kissin’,” replied Abner, “ex- 
cept what I give my fiddle with the bow, and that fiddle of 
mine is used to smoke/* 

Strout looked around and saw that the wlıole party had 
assembled. There \vere about fifty in ali, very nearly 
equally divided as regarded numbers into fellovvs and giriş. 

“Now I am going ahead,” said Strout, “to interview the 
old lady, before vve jump in on them. The rest of you just 
follow Abner and wait at the top of the lıill, just round the 
corner, so that they caıı’t see you from the house. I have 
arranged with Hiram to blow his bugle when everything is 
ready, and when you hear it you just rush down hill îaugh- 
ing and screaming and yelling like \vild Injuns. Corne in 
the back door, right into the big kitchen, and when Miss 
Huldy comes into the room you just wait tiîl I deliver my 
speech.” 
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Strout started off, and the party followed Abner to the 
appointed waiting place. 

Strout knocked lightly at the kitchen door, and it was 
opened by Mrs. Mason. 

“Is the Deaoon at home?” ınquired he, endeavoring to 
disguise his voıce. 

“No,” said Mrs. Mason, “he has göne to Eastborouglı 
Centre on some business, but told me he would be back 
about half past nine.” 

“Is Hiram here?” asked Strout. 

“He’s out in the kitchen polishing up 'his bugle,” said 
Mrs. Mason. “But come in a minute, Mr. Strout, I have 
got something to teli you.” 

Strout stepped in and quietly closed the door. 

“What's the matter, Mrs. Mason? I hope Huldy isn’t 
sick.’' 

“No,” said she, “it’s unfortunate it has happened as it 
has, but it couldn’t be avoided. You see she invited some 
company to tea, and I supposed that they would have göne 
home long ’fore this. You see, Huldy don’t suspect noth- 
ing, and she has asked them to spend the evening, and I 
don’t see ho\v in the world I am going to get rid of them. ,> 

“Don’t do it,” said Strout. “Extend to them an invita- 
tion in my name to remain and enjoy the evening’s festivi- 
ties with us. No doubt Miss Huldy will be pleased to have 
them stay.^ 

“I know she will,” said Mrs. Mason, “and Fil give them 
your invite as soon as you’re ready.” 

“Well, Mrs. Mason/' said Strout, “just teli Hiram I am 
ready to have him blow that bugle, and when you hear it 
you can just teli your daughter and her friends what’s up.” 

Hiram soon joined Strout outside the kitchen door. The 
îatter went out in the road and looked up the hill to see 
if his party was ali ready. Abner \vaved his hand, and 
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Strout rushed back to Hiram and cried, “Give it to em 
now, Hiram, and do your darnedest!” 

Huldy and her friends were engaged in earnest conver- 
sation, when a loud blast burst upon the air, followed by a 
suecession of piercing notes from Hiram’s old cracked 
bugle. 

Huldy jumped to her feet and exclaimed, “What does 
Hiram want to blow that horrid old bugle at this time of 
night for? I will teli ma to stop him.” 

She started tovvards the parlor door, \vhen the whole 
party heard shouts of laughter, screams from female voices, 
and yelîs from male ones that would have done credit to a 
band of wild Comaııches. 

Ali stood stili and listened. Again the laughter, screams, 
and yells were heard. This time they seemed right under 
the parlor window, 

A look of surprise and almost terror passed över Alice’s 
face, and turning to Quincy unthinkingly she said in a low 
\vhisper, “What was that, Quincy? What does it mean?” 

Quincy’s heart jumped as his Christian name fell from 
the girl’s lips. He put his left hand över his heart (her 
picture was in the pocket just beneath it) and said as natu- 
rally as he could, although with a little tremor in his voice, 
“It’s ali riglıt, Alice, that’s Mr. Strout's idea of a surprise 
party/’ 

“A surprise party P* cried Huldy, “who for? Me?” 

At this moment Mrs. Mason opened the door and entered 
the room. 

“Huldy/' said she, “Professor Strout \vishes me to teli 
you that he and his friends have come to give you a sur¬ 
prise party, and he wished me to invite you/' turning to 
the others, “as Huldy's friends to remain and enjoy the fes- 
tivities of the evenıng." 

Then the poor old Iady, \vho had been under a nervous 
strain for the past ten days, and who had come nearer teli- 
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ing untruths than she ever had before in her, life, began to 
laugh, and then to cry, and finally sank into a chair, över- 
conıe for the moment. 

‘‘I \vish Abraham was here/' said she, “I gııess Fm get- 
ting a little bit nervous.’’ 

Let us returrt to the great kitchen, which the members 
of the surprise party now had in their possession. A dozen 
of the men produced lanterns, which they lighted, and 
\vhich were soon hung upon the walls of the kitchen, one 
of the number having brought a hammer and some nails.” 

It was a pound party, and two young men fetched in a 
basket containing the goodies \vbich had been brought for 
the supper. Strout had made arrangements to have the 
hot coffee made at the grocery store, and it was to be 
brought down at half-past nine. 

He arranged his party so that ali could get a good view 
of the door through which Huldy must corae. He stepped 
forward \vithin ten feet of the door and stood expectantly. 
Why this delay? Strout looked around at the party. There 
\vere Tilly James and Sam Hill; Cobb’s twins, and each 
brought a pretty girl; Robert Wood, Benjamin Bates, and 
Arthur Scates were equally well supplied; Lindy Putnarn, 
after much solicitation, had consented to come with Em- 
nıanuel Howe, the clergyman’s son, and he was in the 
seventh heaven of delight; Mandy stood beside Hiram 
and his bugle, and Saman-tha Green had Farmer Tomp- 
kins’s son George for escort. It was a real old-fashioned, 
dem*ocratic party. Clergymen’s sons, farmers’ sons, giriş 
that \vorked out, chore boys, farm hands, and an heiress to 
a hundred thousand dollars, met on a plane of perfect 
equality without a thought of caste, and to these avere soon 
to be added more farmers’ sons and daughters and the only 
son of a millionaire. 

“Just give them a cali,” said Strout, turning to Hiram, 
and the latter gave a blast on his bugle, which sent fingers 
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to the ears of his listeners. The handle of the door turned 
and opened and Huldy entered, her mother leaning upon 
her arm. 

They were greeted by hand clapping and cries of “Good 
evening” from the party, and ali eyes were fixed upon 
Strout, who stood as if petrified and gazed at the three %- 
ures that carne through the öpen door and stood belıind 
Huldy and her mother. Hamlet following the fleeting 
apparition on the battlements of the castle at Elsinore, 
Macbeth viewing Banquo at his feast, or Richard the Third 
gazing on the ghostly panorama of the murdered kings and 
princes, could not have felt weaker at heart than did Pro- 
fessor Strout when he saw the new-comers and realized 
that they were there by his express invitation. 

The members of the surprise party thought Strout had 
forgotten his speech, and cries of “Speech l” “Speech!” 
“Give us the speech!” fell upon his ear, but no words fell 
from his lips. It was a cruel blow, but no crueler than the 
unfounded stories that he had started and circulated about 
the town for the past three months. Those who had 
thought it was mean not to invite the Pettengills and Mr. 
Sawyer enjoyed his discomfiture and were the loudest in 
calling for a speech. 

The situation became somewhat strained, and Huldy 
îooked up to Quincy with an expression that seemed to say, 
How ar e we going to get out of this? 

Ouite a number of the party sa\v this look and immo- 
diately began calling out, “Mr. Sawyer, give us a speech!” 
“A speech from Mr. Sawyer!’ , 

Pluldy smiled and nodded to Quincy, and then there 
were loud cries of “Speech! “Speech!” and clapping of 
hands. 

Abner Stiles got up and gave his chair to Professor 
Strout, who sank into it, saying as he did so, “I guess it was 
the heat.” 
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Quincy stepped fonvard and bowing to Hmldy and theri 
to Mrs. Mason, ad’dressed the party in a low but clearly dis- 
tinct voıce. 

“Authorized by these ladies to speak for them, I desire 
to return sincere thanks for this manifestation of your re- 
gard for them. Your visit was entirely unexpected by Miss 
Mason and a great surprise to her. But it is a most pleas- 
ant surprise, and she desires me to thank you again and 
again for your kind tboughts and your good company this 
evening. She and her mother join lin giving you a most 
hearty welcome. They wish you to make yourselves at 
home and will do ali in their povver to make the evening a 
happy one and one long to be remembered by the inhab- 
itants of Mason’s Gömer. The inception of this happy 
event, I learn, is due to Professor Strout, who for some 
time, I understand, has been Miss Mason’s music teacher, 
and the ladies, whose ideas I am expressing, desire me to 
cali upon him to lake charge of the festivities and bring 
them to a successful close, as he is no doubt competent and 
\villing to do.” 

Quincy bowed loıw and retired behind the other members 
of the party. 

Quincy’s speech was greeted with cheers and more clap- 
ping of hands. Even Strout’s friends were pleased by the 
graceful compliment paid to the Professor, and joined in 
the applause. 

Strout had by this time fully recovered his equanimity. 
A chair was placed upon the kitchen table and Abner Stiles 
was boosted up and took his seat thereon. While he vvas 
tuning up his fiddle the Professor opened a package that 
one of the giriş handed to him and passed a pair of knitted 
woollen wristers to each îady in the company. He gave 
three pairs to Huldy, who in tum gave one pair to her 
mother and one to Alice. There were several pairs över, 
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as several giriş who had been expected to join the party had 
not come. 

“Now, Mrs. Mason,” said the Professor, “oould you 
kindly supply me with a couple of small baskets, or if not, 
with a couple of milk pans?” 

The Professor took one of the pans and Robert Wood 
the other. 

“The ladies wıill please form in line/* cried the Professor; 
which was done. “Now will each lady,” said the Professor, 
“as she marches between us, throw one \vrister in one pan 
and t’other wrister in the other pan? Give us a good, lively 
march, Abner/’ he added, and the music began. 

The procession passed between the upheld pans, one 
wrister of each pair thrown right and the other left, as it 
moved on. 

The music stopped. “Now, \vill the ladies please form 
in line again,” said the Professor, “and as they pass througîı 
each one take a wrister from the pan held by Mr. Wood.” 

The music started up again and the procession moved 
fonvard and the work of selection was completed. 

Again the music stopped. “Now will the gentlemen 
form in line, and as they march forward each one take a 
wrister from the pan that I hold,” said the Professor. 

Oııce more the music started up. The line was formed, 
the procession advanced, "Zekiel and Quincy bringing up 
the rear. As Quincy took the last wrister from the pan 
that the Professor held, the latter turned quickly away and 
beat a tattoo on the bottom of the pan with his knuckles 
and cried out, “Gentlemen will please find their partners. 
The wristers become the property of the gentlemen.” 

Then a wild rush took place. Screams of laughter were 
heard on every side, and it was fully five minutes before 
the excitement subsided, and in response to another tattoo 
upon the milk pan by the Professor, the couples, as ar- 
ranged by the hand of Fate, formed in line and marched 
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anound the great kitchen to the music of a sprightly march 
written by the Professor and called “The Wrister March / 7 
and respectfully dedicated to Miss Hulda Mason. This an- 
nouncement was made by Mr. Stiles from his elevated posh 
tion upon the kitchen table. 

The hand of Fa>te had acted somevvhat strangely. The 
Professor and Mandy Skinner stood side by side, as did 
’Zekiel Pettengill and Mrs. Mason. Lindy Putnam and 
Pluldy by a queer tvvist of fortune were mated with Cobb’s 
twins. 

But Fate did one good act. By chance Quincy and 
Alice stood side by side. She looked up at him and said to 
her partner, “What is your name, I cannot see your face?” 

“My name is Quincy / 7 said Sawyer in a low voice. 

“I am so gladP said Alice, leaning a little more heavily 
on his arm. 

“So am I,” responded Quincy ardently. 

After the procession had made several circuits of the 
great kitchen, Professor Strout gave a signal, and it broke 
up, each gentleman being then at liberty to seek the lady 
of his own ohoice. 

“What games shall we play fust? 7 ' asked Strout, taking 
the centre of the room, and looking round upon the com- 
pany with a countenance full of smiles and good nature. 

“Who is it?” “W'ho is it?’’ came from a dozen voices. 

“Âli right,” cried Strout; “that’s a very easy game to 
play. Now ali you ladıes git in a line and Fil put this 
one chair right front of yer. No<w ali the gentlemen must 
îeave the room except one. I suppose we can use the parlor, 
Mrs. Mason ? 77 

Mrs. Mason nodded her head in the affirmative. 

“Pil 7 tend door,” said Hıram; and he took his position 
accordingly. After the rest of the gentlemen had left the 
room, Hıram closed the door, and turning to Huldy said, 
“Shall I cali them, or will you?” 

“You cali them / 7 said Huldy. 
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“Got the handkerchief ready?” asked Hıram. 

Huldy swung a big red bandanna in the air. Opening 
ti door, Hdram called out in a loud voice, “Obadiah Strout.” 

As Strout walked towards the üne of young giriş they 
called out together, “Mister, please take a chair.” 

Strout sat down in a eh air. One of the giriş who had 
the bandanna handkerchief in her hand passed it quickly 
över his eyes and tied it firmly behind his head. Two of 
the giriş then stepped forward and each one taking one 
of his hands and extending it at right angles with his body 
held it firmly in their grasps. At the same instant his head 
\vas pulled back .by one of the giriş and a kiss \vas imprinted 
on his upturned mouth. 

“Who is it?” sereamed the giriş in unison. The holds on 
the ProfessoPs head and hands were released and he sat up- 
right in the chair. 

“I kinder guess it was Miss Huldy Mason,” said he. 

A loud laugh burst from the giriş, mixed with cries of 
“YouYe wrong!” “You ain’t right!” “You didnh get 
it!” “You’re out!” and similar ejaculations. 

The handkerchief -was taken from- his eyes and he was 
marehed to the left of the Hne of giriş, which ran length- 
v/ise of the kitehen. 

Abner Stiles was the next one called in, and he was sub- 
jected to the same treatment as had befalîen his prede*- 
cessor, but to the intense disgust of Professor Strout he saw 
Hiram Max\vell come on tiptoe from the parlor door, lean 
över and kiss Abner Stiles. The tlıought of course ran 
through his mind that he had been subjected to the same 
treatment. He was on the point of protesting at this way 
of conducting the game when the idea occurred to him 
that it would be a huge satisfaction to have that city chap 
subjected to the same treatment, and he decided to hold his 
peace. 

The next one called was ’Zekiel Pettengill, and he was 
treated in the same manner as the Professor and Abner had 
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been; but as Hıram leaned över t-o kiss him, ’ZekieFs foot 
slipped upon the floor and struck against Hiram’s, Hiram 
being in front of him. ’Zekiel then put up both of «his feet 
and kicked with them in such a way t hat Hiram \vas un' 
able t o approach him-. 

, ’Zekiel called out, “It’s Hiram Maxwell/’ and the room 
rang with the laughs and cries of the giriş. 

’Zekiel, lıaving guessed who it was, was marched off to 
the right of the line of giriş. 

Strout called out, “Let’s play something else,” but the 
sentiment of the oompany seemed to be that it wasn , t fair 
to the others not to give them a chance, so the game con- 
tinued. Quincy was the next one called, and to stili fur- 
ther increase the disgust of Strout and Abner, instead of 
Hiram leaving the door, as before, one of the giriş stepped 
out from the line, at a signal from Huldy, and kissed 
Quincy. He guessed that it was Miss Huldy M'ason, and 
was greeted wi*h the same cries that Strout had heard. He 
took his place at the left \vith the latter. 

Strout leaned över and whispered in Abner’s ear, “That 
\vas a put-up job. IHI get even with Hiram Maxwell before 
1 get through.” 

The game continued until ali the men had been called im 
With the exception of Emmanuel Howe, none of them 
were able to guess who it was. W«hen Emmanuel took 
his place by the side of ? Zekiel he confıded the fact to him 
that he guessed it was Miss Putnam on account of the per- 
ıfumery which he had noticed before he left the house with 
f her. 

After this game others folknved in quick succession. 
There were “Pillow,” “Roll the Cûver, 0 “Button, Button, 
^^ho’s Got the Button? ?> “Copenhagen,” and finally ‘Tost 
Office. ,> From ali of these games Alice begged to be ex- 
cused. She told the Professor that she was not bashful nor 
diffident, but that her eyesight was so poor that she knew 
she would detract from the pleasure of -the others if she 
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engaged in tlıe games. The Professor demurred at lirst, 
but said finally that her excuse was a good one. Then he 
turned to Abner and remarked that he supposed Mr. Saw* 
yer \vould ask to be exctısed next ’cause his girl \vasmt 
going to play. 

But Quincy had no sueh intenfcion. After leading Alice 
to a seat beside Mrs. Mason, he retumed to the company, 
and took part in every game, entering with -spirit and vi- 
vacity into each of them. He invented some forfeits that 
one girl objeeted to the 'forfeit exacted of her as being ali 
out of proportion to her offence, the matter \vas referred 
to Quincy. He said that he \vould remit the original forfeit 
and she could kiss him instead. But she objeeted, saying 
that forfeit \vas worse than the other one. This pleased 
Strout greatly, and he remarked to Abner, who kept as 
elose to him as the tail to a kite, that there was one girl 
in town who wasn’t afraid to speak her mind. 

The game of Post Office \vas the mest trving one to 
Quincy. Of his own free w ili he would not have called 
either Huldy or Lindy, but Strout and Abner and ali the 
rest of them had letters for both of these yotıng ladies. 
He was afraid that his failure to cali them out might lead 
to remark, as he knew that Strout and Abner and Robert 
Wood were vvatehing his aetions elosely. So, near the 
-middle of the game, when he had been called out, he had a 
letter from England for Mis s Lindy Put nam. 

As she raised her face to his for the kiss on the cheek 
that he gave her, she said, “I was afraid you had not for-f 
given me, after ali.” 

“Oh, yes, I have,” said Quincy, and carried away by the 
excitement of the occasion, he caught her again in his arms 
and gave her another kiss, this time upon the lips. 

At this instant Abner Stiles, who was tending door, 
opened it and called out, “Takes a long time to pay the 
postage on one letter!^ 

A little later Quincy was again called out, and this time 
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he had a letter from Boston for Miss Mason. He kissed 
her on the cheek, as he had done with Lindy. Huldy looked 
up with a laugh and said, “Were you as bashful as that 
with Mi'ss Putnam?” 

“Yes,” said Quıncy, “at first, but there was double post* 
age on her letter, the same as on yours.” And tbough 
Huldy tried to break away from him he caught her and* 
kissed her upon the Hps, as he had done to Lindy. 

Again Abner opened the door and cried out that the 
mails would close in one minute, and he’d better get the 
stamps ton that letter quick. 

Ali such good t-imes come to an end, and the signal for 
the close was the return of Deacon Mason from his visit to 
town. He was popular wi»th ali parties, and Stroutites, 
Anti-Stroutites, and neutrals ali gathered Yound him and 
said they were having a beautiful time, and could they have 
a little dance after supper? 

The Deacon said he didn’t know that dancing in itself 
\Vas so bad, for the Bible referred to a great many dances. 
“But/* said he, “I have ahvays been agin permiscuous danc- 
ıng.” 

“But we ain ? t permiscuous,said Tilly James. “We are 
ali friends and neighbors.” 

“Most ali,” said Strout; but his remark was unno-ticed 
by ali excepting Quincy. 

“Well, under the circumstanees, 5, concluded the Deacon, 
“I don't object to your finishing up with an old-fashioned 
reel, and mother and me mil jine in with you, so as to ooun- 
'tenance the perceedings.” 

The cali was now nıade for supper. A procession was 
again formed, each gentleman taking the lady who had 
accompanied him to the party. They ali filed into the 
dining-room and took their places around the long table. 
The most of them looked at its contents with surprise and 
delight. Instead of seeing only home-made cakes, and pies, 
and dishes of nuts, and raisins, and apples, that they had 
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expected, occupying the centre of the table, they gazed 
upon a large frosted cake, in the centre of \vhich arose w hat 
resembled the spi-re of a church, made of sugar and adorned 
with small American flags and streamers made cf various 
colored silk ribbons. Flanking /the centrepiece at each oor- 
ner were large dishes containing mounds of jelly cake, 
pound cake, sponge cake, and angel cake. On either side of 
the centrepiece, shaped in fancy moulds, were two large 
dishes of ice cream, a third full of sherbet, and the 
fourth one filled \vith frozen pudding. In the vacant spaces 
about the larger dishes were smaller plates containing the 
home-made pies and cake, and the apples, oranges, dates, 
figs, raisins, nuts, and candy taken from the pound packages 
brought by the members of the surprise party. Piled upon 
the table in beaps were the fifty boxes containing the souve- 
nir gifts that Quincy had ordered. 

As they-took their places about the -table, Quincy felt it 
incumbent upon him to say something. Turııing to the 
Pro-fessor he addressed him: 

“Professor Strout, I tlıink it is my duty to inform yon 
that I have made this little addition to the bountiful supper 
supplied by you and the members of this party, on belıalf 
of my friends, Mr. and Miss Pettengill, and myself. I 
trust that you will take as much pleasure in disposing of it 
as I have in sending it. In the language of the poet I 
\vould no w say, "Fail to and may good digestion wait on 
appetite!’ ” 

Quincy's speeoh was received \vith applause. The hot 
coffee had arrived and was soon circulating in cups, mtıgs, 
and tumblers. Evcrybody was talking to everybody else at 
the same time, and ali petty fueds, prejudices, and animosi 
ties were, apparently, forgotten. 

The young feîlows took the cue from Quincy, who, as 
soon as he had finished his little speech, began fiîling the 
plates with the good things provided, and passing -them to 
the ladies, and in a short time ali had been waited upon. 
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\Vhen both hungter and appetite had been safcisfied, Quîncy 
again addressed the company. 

“In those small paper boxes,” said he, “you will find 9ome 
little souvenirs, which you can keep to remind you of this 
very pleasant evening, or you can eat them and remembeî 
►how sweet they were.” A general laugh followed this re» 
mark. “ In making your selection,” continued Quincy,' 
“bear in mind that the 'boxes tied up with red ribbon are 
for the ladies, while those having blue ribbons are for the 
gentlemen.’’ 

A rush was made for the table, and almost instantly each 
member of the company became possessed of a souvenir 
and was busily engaged in untying the ribbons. 

Again Quincy’s voioe vvas heard above the tumult. 

“In each package/’ cried he, “will be found printed on a 
slip of paper a noetical selection. The poetry, like that 
found on valentines, is often very poor, but the sentiment 
is there just the same. In the city the plan that we foilow 
is to pass our ovvn slip to our left-hand neighbor and he oı 
she reads it.’’ 

This was too muclı for the Professor. 

“I don’t think,” said he, ‘"that \ve ought to foîler that 
style of dom* thıngs jest because they do it that way in the 
city. We are pretty independent in the country, like to do 
things our own way.” 

‘"Oh! it don’t make any difference to me,” said Quincy; 
"‘in the city when we get a good thing we are willing to 
slıare it with our partners or friends; you kno\v I said if 
you didn’t wish to keep your souvenir, you could eat it, and 
of course the poetical selection is part of the souvenir.” 

A peal of laughter greeted this sally, which rose to a 
shout when Strout took his souvenir out of the box. It 
proved to be a large sugar bee, very lifelike in appearance 
and having a little wad of paper rollcd up and tucked under 
one of the wings. 
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As Strout spread out the slip of paper with his fingers, 
Ioud cries of “Eat itP “Read it!’’ and “Pass it along!” 
came from the company. The Professor stood apparently 
undecided what course to pursue, \vhen Tilly James, who 
was standing at his left, grabbed it 'from his fingers, and 
running to the end of the table, stood beside young Hill 
with an expression that seemed to say, “This is tny young 
man, and I know he will protect me.” 

Loud cries of “Read it, Tilly!” came from ali parts of 
the table. 

“Not unless Professor Strout is willing,” said Tilly with 
mock humility. 

Ali eyes were turned upon Strout, who, seeing that he 
had nothing to gain by objecting, cried out, “Oh, go ahead; 
what do I çare about such ncnsense!” 

Tilly then read with much dramatic expression the fol* 
lowıng poetical effusion: 

“How does the wicked bumıblebee 
Employ the shining hours, 

İn stinging folks that he dislikes, 

Instead of sipping fîowers.” 

Another loud laugh greeted this; largely due to the 
comical expression on Tilly James’s face. vvlıich so far upset 
Quincy , s habitual gravity that he was obiiged to smile in 
spite of himself. 

If Strout felt the shot he did not betray it, but turned to 
Huldy, who stood at his right, and said, “Now, Miss Mason, 
let me read your poetry for you, as they do it in the city.” 

Huldy hesitated, holding the slip of paper betvveen her 
fingers, “Oh! that ain’t fair, v said Strout. “I’ve set you a 
good example, now you mustn't squeal. Come, walk right 
up to the trough.” 

‘Tm no pig,” protested Huldy. 

As Strout leaned över to take the paper he said in an 
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undertone, “No, you are a little dear;” whereat Huldy's 
lace flushed a bright crimsoıı. 

Strout cleared his voice and then read: 

“Come \vreathe your face wit'h smiles, my dear, 

A husband you’ll find \vithin the yea^/ ,, 

T his was greeted with laughter, cîapping of hands, and 
cries of “Who is it, Huldy?” 

The Professor looked at Huldy inquiringly, but she 
averted her eyes. He leanedover and said in an undertone, 
“May I keep this?” 

Huldy looked up and said in a tene that was heard by 
every one at the table,“I don’t çare; if you like it better than 
that one about the bumblebee you can have it.” 

The Professor then turned to Quincy and said, “Perhaps 
Mr. Sawyer will oblige the company by passing his poetry 
along, as they do it in the city.” 

Quincy answered quickly, “Why, certainly, and handed 
the slip to his left-hand neighbor, who chanced to be Miss 
Seraphina Cotton, who was the teacher in the public school 
located at Mason's Comer. 

She prided herself on her eîocutionary ability, and read 
the following with great expression: 

“Though wealth and fame fail to my lot, 

Fd much prefer a little cot, 

In which, apart from çare and strife, 

I*d love my children and my Tarife.” 

Strout laughed outright. 

“By the way, Mr. Sawyer,” said he, “have you seen any 
little cot round here that you’d swap your Beacon Street 
house for?” 

“Fve got my eye on some real estate in this town,” said 
Quincy, “and if you own it perhaps we can make a irade.” 
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’Zekiel Pettengill passed his slip to Lindy Putnanı; it ran 
thus: 


“ ‘An honest man’s the noblest work of God/ 

No nobler lives t'han he who tills the sod.” 

This was greeted with shout-s and cries of “Good for 
'ZekeP' while one of Cobb’s twins, who possessed a tlıin 5 
high voice, cried out, “He’s ali \vool and a yard wide.” 

This provoked more shoıtts and hand-clapping, and 
'Zekiel blushed İlke a peony. 

Lindy Putnam handed her slip to Quincy; he took in its 
meaning at a glance and looked at her inquiringly. 

Strout saw ı the glance and cried out, “Oh, come, now; 
don’t leave out nothin’; read it jist as it’s \vrit.” 

Lindy nodded to Quincy and he read: 

“There is no heart but hatlı some wish unfilled, 
There is no soul without some longing killed, 

With heart and soul work for thy heart’s desire, 

And turn not back for storm, nor flood, nor fire.” 

“This is gittin* quite tragic/* said Strout. “I guess we’ve 
had ali we \vant to eat and drink, and have listened to ali the 
bad poetry we want ter, and I move—” 

“Second the motion/’ cried Abner Stiles. 

“And I move,” continued Strout, “that we git back inter 
the kitchen, and have a lit'tle dance jist to slıak-e our sup- 
pers down.” 

After the conıpany retumed to the kitchen, Abner was 
agaın lifted to his elevated position on the kitchen table, 
and the fun began again. There was no doubt that in teli- 
ing stories Abner Stiles often drew the long bow, but it was 
equally true that he had no superior in Eastborough and 
vicınity on the violin, or the fiddle, as he preferred to cali it. 
He was now in his glory. His fiddle was tucked under his 
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chin, a red silk handkerchief \vith large yellow polka dots 
protecting the violin from injury from his stubbly beard 
rather than his chin from being injured by the instrument. 

After a few preliminary chords, Abner struck up the 
peculiar dance movement very popular in those days, called 
‘'The Cure. ,, As F prearranged, Hıram Maxwell and Mandy 
Skinner ran to the centre of the room and began singing 
the words belonging to the dance. Abner gradually in* 
creased the speed of the melody, and the singers conformed 
tbereto. Faster and faster the music went, and higher and 
lıigher the dancers jumped until the ceiling prevented any 
further progress upvvard. They Ieaned forvvard and back- 
•vvard, they Ieaned from side to side, but stili kept up their 
mono'tonous leaps into the air. Finally, when almost ex- 
hausted, they sank into chairs hastily brought far them, 
amid the applause of the party. 

Quincy had seen the dance at the city theatres, but ac- 
knowledged to himself that the country version was far 
ahead of the city one. At the same time it seemed to İlim 
that the dance savored of barbarism, and he recalled pic- 
tures and stories of Indian dances where the participants 
fell to the ground too weak to rise. 

‘T put my right hand in,^ called out one of the fellows. 
Cries of “Oh, yes, that's it!” came from the company, and 
they arranged themselves in two rows, facing each other 
and runn-ing the length of the long room. They were in 
couples, as they came to the party. Abner played the 
melody on his violin, and the fellows and giriş sang these 
words: 


W I put my right hand in, 

I put my right hand out, 

I give my right h'and a shake, shake, shake. 

And I turn myself about.” 

As they sang the last line they did turn themselves about 
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so many times t hat it seemed a \vonder to Quincy, who was 
an amused spectator, how they kept upon their feet. 

Seeing that one of tlıe young ladies in the line was with- 
out a partner, Quincy took his place beside her and joined 
in the merriment as heartily as the rest. Tlıen followed ali 
the changes of “I put my left hand in, ,? “I put my right 
foot in,” “I put my left foot in, ,? and so on until the \vhoîe 
party was nearly as much exhausted as Hiram and Mandy 
had been. 

At this moment the door leading to the parlor opened 
and Deacon Mason entered, accompanied by his wife. 
They \vere greeted with shouts of laughter. Quincy looked 
at them with astonishment, and had it not been for their 
familiar faces, which they had not tried to disguise, he 
\vould not have recognized them. 

Out of compliment to their guests, the Deacon and his 
wife had göne back to the days of their youth. Probably 
from some old chest in the garret each had resurrected a 
costume of fifty years before. They advanced into the 
room, smiling and bo\ving to the deligbted spectators on 
either side. They went directly to Abner, and the latter 
bent över to hear \vhat the Deacon whispered in his ear. 
The Deacon then went to Strout and whispered something 
to him. 

Strout nodd.'ed, and turning to the com-pany said, “As 
it , s now half past ’leven and most time for honest folks to 
be abed and rogues a runnİn’, out of compliment to Miss 
Huldy’s grandpa and grandma, vvho have honored us with 
their presence this evenin , ) we will close these festivities 
\vith a good oîd-fashioned heel and toe Virginia reel. 
Let 'er go, Abner, and keep her up till ali the fiddle strİngs 
are busted.” 

Like trained soldiers, they sprang to their places. Quincy 
and his partner took places near the end of the line. He 
explained to her that he had never danced a reel, but 



1 1 


THE DEACON AND HİS WIFE LED OFF. 








THE SURPRISE PARTY. 


249 


thought he could easily learn from seeing the others, and 
he told her that when their turn came she need not fear 
but that he vvould do his part. 

The Deacon and his vvife led off, and their performance 
caused great enthusiasm. Sam Hill was not a good da.ncer, 
*&o he resigned Miss Tilly James to Professor Strout. Miss 
'James vvas a superb dancer, and as Quincy looked at her 
his face shovved his appreciation. 

His partner saw the glance, and looking up to him said, 
“Don’t you wish you could dance as vve.ll as that?” 

“I wish I could,” said Quincy. “I have no doubt yon 
can/’ he added, looking at his partner’s rosy face. 

‘^ell,” said she, “you do the best you can, and Pil do 
the same.’ J 

Professor Strout and Tilly did findy, and their perform« 
ance gained them an enoore, which they granted. One by 
one the couples vvent under the arch of extended arms, 
and one by one they shovved their Terpsichorean agılity 
on the kiıtchen floor, över vvhich Mandv Skinner had 
thoughtfully sprinkled a handful of house sand. 

At last came the turn of Quincy and his little partner, 
vvhose name was unknovvn to hirn. He observed the grace 
vvith which she vvent through the march, and vvhen the 
dance came he vvished he could have stood stili and! 
vvatched her. Instead, he entered vvith his whole soul into 
the dance, and at dts conciusion he was astonished to hear 
the burst of applause and cheers that fell upon his ears. 

! “Come along! ?î said his partner, and taking him by the 
hand she drew him back through the arch, and the dance 
was repeated. 

Three times in succession vvas this done in response to 
enthusiastic applause, and Quincy vvas beginning to think 
that he vvould soon fail in his tracks. He had no idea that 
any such fate vvould befall his partner, for she seemed equal 
to an Indefinite number of repetitions. 
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But, as has been said before, to ali good things an end 
must come at last, and when the old-fashioned Connecticut 
clock on the mantelpiece clanged out the midnight hour, as 
ıf by magic a hush came över the company and the jollities 
came to an end. Then followed a rush for capes, and coats, 
and jackets, and shawls, and hats. Then came good-byes 
and good-nights, and then the giriş ali kissed Huldy and 
her mother, wished them long life and happiness, \vhile 
their escorts stood quietly by thinking of the pleasant 
homeward trips, and knowing in their hearts that they 
should treasure more the pressure of the hand or the single 
good-night kiss yet to come than they did the surprise 
party kisses that had been theirs during the evening. 

Mrs. Mason and ’Zekiel had prepared Alice for her 
homeward trip. Quincy took occasion to seek out his part¬ 
ner in the reel to say good niglıt, and as he shook hatıds 
with her he said, “Would you consider me rude if I asked 
your name and who taught you to dance?” 

“Oh! no,” she replied; u my name is Bessie Chisholm. I 
teaoh the dancing school at Eastborough Centre, and Mr. 
Stiles ahvays plays for me.” 

“Is he going to see you home to-night?” asked Quincy. 

“Oh! no,” said she; “I came wiıth my brother. Here, 
Sylvester,” cried she, and a smartdooking, country fello\v, 
apparently /about twenty-one years of age, came towards 
them. “Pm ready,” said Bessie to hini, and then, turning 
to Quincy, “Mr. Sawyer, make you acquainted \vith my, 
brother, Sylvester Chisholm.” 

“Ah, you know my name,” said Quincy. 

“I guess everybody in Eastborough knows who you are,” 
retorted she with a toss of her lıead, as she took her broth- 
er’s arm and vvalked a\vay. 

Hıram had brought Vound the Pettengill sleigh from the 
bam. ’Zekiel, Alice, Qtıincy, and Mandy were the last of 
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the party to leave. Ouincy took his old place beside Alice, 
wlıile Mandy sat on the front seat with ’Zekiel. 

It was a beautiful moonlight night and the ride home was 
a most enjoyable one. 

“I am so-rry,” said Quincy to Alice, “that you could not 
tak e part in more of the garnes. I enjoyed tlıem very 
ınuch.” 

‘‘Oh, Mrs. Mason kept me informed of your actions, ,, 
said Alice with a laugh. 

Halfway to Hill’s grocery they passed the Professor and 
Abner walkiııg home to Mrs. Hawkins , s boarding house. 
They called out, “Good night and pleasant dreaims, ? ’ and 
drove rapidly on. In the Square a number of the party 
had stopped to say good night again before taking the 
various roads that diverged from it, and another inter- 
change of “Good nights” followed. 

When Strout and Abner reaohed the Square it was de- 
serted. There was no ligbt shining in the boarding house. 
The kerosene îamps and matches w>ere on a table in the 
front entry. Strout lighted his lamp and went upstairs. 
Strout’s room was one fiight up, while Abner’s was up t\vo. 
As they reached Strout’s room he said, “Come in, Abner, 
and vvarm up. Comin’ out of that bot room into this cold 
air bas given me a chill.” He went to a closet and brought 
out a bottle, a small pitcher, and a couple of spoons. “Have 
some rum and molasses, nothin’ better for a cold. ,? 

They mixed their drinlcs in a couple of tumblers, \vhich 
Strout found in the closet. Then he took a couple of cigars 
from his pocket and gave one to Abner. They drank and 
smoked for some time in silence. 

At last Abner said, “How are you satisfied \vith this 
evenin’s perceedin’s?” 

“Wall, ali things considered, ,, said Strout, “I think it was 
the most successful party ever given in this ’ere town, if I 
did do it.” 
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“That"s so,"" responded Abner sententiously. “Warn"i 
you a bit struck up when that city feller oome in?’" 

“Not a bit/’ said Strout. “You know when I come back, 
you see it was so cussed hot, yer know I said it was the 
heat, but I knew tbey wuz tbere. Mrs. Mason told me.” 

“Did she?"" asked Abner, \vith wide-opened eyes. “I 
thought it was one on you.*" 

“When I went down to the road before the bugle \vas 
blovvrı,"" said Strout, “Mrs. Mason told me thev \vas there. 
You see, Huldy dıdn’t suspect nothin" about the party and 
so slıe asked them över to te a. She sorter expected they 
would go right after tea, but they got singin" songs and 
tellin" stories, and Huldy sa\v they had come to stay."’ 

“But,"" said Abner, “that city feller must have known 
ali about it aforehand or how could he git that cake and 
frozen stuff down from Bosting so quick?’" 

“Didn"t you say,"" said Strout, “that you seen them going 
över to Eastborough Centre about five o’clock?"" 

“Yes,"" replied Abner, “but how did he know wheıı it 
was? Some one /must have told lıirn, I guess.’" 

*‘There aretimes, Abner Stiles,*" exclaimed Strout, “when 
you are too almighty inquisitive."" 

“Wall, I only wanted to know, so I could teli the truth 
when folks asked me,"" said Abner. 

“Tlıat’s ali right,"" said Strout. “Cuddent you guess who 
told him? "T\vas that Hiram Maxwell. I’ve been pumping 
him about the city chap, and of course, I"ve had to teli him 
somethin" for swaps. But to-morrow when I meet him 
Bil teli him I don"t want anythin" more to do with a tittle- 
tattle tell-tale like him,’" 

“What d’ye think of that pome "bout the bumblebee?"" 
drawled Abner. 

“Oh, that was a put-up job,"" said Strout. 

- “Ho\v could that be?"" asked Abner, “when you took it 
out of your own box?"" 
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“Well,” rejoined Strout, “beli find I-m the wustest kind 
of a bumıblebee if he stirs me up much more. When my 
dander’s up a hornet’s nest ainl a patch to me. v 

“I kinder fancied,” confcinued Abner, “that the reason 
he had tbem fancy boxes sent down was because he sorter 
thought our pound packages would be rather omary.” 

“I guess you’ve hit it bout <r*ight,” remarked Strout; 
“tlıem city swells would cheat their tailor so as to make a 
splurge and show how much money theyVe got. I guess 
he thought as how I’d never seen ice cream, but I showed 
him I knevv ali about it. I eat three sassersful iriysek.” 

“I beat you on that,” said Abner; “I eat a sasserful of 
each kind.” 

As Abner finished speaking he emptied his glass and 
then reached fonvard for the bottle in order to replenish 
it. Strout’s glass was also empty, and being much nearer 
to the bottle than Abner w-as, he had it in his possession 
before Abner could reach it. When he <put it down again 
it was beyond his companion’s reach. Abner tumed sorne 
molasses into his tumbler, and then said, “Don’t you think 
’twas purty plucky of that city feller to come to our party 
to-night?” 

“No, I donl,” said Strout, “he jest sneaked in \vith ’Zeke 
Pettengill and his sister. Heli find o ut that Pm no slouch 
here in Eastborough. When I marry the Deacon’s daughter 
and git the Deacon’s money, and am elected tax cbllector 
agin, and buy the grocery store, and I’m app’inted post- 
master at Mason’s Corner, hell diskiver that it’s harder 
fightin’ facts like them than it is Bob Wood’s fists. I kinder 
reckon there won’t be anybody that won’t take off their 
hats to me, and there \von’t be any doubts as to who runs 
this ’ere town. That city feller’s health will improve right 
off, and heTİ go up to Boston a wiser man than when he 
come down.” 

“That* s so,” remarked Abner; and as he spoke he stood 
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up as if toemphasize his words. Before he sat down, how* 
ever, -he reached across the table for the bottle, but again 
Strout \vas too quick for him. 

“I was only goin* to drink yer health an’ success to yer / 9 
said Abner. 

^Ali right,” said Strout, “make it half a glass and I’îl 
jine yer A 

Tlıe two men clinked their glasses, drank, and smacked 
their îips. 

“If you don’t go to bed no w you vvoıı’t git up till to~ 
morrer, ? ’ said the Professor. 

''Yer mean ter-day/’ chuckled Abner, as he got up and 
walked 'round to the other side of the table, wlıere he had 
lef t h-is lamp. 

'‘I guess,” remarked Strout, “Pil have some more bre. 
I ain’t goin’ to bed jest yet. Pve got some heavy thinkin’ 
to dio.’’ 

While he \vas upon his knees arrangıng tlıe wood, start- 
ing up the embers with the bellovvs, Abner reached across 
the table and got «possession of his tumbler, from which he 
had fortunately removed the spoon. Grasping the bottle 
he filled it to the brim and tossed it down in three big 
swallows. As he replaced the tumbler on the table, Strout 
turned round. 

“There was ’bout a spoonful left in the bottom of my 
tumbler,” said Abner, apologetiıcally. “Them tlıat drinks 
last drinks best/* said he, as he took up his lamp. “I guess 
that nightcap won’t hurt me,” he muttered to himself as he 
stumbled up the fiight of stairs that led to his room. 

The fire bumed briglıtly and Strout resumed his seat 
and drew the bottle towards him. He lifted it up and 
looked at it. 

“The skunk!” said he half aloud; “a man that’ll steal 
rum \vill lıook money next. Wall, it won’t be many days 
before that city chap will buy his return ticket to Boston. 
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Then I sha’n’t have any further use for Abner. Let me 
see,’* he soliloquized, “what IVe got to do to-morrer? Git 
the Deacon’s money at ten, propose to Huldy ’bout lıalf 
past, git home to dinner at twelve, buy the grocery store 
’bout quarter-past three; that’ll be a pretty good day’s 
work V 9 

Then the Professor mixed up a nightcap for himseif and 
was soon sleeping soundly, regardless of the broad smıle 
upon the face of the Man in the Moon, who looked down 
upon the town with an expression that seemed to indicate 
that he considered himself the biggest man kı it. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 


TOWN POLITICS. 

A T thetablenextmorningthe conversation was ali about 
the surprise party. The Cobb tvvins declared that 
without exception it was the best party that had ever been 
given at Mason’s Gorner, to tlıeîr knowledge. 

After breakfast Quincy told Ezekiel that he was going 
över to Eastborough Centre that morning; in fact, he should 
like the single borse and team for the the next three days, 
as he had considerable business to attend to. 

He drove first to the office of the express company; but 
to his great disappointment he was informed that no pack- 
age had arrived for hini- on the morning train. Thinking 
that possibly some explanation of the failure of the bank 
to comply wiith his wishes might have been sent by mail, 
he went to the post office; there he found a letter from the 
cashier of his bank, informing him that he had taken the 
liberty to send him enelosed, instead of the five hundred 
dollars in biliş, his own clıeck certified for thalt amount, and 
stated that the loca1 bank would undoubtedly cash the 
same for him. 

As he turned to leave the post office ıhe met Sylvester 
Chisholm. Quincy greeted the young man pleasantly, and 
asked him if he were in business at the Centre. Sylvester 
replied that he was the compositor and local newsman on 
the ''Eastborough Expres'S, ,, a weeklv newspaper issued 
every Friday. The bank beinglocated in the same buılding, 
Quincy drove him över. Sylvester asked Quincy if he 
would not step in and look at their office. Quincy did so. 
A man about thirty years of age arose from a ch'air and 
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stepped forward as they cntered, saying, “Hello, Chisholm, 
I have been waiting nearly half an hour for you.” 

“Mr. Appleby, Mr. Sawyer,” said Sylvester, introducing 
the two men. 

“Mr. Appleby occupies a similar position otı the *Mon- 
trose MessengeP to the one that I hold on the ‘Eastbor- 
ough Express/ ” said Sylvester, by way of explanation to 
Quincy. “We exchange items; that is, he supplies me with 
items relating to Montrose that are supposed to be inter- 
esting to the inhabitants of Eastborough, and I return the 
compliment. Here are your items,said Sylvester, passing 
an envelope to Mr. Appleby. 

Mr. Appleby seemed to be in great haste, and with a 
short “Good morning” left the office. 

“He is a ^great friend of Professor Strout’s,” renıarked 
Sylvester. 

“You speak as though you were not/* said Quincy. 

“Well,” replied Sylvester, “I used to think a good deal 
more of him at one time than I do now, not on account of 
anything that he has done to me, but I do not think he has 
treated one of my dearest friends just right. Did you hear 
anything, Mr. Sawyer, about his being engaged or likely 
to be engaged to Deacon Mason’s daughter, Huldy?” 

Quincy looked at Sylvester and then laughed outright 

“No, I haven’t heard of any such thing,” he replied, 
“and considering certain information that I have in my 
mind and which I know to be corredt, I do not think I ever 
slıall.” 

“Will you teli me what that information is?” asked Syl¬ 
vester. 

“Well, perhaps I -mil/’ said Quincy, “if you \vill inform 
me why you wish to know. ,? 

“Well, the fact is,” remarked Sylvester, “that for quite a 
while Professor Strout and my sister Bessie, whom you savv 
last night at the party and with whom you danced, kept 
oompany together, and everybody över here to the Gentre 
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thought that they would be engaged and get married oııe 
of these days; but since that concert at the Town Hail, 
where you sang, a change of mind seems to have come över 
the Professor, and he has not seen my sister except when 
they met by accident. She thinks a good deal of him stili, 
and although the man has done me no harm personally, of 
course I do not feel very good toward the fellovv who makes 
my sister feel unhappy.” 

“Now,” said Quincy, “\vhat I aın going to say I am 
going to teli you for your personal benefit and not for pub- 
lication. I happen to know that Miss Huldy Mason is em 
gaged definitely to Mr. Ezekiel Pettengill, and has been 
for some time. Now, promise me not to put that in your 
paper.” 

“I promise/’ said Sylvester, “unless I obtain the same in» 
formation from some other source.” 

“Ali right,” rejoined Quincy, and shaking hands \vith 
the young man he crossed the passagevvay and went into 
the bank. 

He presented his certified check, and the fitve hundred 
dollars in biliş were passed to him, and he placed them in 
his inside coat pocket. He was turning to leave the bank 
\vhen he met Deacon Mason just entering. 

“Ah, Deacon,” said he, “have you come to draw some 
money? I think I have just taken ali the bank biliş they 
have on hand.” 

“I hope not,” said the Deacon, “I kinder promised some 
one that I’d be on hand about noon to-day \vith five hundred 
’dollars that he wants to use on a business matter this after* 
noon/ 7 

Quincy took the Deacon by the arm and pulled him one 
side, out of hearing of any other person in the room, 

“Say, Deacon Mason, I am going to ask you a question, 
\vhich, of course, you can answer or not, as you see fit; but 
if this business matter tums out to be what I think it is, I 
may be able to save you considerable trouble ,r 


TOWX POLITICS. 


250 

*‘I don’t tbink you would ask me any question that I 
ought not to answer,’’ replied the Deacon, glancing up at 
Quincy with a siy look în hi's eye and a sliglıt smile on his 
face. 

“Well,” continued Quincy, “are you going to îet Strout 
have that money to pay down on account of the grocery 
s töre?” 

“Why, yes,” -said the Deacon, “I guess you have hit it 
ftbout right. Strout seemed to think that there warn’t 
any doubt but what he could get the store, but as he said 
the town derk was willing to endorse his note, I came över 
here last night just on purpose to find that out. I kinder 
thought I was perfectly safe in letting him have the money.” 

“Oh, you \vould be ali right, Deacon, financially, if the 
town derk or any other good man endorsed his note; but 
you see Strout won’t need the >money. I happen to know 
of another man that is going to bid on that grocery store. 
How much money do you think Strout can command; hovv 
high will he bid?” 

“Well, he told me,” the Deacon answered, “that he had 
parties that would back him up to the extent of two thou* 
saııd dollars, and this five hundred dollars that I \vas goin J 
to lend him would make t\venty-five hundred, and he had 
şort o ? figured that the whole place, including the land and 
buildings and stock, warn’t wuth any more than that, and 
that Benoni Hill would be mighty glad to get such a good 
offerd* 

“That's ali right,” said Quincy, “but I happen to know 
ı man that’s going to bid on that grocery store and he will 
have it if he has to bid as high as five thousand dollars, and 
he is ready to put down the solid cash for it without any 
notes.” 

The Deacon glanced up at Ouincy, and the siy look in his 
eye was more pronounced than ever, while the smile on his 
face very much resembled a grin. 

“I guess it must be some outside feller that is a-going to 
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buy it then,” said the Deacon, “far I don’! believe thcre is 
a man in Eastborough that would put up five thousand dol- 
lars in cold cash for that grocery store, unless he consid- 
ered that he was paying for something besides groceries 
when he bought it. ,? 

“Well, I don’t thınk, Deacon/’ continued Quincy, “that 
we need go further into particulars; I think we understand 
each other; ali is, you come up to the auction this afternoon, 
and îf the place is knocked down ıto Strout I will let you 
have the five hundred dollars that I have here in my pocket; 
besides, it wculd have been poor business policy for you to 
let him have the money on that note before the sale; for 
if the store was not sold to him you could not get back your 
money until the note became dued" 

“That’s so,” assented the Deacon. “Well, Fve got to 
get home, cuz I promısed to meet him by twelve o’clock.” 

“So have I,” said Quincy, “for I have got to see the man 
\vho is going to buy the grocery store and fix up a fevv busi- 
ness matters with lıiım.” 

Both men left the bank and got into .their respective 
teams, which were standing in front of the building. 

“Which road are you going, Deacon?” asked Quincy. 

“Waal, I guess, for appearance’s sake, Mr. Sawyer, you 
betler go on the straıght road, while Fil take the curved 
one. Yer know the curved one leads right up to my barn 
door. ,J 

“Yes, I know,” said Quincy, “I found that out last 
night;” and thetwo men parted. 

Quincy made quick time on his homewand trip. As he 
neared the Pettengill house he saw Cobb’s twins and Hiranı 
standing in front of the bam. He drove up and threw the 
reins to Bili Cobb, saying, “I sha'll vvant the team again 
right after dinner;” and turning to Hiram, he said, “Come 
<îown to Jacob’s Parlor, I \vant to have a little talk wi<th 
you.” 

They entered the large wood-shed that Ezekiel's father 
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had called by the quaint name just referred to, and took 
theiîr old seats, Quincy in the armchair and Hiram on the 
chopping block facing him. Hiram looked towards the 
stove and Quincy said, “Iit is not very cold this morning, I 
don’t think \ve shall need a fire; besides, what I have got to 
say will take but a short time. Now, young man/’ coa 
tinued he, “how old did you say you were?” 

“I am about thirty,” replied Hiram'. 

“You are about thirty?” repeated Quimcy, “and yet you 
are satisfied to stay with Deacon Mason and do his odd jobs 
for about ten dollars a month and your board, I suppose.” 

“Well, he isn’t a mean man/’ said Hiram, “he gives me 
ten dollars a month and my board, and two suits of dothes 
a year, including slıoes and hats.” 

“Have you no ambition to do any better?” asked Quincy. 

“Ambition?” cried Hiram-, “why I’m full of it. Tve 
thought of more than a dozen diifferenıt kinds of business 
that I would like to go into and work day and night to 
make my fortune, but what can a feller do if he hasn’t any 
Capital and hasn’t got any hacken” 

“Well, the best thing that you can do, Hiram, is to find a 
partner; that’s what people do when they have no money; 
they look around and find somebody who has.” 

“You mean/’ said Hiram, “that I’ve got to look ’round 
and find some one who has got some money, vvho’s wiliin’ to 
let me have part of it. There’s lots of fellers in Eastbor- 
ough that have got money, but they hang to it tighter’n the 
bark to a tree.’’ 

“And yet,” said Quincy, “a man like Obadiah Strout 
can go around this town and get parties to back him up to 
the extent of twenty-five hundred dollars.” 

“Yes, I know,” answered Hiram, “but he oouldn’t do 
that if the parties didn’t have a mortgage on the place, and 
o’ oourse if Strout can’t keep up his payments they’ll grab 
the store and get the hull business. I happen to know that 
one of the parties that’s goin’ to put his name on one oi 
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Strout’s notes said quietly to another party that told a 
[eller that I heerd it from that it wouldıft be more’n a year 
afore he’d be ninnin’ that grocery store himself.” 

“Well, Hiram Maxwell, Pve got sorne moııey that I am 
not using just now. You know that I’ve got quite a large 
account to settle with that Professor Strout, and I can af- 
ford to pay pretty handsomely to get even with him, Now 
do you think if you had that grocery store that you could 
make a success of it?” 

“Could I?’’ cried Hiram, “\vaal, I know I could. I know 
every man, woman, and child in this town, and there isn’t 
one of them that’s got anythin’ agin me that I knows of.” 

“TM back you up/’ said Quincy, “but Fve got something 
against you, and I wilî not agree to put my money into that 
store unftil you expîain to me something that you told me 
several weeks ago-. I don’t say but that you told me the 
truth as far as it went, but you didn’t teli me the whole 
truth, and that’s what I find fault with you for.” 

Hiram’s eyes had dilated, and he looked at Ouincy with a 
wild glance of astonishment. Could he believe his ears? 
Here was this young man, a millionaire’s son, saying that 
he would have backed him up in business but for the fact 
that he had told him a wro>ng story. Hiram scratched his 
head and looked perplexed. 

“True as I live, Mr. <Sawyer, I don’t nemember ever 
tellin’ you a lie since Fve knovvn yer. I may have added 
a little somethin’ to somc of my stories that I have brought 
inter yer, jest to make them a litstle more interestin’, and 
p’r’aps ter satisfy a little pussonal spite that I might have 
agin some o’ the parties that I \vas tellin’ yer about, but I 
know as welFs Fm sfcandin’ here that I never told yer 
nothin’ in the \vay of a lie to work yer any injury. Yotı’ve 
ahvus treated me vrhite, and if there’s one thing that Mandy 
Skinner says she can’t abear, it’s a man that telis lies.” 

“Then,” remarked Quincy with a smile, “you think a 
good deal of Mî s s Mandy SkinnePs opinion?” 
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“I ain't never seen any girl whose opinion I think more 
of,’’ answered Hıram. 

“Dİd you ever see. any girl thaıt you thought more of?’ 5 
continued Quıncy. 

“Waal, I guess it’s an öpen secret Yound town,” said 
Hıram, “that Td marry her quicker’n ligıbtmn , , if she’di 
have me.” 

“YVell, why won’t she have you?’' persisted Quıncy. 

“That’ s easy to alıver/' said Hiram. “You stated th*e 
sitııation purty plainly yourself when you counted up my 
inoome, ten doflars a monıth and my food and two suits of 
clothes. How could I pervide for Mandy out o 9 
that?” 

“YVell,” asked Quincy, “supposing I bougbt that grocery 
store for you and you got along well and made money. 
Do vou think Mandy would consent to become Mrs. Max* 
well?” 

“I can’t say for sure, Mr. Sawyer, but I think Miss Mandy 
Skinner would be at a loss for any good reason for Tefrişin’ 
me, in case what you jest talkeri about oome to pa ss,* said 
Hiram. 

“Now,” proceeded Quiney, “we will settle that little mat* 
ter that I referred to a short time ago. You remember you 
were telling me your war experiences. You said you were 
never slıot, but that you vvere hit with a fence rail at the 
battle of Cedar Mountain 

“YVaal, I guess if you git my \var record you will find 
î dtidn’t teli yer any lie about that.” 

“Well, no,” said Quincy, “that’s ali right; but why didn’t 
you teli me that on one occasion, when the captain of your 
company was shot dowtı, together with half the attacking 
force, that you took his body on your back and bore him 
off the field, at the same time sounding the retreat with 
your bugle? Why didn’t you teli me that on tvvo separate 
occasions, when the coîor sergeants of your company were 
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shot and the flag fell from their grasp, that you ıtook the 
flag and bore it fonvard, sounding the charge, uııtil you 
were relieved of your double duty? In other words, when 
there were so many good things that you could say for 
yourself, \vhy didn’t you say tirem?” 

Hıram thougbt for a moment and tiren he said, “Waal, 
I didn’t think that I had any right to interduce outside mat» 
ters not connected with what we were talkin’ about. You 
asked nıe if Td ever been slrot, and I told yer how I got 
hit; but I didn’t consider the luggin’ the cap’n off the field 
or h’istin’ Old Glory, when there wasn’t anybody else to 
attend to it jest that minute, come under the lıead of bein’ 
shot.” 

Quincy laughed outright and extended his hand, which 
Hiram took. Quincy gave it a hearty shake and said, 
“Hıram, I think you’re ali right. I’ve decided to buy that 
grocery store for you for two reasons. The first is that 
you have served me iveli; Mandy has been very kind and 
attentive to me, and I want to see you both prosper and be 
happy. My seeond reason relates to the Professor, and, 
of course, does not need any explanation, so far as you’re 
concerned. Now, you go up to the house, put on your best 
süit of clothes, teli the Deacon that I want your oompany 
this afternoon; I ıvfll drive up your ıvay about two o’clock, 
and we will go to the auction.” 

While these events vvere taking place, others, perhaps 
equally interersting, were transpiring in another part of 
Mason’s Corner. The Professor had not arisen unti'l late„ 
but ten o’clock found him dressed in his best and survey- 
ing his personal appearance with a pleased expression. He 
felt that this was a day big with the fate of Professor Strout 
and Mason’s Corner! 

Wthen he left Mrs. Hiaıvkins’s boarding house he went 
straight to Deacon Mason’s. 

“Is the Deacon in?” he asked, as pleasant-faced Mrs c 
Mason ouened the door. 
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“No, he has göne över to the Centre. He saidi he’d got 
to go to the bank to get some money for somebody, but 
that he’d be back ’tween ’leven and twelve.” 

“Oh, that’s ali right,” said Strout, stepping inside the 
door; “is Mdss Huldy in?” 

“Yes, she’s in the parlor; she \vent in to practise on her 
music lesson, but I guess she’s reading a book instead, for 
I haven’t heard the piana since she went in half an hour 
a^o.” 

“Waal, Fil step in and have a little chat with her whilst 
I’m waiting for the Deacon,” said the Professor; “but you 
just let me know as soon as the Deacon comes, won’t you, 
Mrs. Mason?” 

Mrs. Mason repîied that she would, and the Professor 
opened the parlor door and stepped in. 

“Oh, good moming, Miss Mason,” said the Professor; “I 
hope I see you enjoying your usual good health after last 
evening’s excitement.” 

Huldy arose and shook hands with the Professor. 

“Oh, yes/’ said she, “I got up a little lale this morning, 
but I never felt better in my life, it was very kind of 
you, Mr. Strout, and of my other friends, to show your ap- 
preciation in such a pleasant manner, and I shall never for- 
get your kindness.” 

“Waal, you know, I’ve always takeıı a great interest in 
you, Miss Mason.” 

“I know you have in my singing,” answered Huldy, “and 
I know that I have improved a great deal since you have; 
been giving me lessons.” f 

“But I don’t refer vvholly to your singin’,” said the Pro¬ 
fessor. 

“Oh, you mean my playing,” remarked Huldy. “Well, 
I don’t know that I shall ever be a brilliant performer on 
the piano, but I must acknowledge that you have been the 
cause of my improving in that respect also.” 

“Waaî, I don’t mean,” continued the Professor, “jest 
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your singin’ and your playin’. I’ve been interested in yon 
as a whole.” 

“I don’t exactly see w hat you mean by that, Mr. Strout, 
untess yon mean my ability as a housekeeper. I am afraid 
if you ask my mother, she will not give me a very flattering 
recommendarion.” 

“01ı, you know enough about housekeepin’ to satisfy 
me,’’ said tlıe Professor. 

Huldy by this time divined what was on the Professor’s 
mind; in fact, she had kno\vn it for some time, but had as- 
sured herself that he \vould never have the courage to put 
his hints, and suggestions, and allusions, into an actuai de- 
claration. So she replied with some asperity, “What made 
you thınk I was looking for a situatîon as housekeeper?” 

“Oh, nothin’,” said he, “I wasn’t thinkin’ anythm’ about 
what I thought you thought, but I vvas a-thinkin’ about 
somethin’ that I thought myself.” 

Huldy looked up inquiriııgly. 

“What wou’îd you say/’ asked the Professor, “if I told 
you that I thought of getrin’ married?” 

“Well,’’ replied Huldy, “I think my first quesrion \vould 
be, 'have you asked her?’ ” 

“No, I haven’t yet,” said the Professor. 

“Weli, then, my advice to you,” continued Huldy, “is 
don’t delay; if you do perhaps some other fellow may ask 
her first, and she may consent, not kmnving that you think 
so much of her.” 

“Wel!, Pve thought of that,” said the Professor. “I 
guess you’re right. What would you say,” continued he, 
“if I told you that i had asked her?” 

“Well, I should say,” answered Huldv, “that you told 
me only a minute or two ago that vou lıadn’t.” 

“YVeİî, I hadn’t then,” said the Professor. 

“I don’t realîy see how you have had anv chance to ask 
her, as you say you have,” remarked Huldy, “in the short 
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Öme that has passed since you said yon h&dn’t. I am 
not very quick at seeing a joke, Professor, out p’Paps 
I can understand what you mean, if you wili teli m*e when 
you asked her. and where you asked her t o marry yon.’' 

“Just now! Right here!’’ criedthe Professor; and before 
Huldy could interpose he had arisen from his çhair and 
had falien on his knees before her. 

Huldy looked at him with a startled expression, then as 
the whole matter dawned upon her she burst into a loud 
laugh. The Professor looked up with a grieved expression 
on his face. Huldy became grave instantly. 

“I wasn’t laughîng at you, Professor. Fm sure Pm 
grateful for your esteem and friendship, but it never en- 
tered tny head' till this moment that you had any idea of 
askıng me to be your wife. What made you think such a 
tbing possible?” 

The Professor was quite portly, and it was with some 
little difficulty that he regaıined his feet, and his face was 
rather red with the exertion when he had succeeded. 

“Well, you >see,” said he, "I never thought much about 
it till that city feller came down here to board; then the 
whole town knew that you and ’Zeke Pettengill had had a 
failin’ out, and then by and by that city feller who was 
boardin’ wıth your folks went away, and I kinder thought 
that as you rîidn’t have any steady feller—” 

Huldy broke in,—“You thought I was in the market 
agaın and that your chances w ere as good as those of any 
one else?” 

“Yes, that’s jest it,” said the Professor.^ “You put it jest 
as I wouîd have said it, if you hadn’t said it fust.” 

“Well, really, Professor, T can’t understand \vhat gave 
you and the whole town the idea that there was any falling 
out between Mr. Pettengill and myself. We have grown 
up together, we have alwavs loved each other very much, 
and we have been engaged to be married—” 
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‘‘Since vvhen?” broke in th*e Professor, -ex)citedly. 

“‘Since the day before I last engaged you to give me 
music lessons,” replied Huldy. 

What the Professor would have said in reply to this will 
never be known; for at that moment Mrs. Mason opened 
the door, and looking in, said, “The Deacon’s come.” 

Strout grasped his hat, and \vith a hurried bow and 
“Good morning” to Huldy, îeft the room, closing the door 
behind him. It must bc said for the Professor that he bore 
defeat with great equanimity, and when he reached the 
great kitchen and shook hands \vith Deacon Mason, who 
had just come in from the barn, the casual observer would 
have noticed nothing peculiar in his expression. 

“Waal, Deacon/’ said he in a low tone, “did you git the 
money ?” 

“Oh, I’ve ’ranged ’bout the money,” said the Deacon; 
“but I had a talk v/itlı my lawyer, and he said it wasn’t 
good bizness for me to pay över the five hundred dollars 
till the store was actually knocked down to you. Here’s 
that note of youm that the town clerk endorsed las’ night. 
Neow, when the auctioneer says the store is yourn Fil give 
yer the five hundred dollars and take the note. Pli be up 
to the auction by halFpast two, so you needn’t worry, itTl 
be jest the same as though yer had the money in yer hand.” 

Strout looked a little disturbed; but thinking the matter 
över quickly, 'he decided that he had 1 nothing to gain by 
arguıng the question with the Deacon; so saying, “Be sure 
and be on hand, Deacon, for it’s a sure thing nıy gettin’ 
that store, if I have the cash to pay down,” he left the lıouse. 

He went up the hill and turned the corner on the wav 
back to his boarding house. When he got out of sight of 
the Deacon’s house he stopped, clenched his hands, shut his 
teeth firmly together and stamped his foot on the ground; 
then he ejaculated in a savage whisper, VVomen are 
wussern catamounts; you knovv which way a catamount’s 
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goin’ to jump. I wonder whether she was honest about 
that, or whether she’s been fcclin’ me ali this time; she’ll 
be a -sıorry girl when I git tlıat store and ’lected tax collec- 
tor, and git app’inted postmaster. Pve got three tricks 
left, ef I have lost two. I wonder who it was put tlıat idea 
.into the Deacon’s head not ter let me have tlıet money till 
the sale was över. I bet a aollar İt wuz ıthet city feller. 
Abner says tlıet he met Appleby on his way back to Mon* 
trose, and he told hi-m thet he saw thet city feller and the 
Deacon drive off tergether from front o’ the bank. Oh! 
nonsense, what would the son of a millionaire want of a 
grocery store in a little country town like this?’’ and he 
went into his boarding house to dinner. 

A few moments after two o’clock Strout could restrain 
his impatience no longer, and leaving his boarding house 
he walked över to the grocery store. Quite a number of 
the Mason’s Corner people were gathered in the Square, for 
to them an auction sale was as good as a show. Quincy 
had not arrived, and the Professcr tried to quiet his nerves 
by vvalking up and down the platform and smoking a cigar. 
The crowd gradually increased, quite a number coming in 
teams from Montrose and from Eastborough Cemtre. One 
of the teams from Montrose brought the auctioneer, Mr. 
Beers, with whom Strout was> acquainted. He gave the 
auctioneer a cigar, and they walked up and down the plat¬ 
form smoking and taiking about everything else but the 
auction sale. it was a matter of professional dignity with 
Mr. Barnabas Beers, auctioneer, not to be on too friendly 
terms with bidders before an auction. He had found that 
it had detracted from his importance and had lowered bids, 
if he allovved would-be purohasers to converse with him 
conceming the articles to be sold. It was their business, 
he maintained in a heated argument one evening in the 
hotel at Montrose, to find out by personal inspection the 
condition and value of what was to be sold, and it was his 
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business, he said, to know as little about it as possible, for 
the less he knew the less it vvould interfere with his descrip- 
tive powers when, hammer in hand, he took his position on 
the bench. Having established a professional standing, 
Barnabas Beers was not a man to step do\vn, and though 
the Professor, after a while, endeavored to extract sonıe 
information frorn the auctioneer as to \vhether there \vas 
likely to be many bidders, he finally gave it up in despair, 
for he found Air. Beers as uncommunicaıtive as a hitching 
post, as he afterwards told Abner Stiles. 

About half-past t\vo Dcacon Alason drove iııto the 
Square, and the Professor went to meet ilim, and siıook 
hands \vith him. In a short time lıis other backers, who had 
agreed to endorse his notes to the amount of two thousand 
dollars, arrived upon the scene, and he took occasion to 
welcome them in a manner that could not escape the atten- 
tion of the crowd. It was no\v ten minutes of three, and the 
auctioneer stepped upon the temporary platform that had 
been erected for him, and bringiııg his hammer down upon 
the head of a barrel that had been placed in front of him, 
he read, in a loud voice, \vhich reached every portioıı of 
the Square, the printed notice that for several weeks had 
hung upon the fences, shcds, and trees of Alasoıı’s Corner, 
Eastborough Centre, West Eastborough, and Montrose. 

It was now three o'clock, for that hour was rung oııt by 
the beli on the Rev. Caleb Howe’s church. The auctioneer 
prefaced his inquiry for bids by the usual grandiloqııence 
in use by members of that fraternity, closiııg his oration 
vvith that öften-heard remark, “Ho\v much anı I offered?” 

The Professor, who was standingby the side of Deacon 
Alason’s team, called out in a loud voice, “Fifteen hundrcd^ , 

“Wdl, Pil take that just for a starter, ,, said the auction¬ 
eer, “but of course no sane man not fitted to be the inmate 
of an idiotic asylum thinks that this fine piece of groıınd, 
this long-built and long-established grocery store, filled to 
overfîo\ving with ali the necessities and delicacies of the 
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season, a store whıich has been in successful operation for 
nearly forty years, and of which the good will is vvorth a 
good deal more than the sum just bid, vvill be sold for any 
such preposterous figııre! Genfclemen, I am listıeningA 

Suddenly a voice from the rear of the crowd called out, 
“T-o-o-t-o to to-oo-tvvo thousand!” 

As ıf by magic, every head vvas turned, for the majority 
of ıthose in the crowd recognized the voice at önce. There 
vvas but one man in Mason's Corner \vho stammered, and 
that man was Hıram Maxwedl. 

T hey turned, and ali savv seated in the Pettengill team 
Hiram IVkucvvell, and beside him sat Mr. Sawyer from 
Boston. 

“Oh, tlıat’s more like it,” said the auctioneer. “Compe- 
tition is the life of trade, and is particularly pleasing to an 
auctioneer. The first gentleman vvho bid now sees that 
there is another gentleman who has a better knowledge of 
the value of this fine property than he has evinced up to 
the present moment. There is stili an opportumty for 
him to see the error of his ways, and put himself on record 
as being an observing and in-telligent person.” 

Ali eyes were turned upon Strout at these vvords from 
the auctioneer; his face reddened, and he called out, 
“Twenty-five hundred \’’ 

“Stili better,” cried the auotioneer; “the gentleman, as I 
supposed, has shown that he is a person of discernment; he 
did not imagine that I vvas engaged simply to make a pres* 
ent of this fine establishment to any one vvho vvould offer 
any sum that süite d his convenience for it. He knevv as 
vvell as I did that there vvould be a sharp contest to secure 
this fine property. Novv, gentlemen, I am ofFered tvventy- 
five hundred, tvveııty-five hundred I am oftered, tvventy-five 
hundred— 

Agaiıı a voice vvas heard from the team on the oııter 
limits of the crovvd, “Tvventy*fiv;e fifty!” 

The crovvd again turned their gaze upon Strout; the 
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Frofessor was not an extravagant man, and he had saved 
a little money. He had in his pocket at the «time a little 
över a hundred dollars; he would not put it in the bank, 
for, he argued, if he did everybody in town would know 
how much money he had; so he called out, “Twenty-six 
hundred !” 

“Ah, gentlemen,” continued the auctioneer, “Iet nne 
thank yooı for the keen appreciation that you sho\v of a 
good thing. When I looked this property över I said 
to myself, 'the bidders \vill tumble över themselves to secure 
this fine property’; and I have not been disappointed.” 

Again the faces of the crowd were turned tovvards the 
team in which sat Quincy and Hiram. Hiram stood up in 
the team, and making a horn with his hands, shouted at the 
top of his voice, for the time overcoming his propensity to 
stammer, “Twenty-seven hundred!” 

“Better! stili berter!’’ cried the auctioneer; “we are now 
approaching the figüre that I had placed on this property, 
and my judgment is usually correct. I am ofîered twenty- 
seven hundred, twıenty-seven hundred; who will go one 
hundred berter?” 

At this moment Abner Stiles, who had been \vatching 
the proceedings with eyes distended and mouth wide öpen, 
went up to Strout and whispered something in his ear. 
Strout’s face brightened, he grasped Âbner’s hand and 
shook it warmly, then furning towards the auctioneer cried 
out, “Twenty-€İght hundred!’’ 

By this time the crowd was getting excited. To them it 
was a battle royal; nothing of the kind had ever been seen 
at Mason’s Comer before. A gneat many in the crowd 
were friends of Strout’s, and admired his pluck in standing 
out so well. They had seen at a glance that Abner Stiles 
had ofîered to help Strout. 

Again the auctioneer called out in his parrot-like tone, 
“Twenty-eight hundred! I am ofîered tvventy-eight hun¬ 
dred !” 
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And again Hiram put his hands to his rnouth, and his 
voice was heard över the Square as he said, “Three thou¬ 
sand!” 

“Now, gentlemen,” <continued the auctioneer, “I am 
proud to be with you. When it is my misfortune to* stand 
up before a company, the members of which have no appre* 
ciation of the value of the property to be sold, I often wish 
myself at horne; but, as I said 'before, on this occasion I am 
proud to be with you, for a sum approximating to the true 
value of the property offered for sale has been bidden. I 
am offered tlıree thousand— three thousand—three thou- 
sand —going at three thousand! Did I hear a bid? No, 
it must have been the wınd \vhistHng through the trees.” 
At this sally a laugh came up from the crowd. “Going at 
three thousand —going—going— going—göne at three 
thousand to—- v 

“Mr. Hiram i Maxwell! ,? came from the score of voices. 

“Göne at three thousand to Mr. Hiram Mıaxwell!” said 
the auctioneer, as he brought down his hammer heavily 
upon the barrel head with such force that it fedî in, and, 
îosing his bold upon the hammer, that dropped in also. 
This slight accident caused a great laugh arnong the crowd. 

The auctioneer continued, “According to the terms of 
the sale, five hundned dollars in cash must be paid down to 
bind the bargain, and the balance must be paid \vithin 
three days in endörsed notes satisfactory to the present 
o^erA 

Quincy and Hiram alighted from the Pettengill team 
and advanced towards the auctioneer. Reaching the plat¬ 
form, Ouincy took from his pocket a large wallet and passed 
a pile of biliş to the auctioneer. 

“Make out a reoeipt, please,” he said to Mr. Beers, “in 
the name of Mr. Hiram Maxwell; the notes will be made 
out by him and endörsed by me. If you will give a dis- 
count of six per çent, Mr. Max\vell will pay the entire sum 
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in cash within ten days; whichever proposition is accepted 
by Mr. Hill wilî be satisfactory to Mr. Maxwell. ,, 

The slıow was över and the company began to disperse. 
Deacon Mason nodded to Strout and turned his horse’s 
lıead homevvard. While Quincy and Hiram were settling 
their busintess matters with the auctioneer, everybody had 
left the Square with the exception of a few loungers about 
the platform of <the grocery store, and Strout and Abner, 
who stood near the big tree in the çent re of the Square, 
talking eamestly to each ot her. 

The auctioneer, together \vith Quincy and Hiram, en- 
tered the store to talk över business matters with Mr. Hill 
and his son. Mr. Hill argued that Mr. Savyyer was good 
for any sum, and he would just as soon have the notes; in 
fa-ct, he would prefer to have them, rather than make any 
discount. 

This matter being adjusted, 'Mr. Hill treated the party 
to some of his best cigars, which he kept under the counter 
•in a private box, and \vhen Quincy and Hiram came out and 
took their seats in the team, they looked about the Squane 
and found that the Professor and his best friend \vere not 
in sight. 

The next morning at about nine o’clock, Abbott Smith 
arrived at Pettengiir-s, haviııg with him Mr. Wallace Stack- 
pole. Quincy was ready for the trip, and they started imme- 
diately for Bas>tborough Centre. On the way Quincy had 
plenty of time for conversation \vith Mr. Stackpole. The 
latter gave a true acoount of the cause that had led to his 
losing his election as tax collector at the town meeting 
year before. He had been taken sick on the train while 
coming from Boston, and a kind passenger had given him 
a drink of brandy. He acknowledged that iıe took too 
rnuch, and that he really \vas unable to walk when he 
reached the station at Eastborouglı Centre; but he said 
that he was not a drinking man, and would not have taken 
the brandy if he had not been sick. They reached East* 
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borough, Centre in due season, but made no stop, oontin- 
uing on to West Eastborough to the home of Abbott 
Smith’s father. 

Here Quincy was introduced to ’Bias Smith, and found 
that what had been said abcrnt him was not overstated. He 
was a tali, beavily-built man, \vith a hard, rugged face, but 
with a pîeasant and powerful countenance, and, in the 
course of conversation, ran the whole gamut of oratorical 
expression. He was what New Engİand oountry towns 
have .so often proıduced—a natural-born orator. In addi- 
tion he was an up-to-date man. He was well read in his- 
tory, and kept a close eye on current political events, in- 
oluding not only local matters, but State and National affairs 
as well. 

Quincy gave him Stroufs war record that he had ob- 
tained from the Adjutant-Generars ofîice, and it was read 
över and compared with that of VVa'llace Stackpole, which 
was also in ’Bias Smith's possession. Mr. Stackpole had 1 
obtained from the town clerk a statement of taxes due and 
collected for the past twenty years, and this was also de- 
livered to Mr. Smith. Quincy confided to Mr. Smith sev- 
eral matters that he wished attended to in town meetiııg, 
and the laüter agreed to present them, as requested. 

It was finally se'ttled that ’Bias Smith and Mr. Stackpole 
should corne över to Mason’s Corner the following Satur- 
day and see if Deacon Mason would agree to act as mod- 
erator at the annual town meeting on the following Mon- 
day, the warrants for same having already been posted. 

When Quincy reached home he found Hiram waiting 
for him. They went in ! to Jacob’s Parlor and took their 
accustomed seats. 

“Any new s?’ asked Quincy. 

“Not a word,” said Hiram, “neither Strout or Abner 
have been seen on the Street sence the sale wuz över, but 
Strout has got hold of it in some way that Huldy’s engaged 
to ’Zeke Pettengill, and ît’s ali över town. v 
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At that moment Ezekiel opened the door and stepped 
into the shed. There was a roguish tvvinkle in his eye and 
a smile about his iips as he advanced towards Ouincy. 

“Waal, the cat’s out o’ the bag,” said he to Quincy. 

“Yes, Hiram vvas just telling me that Strout got lıold of 
it in some way.” 

“Yaas,” said Ezekiel, “he got hold of it in the most direct 
way that he possibly oould.” 

“Hovv’s that/' asked Quincy, “did Miss Mason teli him?” 

“Yaas,” said Ezekiel, “he seemed to want a satisfactory 
reason why she couldn’t marry him, and it sorter seemed 
to her that the best -reason that she could give him was that 
she was engaged to marry me.” 

Hiram nearly lost his seat on the chopping block while 
express-ing -his delight, and on Çuincy’s face there was a 
look of quiet satisfaction that indicated that he was quite 
well satısfied wiıth the presen t condition of affairs. 

“By the way, Kiram/’ said Quincy, “I believe you told 
me önce that Mrs. Havvkins, who keeps the house where 
the Professor boards, is Mandy Skinner’s mother.” 

“Yaas,” said Hiram, “Mandy’s father died and her mother 
married Jonas Hawkins. He wasn't much account afore 
he av a s married f , bııt I understand that he has turned out 
to be a rale handy man ’round the beardin" house. Mrs. 
Havvkins’s a mighty smart woman, and she knew just what 
kind of a man she wanted.” 

“Well,” said Quincy, “I want you to teli Mandy to see 
her mother as soon as she can, and engage the best roonv 
that she has left in the house for a gentleman that I expect 
down here from Boston next Monday night. Here’s ten 
dolîars, and have Mandy teli her that this is her Avıeek’s 
pay in advance for roorn and board, oounting from to-day.” 

“Waal, I don’t believe she , ll take it,” said Hiram; “she’s 
a mighty smart woman and mighty clus in money matters, 
but she*6 no skin, and I don’t believe she’ll take ten dollars 
for one week , s board and room.” 
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“Well, if she won’t take it/’ remarked Quincy, “Mandy 
may have the balanoe of it for her trouble. The man wants 
the room, and he -is able to pay for it.” 

Then Quincy and Ezekiel went into the house for supper. 

The next morning Quincy found that Uncle Ike had not 
f-orgotten his promise, for he was on hand promptly, dressed 
for a îtrip to Eastborough Centre. Tbis time they took the 
carryall and two horses, and' Uncle Ike sat on tîıe front 
seat with Quincy. 

They reached Eastborough Centre and found Dr. Tillot- 
son await ing the m. The return home was quickly made 
and Uncie Ike took the doctor to the parlor. Then he 
went to Alice-s room, and Quincy lıeard them descend the 
stairs. The conversation lasted for a full hour, and Quincy 
sat in his room thinking and hoping for the best. Suddenly 
he was .startled from his reveries by a rap upon the door, 
and Uncle Ike said the doctor was ready. Quincy drove 
hiîn back to Eastborough Centre, and on the way the doctor 
gave him his diagnosis of the case and his proposed treat- 
meııt. He said it would not be necessary for him to sere her 
again for three weeks, or until the medicine that he had left 
for her was göne. He would oome down again at a day^s 
no tice from Quincy. 

Ön his return Mandy told him that Miss Alice was in 
the parlor and would like to see him. As he entered the 
room she recognized his fbotstep, and starting to her feet 
turned towards him. He advanced to meet her and took 
both her hands in his. f 

“How can I thank you, my good 1 fricnd,^ said she, “forj : 
the interest tlıat you have taken in me, and how can I repay 
you for the money that you have spent?” 

Quıncy was at first disposed to deny his connection witlı 
the matter, but thinking that Uncle Ike must have told of 
it, he said, 'T don’t thin'k it was quite fair for Uncle Ike, 
after promising to keep silent!” 

was not Uncle Ike’s fault, ,J broke in Alice; “it was 


278 


QUINCY ADAMS SAWYER. 


nobody’s fault. Nobody had told 'the doctor t hat there was 
any -secret abcmt it, and so he spoke freely of your visit to 
•tiıe city, and of \vhat you had said, and of the arrangements 
that you had made to have the treatment continued as long 
as it produced satisfactory results. But,” continued Alice, 
“how can I ever pay you this great sum of money that it 
\vill cost for my treatment ?” 

“Do not worry tabout that, Alice , 1 ” said he, using her 
Christian name for the second time, “the money is notlıing. 
I have more than I know what to do with, and it is a pieas- 
ure for me to use it in this way, if it \vill be of any benefit 
to you. You can repay me at any time. You will get 
money from your poems and your stories in due time, and 
I shall not have to suffer if I have to wait a long time for 
it. God krrows, Alice, v and her name fell from his lips as 
thougıh he had alvvays called her by that name, “that if 
half, or even the vvhole of my fortune would give you back 
your sight, I would give it to you willingly. Do you believe 
me?” And he took her hands again in his* 

“I believe you,” she said simply. 

At that moment Mandy appeared at the door with the 
familiar cry, “Supper^s ready,” and Quincy led Alice to 
her old place at the table and took his sest at her side. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 


THE TOWN MEETING. 


HE next day was Friday. After breakfast Quincy 



A went to his room and looked över the memorandum 
pad upon which he had taken pleasure in jotting down the 
various items of his campaign against the singing-master. 
As he looked at the pad he checked off the items that he 
had attended to, but suddenly started back with an expres- 
sion of disgust. 

“Confound it,” said he, “I neglected to telegraph to those 
congressmen when I was at Eastborough Centre last Tues- 
d'ay. I hope Pm not too late.” He refiected for a moment, 
then said to himself, “No, it's ali right; this is the long 
session, and my friends will be in Washington.” 

He immediately wrote two letters to his Congressional 
friends, statıng that he had good reasons for having the 
appointment of Obadiah Strout as postmaster at Mas on’s 
Corner, Mass., held up for a week. 

“At the end of that time/’ he wrote, “I will either with* 
draw my objections or present them in detail, accompanied 
by affidavits in opposition to the appointment.” 

Having finished the letters, he went dovvnstairs to the 
kitchen, and, as usual, found Hıram engaged in conversa- 
tion with Mandy. 

“You are just the man I vvant,^ said he to Hiram; “I 
would îike to have you take these letters to the Mason’s 
Corner post office and mail them at önce. You oan teli Mr. 
Hill that the papers relating to the store are nearly ready, 
and if he and his son wiîl come here this aftemoon we will 
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execute them. I would like to have you and Mr. Pettengill 
on hand as witnesses.” 

Hiram started ofî on hâs mission, and Quincy returned to 
his room and busied himself with the preparation of the 
doeuments for the transfer of the grocery store, and the 
making out of the necessary notes to cover the twen'ty-five 
hundred dollans due for the same. 

He had not seen Alice at breakfast, nor did she appear 
at the dinner table. He had followed the rule since she 
came to the house not to make any öpen inquıries about her 
heaılth, but from words dropped by Ezekiel anıd Uncle Ike, 
he had kept fairly well informed as to the result of her 
treatment. At dinner Ezekiel remarked that his sister 
had commenced to take her new medicine, and that he 
reckoned it must be purty pounerful, for she had said that 
she didn’t wish anything to eat, and didn’t want anytlıing 
sent to her room. 

Quincy politely expressed his regrets at her indisposition 
and trusted that she would soon be able to join them again 
at meal time. 

About three o’clock in the afternoon, Samuel Hill and 
his father arrived, and Hiram, remembering Quincy ? s in- 
structions, had found Ezekiel Pettengill, and ali came to the 
room together. It took a comparatively short time to 
sign, seal, and deliver the doeuments and papers. It was 
arranged that Samuel Hill and his father should take 
oharge of the grocery store and carry on the business until 
a week from the following Monday; as Quincy told young 
Hill that he had some business to attend to the early part 
of the following week that would prevent his giving any 
attention to the store until the latter part of the week. 

Quincy treated his principals and witnesses to cİgars, and 
an interehange of ideas was made in relation to the result 
of the auetion sale. 

*‘Ho\v does Strout take it?” inquired Quincy. 

“I don't know,” spoke up Hiram. “He acts as though 
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he thought I was pizen. Every time he sees me he crosses 
över on t’other side of the Street, if we happen to be coınin’ 
towards each other.” 

“Well, I imagine,” said Quincy, “that your usefulness 
to him has departed in some respects, but it’s just as well. ?> 

“Well,” said young Hill, “I can teli you what he said 
tlıe other night in the grocery s töre. There was a crowd 
of his friends there, and he remarked that you/’ turning to 
Quiııcy, “might own HilPs grocery store, but that wasn’t 
the whole earth. He said that he had no doubt that he 
would be elected unanimously as tax collector, an/d he was 
sure of his appointment as postmaster, and if he got it he 
should start another grocery store on his own hook and 
make it lively for you/' 

<^ Well, ,, said Quincy with a laugh, ^competition is the 
life of trade, and I shaVt object if he does go into the bus- 
iness; but if he does, I will guarantee to undersell him on 
every article, and I will put on a couple of teams and hire 
a couple of men, and we , ll scour Eastborough and Mason's 
Corner and 'Montrose for orders in the moming, and then 
we , ll deliver ali the goods by team in the aftemoon in 
regular Boston style. I never kne\v just exactly \vhat I 
was cut out for. I know I don’t like -studying law, and it 
may be, after ali, that it’s my destiny to become a grocery- 
man.” 

Quincy took Ezekiel by the arm, led him to the window, 
and \vbispered something to him. 

Ezekiel laughed, tlıen turned red in the face, then finally 
said in an undertone, “Waal, I dunno, seems kinder early, 
but I dunno but it jest as well might be then as any other 
time. I hain’t got nuthin’ ter do this afternoon, so I think 
Fil take a \valk up there to see how the land lays. ?> 

He said, ‘'Good afternoon” to the others and left the 
room. 

Quincy then took Samuel Hill by the arm in the same 
manner as he had done to Ezekiel, led him to the window. 
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and said something to hiını which \vrought a simalar effect 
to that produced ııpon Ezekiel. 

Samııel thouglıt for a moment and then said, “That aın’t 
a bad idea; l’m satisfied if the other party is. Fm going 
to drive över this afternoon and teli the old gentleman that 
matters are ali fixed up, and Fil find out if there’s any ob- 
Ijection to the plan. Guess Fil go now, as Fve got to git 
ba-ck to-night.” 

So he said “Good afternoon,and, accompanied by his 
father, took hi;s departure. 

“Sit down, Hiram/’ said Quincy, “I want to have a talk 
with yoıı. Have you settled up that little matter \vith 
Man d}'?” 

“No,” said Hiram, “not yet; Fve ben tryin’ to mu ster 
up courage, but I haven’t ben able to up to the present 
moment.” 

“I S'hould think/ , remarked Quincy, “that a man \vho 
had carried his captain off the field with a shovver of bullets 
raining about him, or who had pushed forvvard mth his 
oountry’s fîag in the face of a simiîar storm of bullets, 
ought not to be afraid to ask a young girl to marry him.’’ 

“Waal, do yer know,” said Hiram, “Fm rnore afraid o’ 
Mandy than I \vould be of the whole army.” 

‘^ell/* said Quincy, “I don’t see ony other way for you 
except to walk up lifce a man andmeet yonr fate. Of course 
if I could do it for you Fd be willing to» oblige you.’’ 

“No, thank yer/’ said Hiram, “I kinder reckon tlıet little 
matter had ’better be settled between the two prİncipals in 
the case \vithout callin’ in a lavvyer.” 

Quinoy leaned över and \vhispered something to him. 

“By crickey!” said Hiram, “what put thet idea inter yer 
head ?” 

“Oh/’ said Quincy, “since Fve had to spend so much 
time plotting against my enemies, Fve got into the habit of 
thınking out little surprises for my friends.” 

“Waal, I swan!” cried Hiram, “that would be the biggest 
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thing ever happened în Mason’s Corner. Well, I rather 
think I shall be able to tend to that matter now, at önce. 
One, two, three, v saiid Hiram, “just think of it; well, that’s 
the biggest lark that I’ve ever ben connected \vith; beats 
buying the grooery sto-re ali holleri 

“V/ell/* continued Quincy, “yon three genitlemen under* 
stand it now, and if matters can be arranged I will do 
ıny part, and I promise yon ali a grand send-off; but not a 
word of it must be breatbed to outside parties, remember. 
It won’t amount to anything unless it s' a big surprise.” 

“Ali right,” said Hiram, “I kinder reckon Savvyer's sur* 
prise party will be a bigger one than Strout’s was.” 

“Oh,” continued Hiram, “I hnost forgot. Mandy was 
up ter see her mother abeout thet room for thet man that o 
cornin’ down from Boston M'onday night, and Mis’ Haw- 
kins says the price of the room is three dollars per week 
and the board fifty cents a day. Mandy paid ror the room 
for a week, and Mis’ Hawkins says after she takes out what 
the board comes to she'11 give the balance back ter Mandy.” 

“That’s alî riıght,” said Quiney, “Eve heard from the 
man in Boston, and he’ll surely oocupy the room next 
M'oııday night. Mandy can teli her mother to have it ali 
ready.” 

Next moming about ten o’clock, Abbott Smith drove 
över from Eastborough Centre, accompamed by his father 
and Wallace Stackpole. Quincy took his ptace beside Mr. 
Stackpole on the rear seat of the carryall, and Abbott drove 
off as tbough he intended to return to Eastborough Oentre, 
but when he reached the crossroad he went through, then 
turning back towards Mason's Corner, drove on until he 
reached Deacon Mason’s bam, following the same plan that 
Ezelde! had on the night of the surprise party. 

They found the Deacon at home, and ali adjourned to 
the parîor, where ’Bias Smith stated his business, which 
was to ask the Deacon to act as Moderator at the town 
meeting on the following Monday. The Deacon objected 
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at first, but finally consented, after Mir. Smith had explained 
several miat ters to him. 

“Yer know,” said the Deacon, “my fellow citizens have 
tried on several occasions to have me run for selectman, 
but I reckoned thet I wuz too old to be out so late nights 
and have to drive horne from Eastborough at ten or ’leven 
o’clock at night. Resides Fve vvorked hard in my day P 
and there’s no pl'ace I like so well as my own h'ome. Fm 
ahvus sorry to go away -in the mornin’ and ahvus glad ter 
git lıome at night, and although I cansider tlıat every Citi¬ 
zen ought ter do everything he can for the public good, I 
reckon thet there’s a good many more anxious than I am 
to serve the town, and Fm not so consated but thet I think 
they know how ter do it bettar’n I could. But as that 
Moderator work comes in the daytime, as I stana ready to 
do ali I can for my young friend here,” furning tovvards 
Quincy, “Fil be on hand Monday momin’ and do the best 
I can to serve public and private interests at the same 
time.” 

Wallace Stackpole, \vhile the otbers vere talking, had 
taken a couple of newspapers from his pocket, and as Dea¬ 
con Mason finished, he looked up and said, “There’s an 
item here in the ‘Eastborough Express/ Deacon, that I 
imagine you’ll be interested in. Pil read it to you: ‘We are 
informed on the best authority that Miss Huldy Mason, 
only daughter of Deacon Abraham Mason of Mason’s Cor- 
ner, is engaged to Mr. Ezekiel Pettengill. The day of the 
marriage has not been fixed, but our readers will be in¬ 
formed in due season .’ yy 

“Fm afraid, Deacon,” said Quincy, “that’s ali my fault. 
I met young Chishoüm last Tuesday when I was över to the 
Centre, and be tol3 me something that actually obliged me 
to confıde in him the fact that I knew that your daughter 
\vas not likely to becorne Mrs. Obadiah Strout, but he 
promised me on his word of honor that he "vvould not put it 
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in the paper unless he got tîıe same information from some 
other source.” 

The D-eacon haw-hawed in good old-fashioned counlry 
style. 

“Waaî,” saiıd he, “young Chisholm tackled me, and said 
he lıeard a rumor abeout Huldy and Strout, and, as you say, 
Mr. Sawyer, he kinder ’bliged me to set him right. But 
lıe made me a promise, as he did you, thet he wouldn’t say 
anythin 7 abeout it unless some other feller told him the 
same thing.” 

“That young man is sure to get ahea'd in the world; he 
bunooed us both, Deacon, 5, said Quincy. 

u W f aaî, I dunno as I know just what you mean by bun- 
coed, ,, said the Deacon, “but I kinder think he got the best 
of both on us on thet point. ,? 

As they took their places again in the carryall, Quincy 
said to 'Mr. Smith, “If you can drive to Mr. PettengilTs 
house and wait a few minutes, I think Fil go över to East- 
borough Centre with you. Fm going to Boston this after- 
noon, and shall not be back again until Monday mght. ,, 

This they consented to do, and after Ouincy had obtained 
certaiıı papers and had packed his travelling bag, he left 
word -vvith Mandy that he would not be back to the house 
un-tiî Tuesday of the following week, and it might be 
Wednesday, as he was going to Boston to see his parents. 

When they reached Eastborough Centre, Quincy went at 
önce to the post office; there he found a short letter from 
Leopoîd Ernst. it read as follo\vs: 

“Dear Q:— 

“Come up and see me as soon as you can; I shall be at 
home ali day Sunday. Am ready to report on the stories, 
but have more to <say than I have time to write. 

Invariably thine, 

Leopold Ernst.” 
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Quincy then crossed the Square and entered the ofîîce of 
thıe “Eastborooıgh Express.” Sylvester flushed a li-ttle as 
Quincy came in, but the latter reassured him by extending 
his îıand and shaking it heartily. 

‘İs the editör in?” asked Quâncy. 
i “No,” replied Sylvester, “he ruever shows up on Satur- 
days.” 

“Who is going to report the town meeting?” continued 
Quincy. 

“I am,” answered Sylvester. “The editör wdi be on 
hand, but he told -me yesterday that he should depend on 
me to write the meeting up, because he had a li-ttle political 
work to attend to that \vould take ali his time. He told 
me he \vas going över to see ’Bias Smıith on Sunday, so I 
imagine that Mr. Smith and he are interested on the same 
side.” 

“Well, Mr. Chisholm, ,, said Quincy, “you managed that 
little matter about Miss Mason’s engagement so neatly that 
I have something for you to do for me. I’m going to Bos¬ 
ton this afternoon, and shall not be back until half-past 
seven Monday night. I’m going över to see Mr. Parsons 
when I leave here, and shall arrange with him to supply ali 
our boys with ali they want to eat and drink next Monday.” 

“Well, the boys, as you cali tbem, will be pretty apt to 
be hungry and tlıirsty next Monday,” laughed Sylvester. 

“That’s ali right,” said Qumcy, “Pdl -stand the biliş.” 

“How’s Parsons going to kno\v which are our boys?” 
continued Chisholm. “llney ought to have some kind of 
badge or some kind of a password, or your enemies, as well 
as your friends, will be eating up your provisions.” 

“That’s what I waııt you to attend to,” added Quincy. 
“Pil arrange ^vith Parsons that if anybody gives him the 
letters B D on the quiet, he is to consider that they are on 
our side, and mustn’t take any money from them, but clıalk 
it up on my score. Now, I depend upon you, Mr. Chis- 
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holm, to give the password to the faithful, and to pay you 
for your time and trouble just take this.^ 

And he passed a twenty-do<llar bili to Sylvester. The 
latter drew back. 

“No, Mr. SaAvyer,’’ said he, “I cannot lake any money for 
that service. This work is to be done, for I understand 
the whole business, to defeat the man who, I think, has 
treated my sister in a very mean manner, and Fm willing 
to work ali day and ali night without any pay to knock 
that fellow out. Let’s put it that way,—Fm working against 
him, and not for you; and, looking at ît that way, of eourse, 
there ? s no reason why you should pay me anything.” 

“Ali rîght’ 9 rejoined Quincy, “I should have no feeling 
if you took the money, but I can appreciate your senti* 
ments, and will have no feeling because you do not take 
it. One of tbese days I may be able to do as gneat a ser¬ 
vice for you, as you are wiltling to do for me between now 
and next Monday.” 

They shook hands and parted, and Quincy made his way 
to the Eagle Hotel, of which Mr. Seth Parsons \vas the 
proprietor. Mr. Parsons greeted him heartily and invited 
him into his private room. Here Quincy told the arrange- 
ment that he had made with young Chisholm, and gave 
him the password. 

“Don’t stint them,” said Quincy, “let them have a good 
timfe; but don’t let anybody knovv ıvho pays for it. I shall 
be down 'on the half-past seven express, Monday niglıt, and 
I \vould like to have a nice little dinner for eight or nine 
people ready in your private dining-room at eight o’clock S 
Mr. Tobias Smitlı knovvs who my guests are to be, and if I 
am delayed from any cause, he will teli you who are entitled 
to go in and eat the dinner. ,> 

The next train to Boston was due in ten minutes, and 
sKaking hands with the hotel proprietor, he made his way 
quickly to the station. As he reached the platform he no- 
ticed that Abner Stiles was just driving aıvay; the thought 
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fîashed through his mind that somebody from Mason’s Car- 
ner was going to the city; but that was no uncommon event, 
and the fth'ought passed from him. 

He entened the car, and, to his surprise, found that it 
\vas filled; «every seat in sight was taken. He \valked for- 
\vard and espied a seat near the farther end of the car. He 
noticed that a lady sat near the \vindow; when he reached 
it he raised his hat, and leaning forward, said politely, “Is 
this seat taken?"’ 

“No, sir,” replied a pleasant, but somewhat sad voice, 
and he sank into the seat without further thought as to its 
other occupant. 

When they reached the first station beyond Eastborough 
Centre he glanced out of the window, and as he did so, 
noticed that his companion was Miss Lindy Putnam. 

“Why, Miss Putnam/’ cried he, tuming ta\vards her, 
“how coukl I be so ungallant as not to recognize you?’' 

“Weil,” replied Lindy, “perhaps it’s just as well that you 
didn’t; my thoughts were not very pleasant, and I shoııld 
not have been a very entertainiııg companion.” 

“More trouble at horne?” he inquired dn a low voice. 

“Yes,” answered Lindy, in a choked voice, “since Mr. 
Putnam died it 'has been worse than ever. Wlıile he lived 
she had him to talk to; but now she insists on talking to me, 
and sends for me several times a day, ostensibly to do some- 
thing for her, but really simply to get me in the room so 
she can talk över the old, oM story, and say spiteful and 
hateful things to me. May Heaven pardon me for saying 
so, Mr. Savvyer, but I am thankful that it’s nearly at an 
end.’* 

“Why, what do you mean,” asked Quincy,“is she tvorse?'’ 

“Yes,” said Lindy, “she is failıng very rapidly physically, 
but her voice and mental powers are as strong as ever; in 
fact, I tlıink she is more acute dn her mind and sharper in 
her words than she has ever been before. Dr. Budd ordered 
som e medicine that I could not get at tine Centre, and sc 
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there was no way for me exoept to go to the city for it 
Let me teli yon now, Mr. Sarvvyer, something that I should 
have been obliged to write to you, if I had not seen you. 
I shall stay with Mrs. Putnam until she dies, for I prom* 
ised Jones that I would, and I could never break any pronv 
ise «that I made to him; but the very moment that s'he’s dead 
I shall leave the house and the town forever!” 

“Shall you not «tay «to the funeral?^ said Quincy; “what 
will the townspıeople say?” 

“I don’t çare what they say,” rejoined Lindy, in a slıarp 
tone; “she is not my motber, and I will not stay to the 
funeral and hypocritically mourn över her, \vhen in my 
secret heart I shall be glad she is dead.” 

“Those are harsh words,” said Quincy. 

“Not one-tenth nor one-hundredth as harsh and unfeeling' 
as those she has used to me,” said Lindy. “No, my mind 
is made up; my trunks are ali packed, and she will not be 
able to lock me in my room this time. I shall leave town 
by the first train after her death, and Eastborough will 
never aee me nor hear from me again/’ 

“But ho\v about your fnends/’ asked Qtıincy, “suppos- 
ıng that I should find out something that "vvould be of in* 
terest to yon; suppo-sing that I should get some Information 
that might lead to the dısoovery of your reaî parents, how 
could I find yon?’* 

“Well,” replied Lindy, “if you will give me your promise 
that you will not disdose to any one wfhat I arn going to 
say, I will teli you how to find me.” 

“You have my \vord,” replied Quincy. 

“Well,” ansvvered Lindy, “Pm going to New York! î 
would teli you where, but î don’t knmv. But if you wish 
to find me at any time advertise in the Bersonal Column of 
the ‘New York Herald’; address it to Linda, and sign it 
Eastborough, ?, said she, after a moment’s thought. “I shall 
drop the name of Putnam ıvhen I arrive in Ne\v York, but 
what name I shall tak e I have not yet decided upon; it wilî 
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depend upon circumstances. But I shall have the ‘Nevç 
York HerakT every day, and if you advertise for me I 
shall be sure to see it.” 

She then relapsed into silence, and Quincy forbore to 
speak any mor e, as he saw she was busy with her own 
thoughts. They soon reached the city and parted at the 
kioor of the station. She gave him her hand, and as he held 
it in his for a moment, he said, “Good-by, Miss Linda.” 
She thanked him for not saying “Miss Putnam” with a 
glance of her eyes. “I may not see you again, but you may 
depend upon me. If I hear of anything that will help you 
in your search for your parents, my time shall be given to 
the matter, and I \vill communicate with you at the earliest 
moment. Good-by.” 

He raised his haıt and they parted. 

To'\vn Meeting Day proved to be a bright and pleasant 
one. At nine o’clock the Town Hail was filled \vith the 
citizens of Eastborough. They had come from the Centre, 
they had come from West Eastborough and from Mason’s 
Corner. There were very nearly four hundred gathered 
upon the froor, the majority of them being horny-handed 
sons of toil, or, more properly speakiıng, independent New 
Engîand farmers. 

When Jeremiah Spinney, the oldest man in town, who 
had reached the age of ninety-two, and who declared that 
he hadn’t “missed a to\vn meetin’ for seventy year,” called 
the meetirgto order, a hush fell upon the assemblage. In 
a cracked, but stili distinct voice, he called for a nomination 
for Moderator of the meetine*. Abraham Mason’s name, 
of Mason’s Corner. was the onlv one presented. The choice 
•\vas bv accîamation; for it \vas acknowledged on ali sİdes 
that Deacon Mason was as square a man as there was in 

tO\VTl. 

The newlv-elected Moderator took the chair and called 
upon the clerk to read the warrant for the meeting. This 
was soon done, and the transaction of the town’s b tisin ess 
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bcgan in earnest. It will be, of course, impossibîe aıvtt un* 
necessary to give a complete and connected accouınt oî ali 
tlıat took place in town meeting on that day. For such an 
aocount the reader is referred to the columns of the “Ea-st- 
borough Express,” for it was aftervvards acknowledged on 
ali sides that the aooount of the meeting vvritten by Mr. 
Sylvester Chisholm was the most graphic and comprehen- 
şive that had ever appeared in that paper. W e have to do 
only with those items in the \varrant that related directly 
or indirectly 'to those residents of the town \vith whom we 
are interested. 

When the question of appropriating a certain sum for 
the -support of the to\vn Almshouse was reached, Obadiah 
Strout sprang to his feet and called out, “Mistet M'odera- 
tor,” in a loud voice. He was recognized, and addressed 
t/he chair as follows: 

“Mister Moderator, before a vote is taken on the ques- 
tions of appropriatin’ for the support of the town poor, I 
wish to cali the attention of my fellow-citizens to a matter 
that has come to my knonvledge durin’ the past year. A 
S'hort time ago a man who had been a town charge for more 
than three years, and whose funeral expenses were paid by 
the town, was discov-ered by me to be the only brother of 
a man livin’ in Boston, who is said to be worth a million 
dollars. A verv strange circumstanoe was tlıat the son of 
this <wealthy man, and a nephew of this to-wn pauper, has 
been livin’ .in this town for several months, and spendin^ 
his m'oney in every way that he could think of to attract 
attention, but it never occurred to him that he could have 
used his money to berter advantage if he had taken some of 
it and paid it to the town for takin’ çare of his uncie. 
The.se facts are well knorvvn to many of us here, and I move 
that a ballot—” 

Tobias Smith had been fidgeting uneasily in his seat 
while Strout was speaking, and when he mentiioned the 
word “ballot, ,/ ‘ he could restrain him self no longer, but 
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jumped to his feet and called out in his stentorian voice, 
‘'Misler Moderator, I rise to a question of privilege.’' 

"I have the floor,” shouted Strout, "and I wish to finisth 
my remarks. This is only an attempt of the opposition to 
shııt me off. I demand to be heard!” 

“Mister Moderator,” screamed Abner Stiles, "I move 
that Mr. Strout be allowed to continue without further 
interruption.” 

The Moderator brought his gavel down on the tabi e and 
called out, “Order, order.” Then turning to Tobias, he 
said, "Mr. Smifch, State your question of privilege.” 

Strout sank into his seat, his face livid with passion; 
turning to Stiles, he said, "This is ali cooked up between 
’em. You kno\v you told me you sa\v Smıith and Stack- 
pole and that- cîty chap drivin’ away from the Deacon’s 
house last Saturday momin’.” 

Stiles nodded his head and said, "I guess you’re right. 

Mr. Smith continued, "My question of privilege, Mister 
Moderator, is this: I desire to present it now, because when 
Eve stated it, my fello\v citizen,” turning to Strout, "will 
fînd that it’s unnecessary to make any motion in relation 
to the matter to vvhich he has referred. I hol d in my han d 
a letter from Mr. Quincy Adams Sawyer, whose father i:s 
the Hon. Nathaniel Sawyerof Boston, and whose uııcle \vas 
Mr. James Sawyer, \vho died in the Eastborough Poor- 
house several weeks ago. By conference with Mr. Waters, 
who is in charge of the Poorhouse, and \vith the Town 
Treasurer, he ascertained that the total expense to which 
the bown of Eastborough has been put for the çare of -his 
luncle \vas four hundred and sdxty-eight dollars and 
seventy-two cerits. I hold his check for that sum, drawn to 
the order of the Town Treasurer, and certified to be good 
by the cashier of the Eastborough National Bank. He has 
requested me to offer this check to the town, and that a 
receipt for the same be given by the Tovm Treasurer.” 

Strout jumped to his feet. 
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“Mister Moderator, I am glad to lcarn/* cried he, “that 
bhis son of a millionaire has had his ıheart touched and his 
conscience pricked by the kindness shown by the town of 
Eastborough to his uncle, and I move the check be accepted 
and a receipt given by the Town Treasurer, as requested.” 

“Second the motion!” called out Abner Stiles. 

“Before puttin’ the guestion/’ -saki the Moderator slowly, 
“I \vant to say a few words on this matter, and as it may be 
tlıought not jtıst proper for me to speak from the chair, 
I will cali upon the Rev. Caleb Hıowe to take the same durin' 
my remarks.” 

The well-known clergyman at Mason's Comer came for- 
ward, aseended the platform, took the chair, and recog- 
nized Deacon Mason's daim» to be heard. 

S 'I have heerd the motion to accept this check, an' I de- 
sire ter say thet I am teetotally opposed to the town's takin' 
tıhis money. If the Hon'rable Nathaniel Sawyer, who , s the 
dead man’s brother, or M : r. Quincy Adams Sawyer, who's 
his nephevv, had known that he wuz a pauper, they would 
’er reîieved the tcnvn of any further charge. We hev no 
legal daim agin either of these two gentlemen. Our daim 
is agin ther tovvn of Amesbury, in wbich Mr. James Sawyer 
was a citizen and a taxpayer. If Mr. Quincy Adams Saw- 
yer wdshes to pay ther town of Amesbury after ther town 
of Amesbury has paid us, thet's his affair and none o* our 
business, but we've no legal righ't to accept a dollar from 
him, when our legal daim is agin the town in .which he hed 
a settlement, and I hope thîıs motion will not prevail." 

As Deacon Mason regained the platform loud cries of 
“Vote i Vote! Vote!” came from ali parts of the hail. 

Tellers were appointed, and in a few moments the result 
of the vote was announced. In favor of Mr. Stnout's mo¬ 
tion to accept the check, eighty-five. Opposed, üwo hundred 
and eighty. And it was not a vote. 

“We will now proceed,” -said the Moderator, as he re- 
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sumed the chair, “to oonsider the question of appropriating 
money Sor the support of the Poor-famı.’’ 

The next matter on the warrant of general înterest \vas 
the appropriation of a small sum of money to purchase 
some reference books for the town library, which consisted 
of but a few hundred volumes stowed away in a badly- 
lighted and poorly-ventilated room on the upper floor of 
•the Town Hail. 

This question brought to his feet Zacharialı Butterheld, 
-\vho was looked upon as the watchdog of the to\vn treasury. 
He had not supported Strout on the question of accepting 
the dheck, because he knew the position laken by the Mod- 
erator-vvas legally correct, and he was very careful in oppos- 
ing appropri'ations to attack only those where, as it seemed 
to him, he had a good show of carrying his poiııt. He had 
been successful so often, that with lıim success was a duty, 
for he had a reputation to maintain. 

'‘Misler Moderator,” he said, *Tm agin appropriatin’ any 
more money for this ’ere t‘own lib’ry. We hev got plenty 
of schoolbooks in our schools; we hev got plenty of books 
and nevvspapers in our houses, and it’s my opinion thet those 
peopîe ıvho spend their time cravriin’ up three flights er 
stairs and readin’ those books had better be tillin’ ther soil, 
poundin’ on ther anvil, or catchin fish. Neow, I wuz talkin* 
with Miss Burpee, the librari’n, and she sez t hey \vant a 
new Wooster’s Dictshuneery, ’cause ther old oııe iz ali worn 
eout. Neow, I looked through tlıe old one, and I couîdıı't 
see but what it’s jest as good as ever; there nıay be a fcw 
pages missin’, but what’s thet amount ter when there's 
more’n a couple of thousan’ on ’em left?’’ 

Mr. Tobias Smith \vas again fidgeting in his seat. He 
evidently had something to say and was anxious to say it. 

Mr. Butterfield continued: “Neow, to settle this question 
onct fer ali, I make ther motion that this ’ere lib’ry be 
cîosed up and the librari’n diseharged; she gits a dollar a 
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week, and ther town ken tise that fifty-two dollars- a year, 
in my opinion, to betler advantege.” 

“Misler Moderator,” came again from Mr. Tobias Smith, 
“I rise -to a question of privilege—■” 

Mr. Butterfield kept on talking: “Mister Moderator, this 
is not a question of privilege; this is a question of expendi- 
ture of money for a needless purpose. Yes, Mister Mod¬ 
erator, for a needless purpose.” 

Mr. Butterfield 'had evidently lost the thread of his dis- 
coıırse, and Mr. Smith, taking advantage of his temporary 
indecisioıı, said, “I agree with the gentleman who has just 
spoken; I am in favor of closing up this musty, dusty old 
room, and saving the further expenditure of money upon 
it.” 

Mr. Butterfield, hearing these words, and not having suf- 
ficiently coîlec'ted his thoughts to say anything himself, 
nodded approvingly and sank into his seat. 

Mr. Smith oontinued, “I have a proposition to submit in 
relation to the town library. I hold in my hand a letter 
from Mr. Ouincy Adams Sav/yer, \vhose name has been 
previousîy mentioned—” 

Mr. Strout jumped to- his feet. 

“Mister M.oderator, I rise to a question of privilege.” 

“I secoııd the motron!” cried Abner Stiles. 

“State your question of privilege, Mr, Strout;” said the 
Moderator. 

“I wish to inquire,” answered Strout, “if the time of 
this town rneetin' is to be devoted to the legitimate business 
of the town, or is it to be fooled away in hearin , letters read 
from a person who i;s n-ot a Citizen of the town, and who is 
not entitled to be heard in this town meetin’?” 

“Mister Moderator,” said Mr. Smith, “I am a Citizen of 
this town, and Fm entitled to be heard in this meeting, and 
the matter that Fm ab ou t to bring to the attention of this 
meeting is a most important one and affects the interests of 
the town materially. I consider that I have a right to read 
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this letter or any other letter that relates to the question 
before the meeting, which is, ‘Shall money be appropriated 
to buy books far ^vhat is callöd the town library?’ I say 
NO; and my reason for this is contained in this letter, which 
I propose to read.” 

“Go on, Mr. Smith,” said the Moderator. 

“V/ell,” oontinued Mr. /Smith, “Mr. Quim?y Adarms 
Sawyer, in this letter, offers to the town of Eastborouglı 
the sum of five thousand dollars, to be used eitlıer for pur- 
chasing books and paying the expenses of a library to be 
located in the Town Hail; or a portion of the money may 
be used to build a suitable building, and the balance for the 
equipment and support of the library.” 

Mr. Butterfield was on his feet agairu 

“Mister Moderator, Fm agin acceptin’ this donation. If 
we take it, we shall only jump out er the fryin-pan inter 
the fire; instead of buyin’ a few books and payin’ the li- 
brari’n a dollar a week, we shall hev to hev a j an’ t er for 
the new buildin’, and pay fer insurance, and we shell hev 
ter hev a librari’n ev’ry day in ther week, and by’m by the 
ungodly will want ter hev it öpen on a Sunday, so tlıet they 
kin hev a ptace to loaf in; and I’m agin the whole bizness 
teetotally. I’ve sed -my say; neow, you kin go ahead, and 
do jest as you please.” 

This was Mir. Butterfield’s usual avind-up to his argu- 
ments; but on this occasion it seemed to fail of its effect. 

The Moderator said, “Was Mr. Butterfıeld's motion sec- 
onded?” There \vas no response. “Then the matter be- 
fore the meeting is the question of vappropriating money 
for the support of the town library.” 

“Mister Moderator,’’ said Mr. Smith, ‘T move that the 
donation from Mr. Quincy Adams Sawyer be accepted, and 
that the library be named 'The Siawyer Free Public Library 
of the Town of Eastborough.”’ 

“Seoond the motion!” came from a hundred voıces. 

Strout was on his -feet again. 
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“Mister Moderator/* said he, “I move to amend the mo 
tion by havin* it read that we decline, that the town declines 
the dorıation without thanks.” 

A loud laugh arose from the assemblage. 

Abner Stiles had evidently misinterpreted Mr. Strout's 
motion, for he called out, “Mister Moderator/* and wben he 
got the ftoor, “I nıove to amend so that the motion would 
read, this library s halt be called the Strout Free Library 
of the Town of Eastborough.** 

This \vas greeted vvith shouts of laughter, and Strout 
grasped Abner by his coat collar and pulled him violently 
back ııpon the settee. 

“Shut up, you fool/* cried he between his teeth to Abner; 
“do you want to make a laughin* stock of me?” 

“I kinder thought I wuz a-helpin* yer,” said Abner, as 
he ran his fingers down under his chin and pulled away his 
shirt collar, which had been drawn back so forcibly that it 
interfered with his breathing. 

“The questîon no\v/* said the Moderator, “is on the adop- 
tion of Mr. Smith’s motion. Those in favor will please stand 
up and be counted.” 

When the tellers had attended to their duty the Modera¬ 
tor said, “Those opposed \vill no\v rise and be counted.” 

The vote \vas soon announced. In favor of accepting 
the donation, three hundred and one; opposed, fifty-eiglıt. 

“It*s a vote,” declared the Moderator. 

Â dozen matters of minör importance were quickly dis- 
posed of, and but one remained upon the warrant, with the 
exception of the election of to\vn officers. Lirtle squads 
of the members were now gathered together talkîng över 
the most important question of the meeting, whioh was the 
election of town officers for the ensuing year. The last 
item on the warrant read: “Will the to\vn appropriate 
money to buy a new hearse?” 

Mr. Butterfield had evidently been holding himself in 
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reserve, for he was on his feet in an instant, and he secured 
the eye of the Moderator and <the floor. 

“Mister Moderator,” began Mr. Butterfield, ‘‘I de si re to 
raise my vcice agin this biznez of unnecessary and unex- 
ampled extravagance. What do \ve want of a ne w hearse? 
Those who are dead and in the cemetery don’t find any 
fault with the one weVe got, and those who are livin' have 
no presen* use for it, and why sıhould they complain? I 
knovv what this means. This is only an enterin’ wedge. 
If this ’ere bili passes and we git a new hearse, tlıen ıtTl be 
said thet t her hor ses don’* look as well as thp hearse, and 
then if tlıer hearse git s ou t in ther storm, \ve shell hev ter 
pay money to git it polished up agin, and we who are livin , 
\vill hev to work harder and harder for the benefit of those 
\vho are jest as well satisfied with the old hearse as they 
would be with a new one. I move, Mister Moderator, that 
instid of buyin J a new hearse, thet ther old one be length- 
ened six inches, which ken be done at a slight expense. ,, 

Mr. Tobias Smith noi\v took the fioor. 

“I am glad tha£ my friend has not opposed this measure 
entirely, but has provided for my proper exit from this 
world wheıı my time comes. I must eonfess that it has 
troubled me a great deal when I lıave thought about that 
hearse. I was borıı down in the State of Maine, where the 
boys and the trees gro\v up together. I stand six feet two 
in my stockings and six feet tîıree with my boots on, and 
I haven’t looked fonvard with any pleasııre to being ear- 
ried to my last resting place in a hearse that was only sıx 
feet long. I second Mr. ButterfieldV motion, but move 
to amend it bv extending the lengtlı to seven feet.” 

The vote vvas taken, and Mr. Butterfield’s motion \vas 
carried by a vote of three hundred and forty to Kventy-tvvo. 
Mr. Butterfield sank back in his seat with an expression on 
his faee that seemed to say, “Fve done the town some ser¬ 
vice to-dav.” 

The Moderaıtor then rose ano said, “Fell' 0 \v-cîtizens, alî 


THE TOWISr MEETHS'G. 


299 


the business matters upon the warrant have now been dîs- 
posed of. We will now proceed to the election of town 
officers for the ensuing year.” 

Mr. Stackpole rose and caîled ouıt, küsler Moderator, 
it ıs now nearly twelve o’clock, and some of us had to leave 
home quite early this morning in order to be in time at the 
meeting. I move that we adjourn till one o'clock, at which 
time balloting for town officers usually commences.” 

Forty voices cried out, “Second the motion,” and al- 
though Strout, Stiles, and several others jurnped to* their 
feet and endeavored to secure the Moderator’s eye, the mo* 
tion was adopted by an overwhelming vote, and the greater 
portion of the memtbers made their way out of the hail and 
directed their steps tow,ards the Eagle Hotel, ac if the 
\vhole matter had been prearranged. Here, Mr. Parsons, 
the proprietor, had set out a most tempting lunch in the 
large dining-room, and those who were able to give the 
password were admitted to the room, and feasted to their 
heart's content. 

Abner Stiles, impelled by curiosity, had followed the 
party, and had ııoticed that each one said something to the 
proprietor before he was admitted to the dining-room. 
Going up to Parsons, he said, “WhaFs goin' on in tlıere?” 

"Oh, I guess they're having a caucus,” replied Mr. Par» 
sons. 

“When thet last feller went in,” said Abner, "I saw that 
the -table was ali set, and I kinder ’magined rhey must be 
havin' a dinner. Pd kinder îike some myself.” 

“Well, Fm sorry,” said Mr. Parsons, "but I cannot ac- 
commodate any more than have already applied. You can 
get a lunch över to the railroad station, you know, if yon 
want one.” 

"I know,” answered Abner, ‘but I kinder ’magine 
they’re talkin’ över dection roatters in there, and I’d rathet 
like ter know what’s goin' on.” 
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“Welİ, I guess you’ll fînd out when they get back to the 
Town Hail/* remarked Mr. Parsons; and he stepped for* 
ward to greet three or four other citizens, who leaned över 
and whispered in his ear. 

Mr. Parsons smiled and nodded, and opening the door 
admitted them to the dining-room. 

“Well, that beats ali,” said Abner, as he went out on the 
platform in frontof the hote!. “They jest 'vvhispered some- 
thin , to him and he let ’em, right in. I kinder think some* 
thin's goin' on and thet Strout ain’t up to it. Guess Pil go 
back and teli him,” which he prooeeded to do. 

He found Strout and some sİxty or seventy of the citizens 
stili remaining in the Town Hail, the majör i ty of whom 
were eating the lumcheons that they had brought with them 
from home. Taking Strout aside, Abner confided to him 
the intelligence of whıoh he had become possessed.. 

“ ‘D’yer know what it means?’ ? asked Abner. 

“No, I don^t,” said Strout, “but I bet a dollar that it’s 
some of that city chap's doin's. Is he Tound about town 
this mornin’?” 

“No,” said Abner, “he went to Bosting on the same train 
with ’Miss Lindy Putnam, for I fetched her down, and I 
saw him git iırter the same car \vith her as I wuz drivin’ 
off” 

One to’clock soon arrived, and the large party that had 
regaled themselves with the appetizing viands and non- 
alcoholic beverages supplied by mine hoşt of the Eagle 
Hotel came back to the Tovvn Hail İn the best of spirits. 
The majority of them were smoking good cigars, \vhich 
had been hıanded to them by the proprietor, as they passed 
from the dining-room. 

When asked if there was anything to pay, Mr. Parsons 
shook his lıead and remarked sententiously, “This is not the 
only present that the town has received to^day/' \vhich was 
a delicate way of insinuating the name of the donor of the 
feast wİthout actualîy mentioning it. 
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The electionof a dozen minör officers calls for no special 
attention, except to record the fact that Abner Stiles, who 
had cautiously taken a position several settees removed 
from Strout, arose as the nomiııations were made for each 
office, and in every case nominated Mr. Obadiah Strout for 
the position, and it is needless to add that Mr. Obadiah 
Strout had at least one vote for each office in the gift oi 
the town. 

The nomination of a collector of taxes for the tovvn was 
finaily reached. Abner Stiles "vvas first on his feet, and 
■being recognized by the Moderator, nominated “Mr> Oba- 
diah Strout, who had perfonmed the duties of the office so 
efficiently during the past year.” 

Now the battîe royal began. Mr. Tobias Smith next 
obtained the floor and nominated Mr. Wallace Stackpole. 

‘Tn presenting this nomination, Mister Moderator, I do 
it out of justıce to an old «soldier who served the country 
faithfully, and who lost the eleotion a year ago on account 
of an untrue statement that was widely circulated and 
^vhich ooufd not be refuted in time to affect the question of 
his election. I hold in my hand three documents. The 
first one is a certified copy of the war record of Wallace 
Stackpole, who entered one of our regiments of Volunteers 
as a private, served throughout the war, and was honorably 
discharged v^ith the rank of captain. This record shows 
that during 'his four years of service he was three times 
wounded; in one instance so badly that for weeks his life 
hung by a thread, and it was only by the most careful treat- 
men t that amputation of his right arm was avoided. I 
hold here also the war record of the present incumbent of 
the office. From it I learn that he entered the army as a 
private and was discharged at the end of t\vo years stili 
holding the rank of private, and sent horne as an invalid. 
He is not to blame for this, but inspecting his record I find 
that withim a montlı af ter he joined the army he was de- 
tailed for service in the hospital, and during the two years 
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of his connection with the army he was never engaged İn a 
ringle battle, not even in a skirmish.” 

Cries rose from certain pants of the hail dn opposition to 
the speaker, and Deacon Mason remarked that '■vvhile it was 
perfectly proper to coınpare the war records of the t\vo 
candidates for the position, it must be borne in mind that 
■because a man \ms a s ol d i er, or, rat her, because he dİ d a 
little more figlıting than the other one, was no reason that 
he would make a better tax colleotor. 

The Moderator’s renıarks were greeted with applause, 
and Strout's face brightened. 

“I am glad to see the Deacon’s foound to have fair play,” 
said he to an ©İdi farnıer \vho sat next to hini. 

“Waal, I guess you're more liable to git it than you are 
disposed to giVe it/’ dravried the old farmer, ıvho evidently 
\vas not an adherent of the prcsent incumbeııt of the office. 

Mr. Tobias Smith continued his remarks: 

“I acknowledge the co-rrectness of the remarks just made 
by our fıonored Moderator, and desire to say that I hold 
in my hand a third document, -vvhiöh is a statemeııt of the 
taxes due and collected during the post t\venty ye ar s by the 
different persons who have held the office of tax collector. 
I find during nineteen years of that time that the lowest 
percentage of taxes left ıınpaid at the end of the year was 
five per çent; the highestpercentage during these nineteen 
years, and that occurred during the war, was fourteen per 
çent; but I find that during the past year only seventy- 
eight per çent of the taxes due have been collected, leaving 
tweııty-two per çent stili due the town, and the non-receıpt 
of this money will seriously lıamıper the seleotmen during 
the coming year, unless we choose a man \Vİıo can give his 
entire time to the business and collect the money that is 
due. Thiis stat em e nt is certified to by tlıe town treasurer, 
and I do not suppose that the present incumbent will pre* 
sume to question its accuracy.” 

Strout evidently thought that a fu-rther discussion of the 
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snatter migfot work to his stili greater disadvantage, for he 
leaned över and spoke to one of his adheren-ts, who rose 
and said: 

“Mister Aloderator, this discussion has taken a personal 
nature, in *\vhich I ara not di'sposed to iııdulge. I don’t 
think that anything will be gained by such accusations and 
comparisons. It strikes me that fche last speaker is trying 
to give tit tor tat because his candidate lost at the last 
election; but I am one of those \vho believe that cnimina- 
tilons and recriminations avail nothing, and I move that we 
proceed to vote at önce.” 

^Second the nıotion! ,, screamed Abner Stiles frorn the 
settee on which he had assumed a standing posture. 

The vote was taken. Those in favor of Obadiah Strout 
being called upon to stand up first, they numbered exactly 
one hundred and one. Then those in favor of YVallace 
Stackpole were called upon to rise, and they numbered 
two hundred and eighty-four; several citizeus lıaving put in 
an appearance at one o’clock who had not attended the 
morning sessıon. 

The next matter was the election of the Board of Select- 
men; and the old board was elected by acclamation with- 
out a division. The meeting then adjourned without day. 

The five minııtes past six train, express from Boston, ar* 
rived on time, and at twenty minutes of eight, Mr. Quincy 
Adams Sawyer entered the private dining-room in the 
Eagle Hotel. There he found gatlıered Mr. Tobias Smith, 
'Mr. Wallace Stackpole, Air. Ezekiel Pettengill, Air. Sylves- 
Ster Chisholm, and the Board of Selectmen, making the 
party of eight which Quincy had mentioııed. It was eleven 
o’clock before the dinner party broke up, and during that 
time Quincy had heard from one or another of the party a 
full account of the doings at the town meeting. 

It is needless to say that he was satisfied 'vvith the results, 
but he said nothing to indicate that fact in the presence of 
the Board of Selectmen. They were the first to leave, and 
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then tlıere was an opportunİty for mutual congratulations 
by the rernaining members of the party. To these four 
should be added Mr. Parsons, the proprietor, upon wiıose 
face rested a broad smile when he presented his bili for the 
day’s expense<s, and the sum was paic by Quincy. 

“Wehad a very pkasant time,” remarked Mr. Parsons to 
Mr. Sawyer as he bade him good evening. 

“I am delighted to hear it,” said Quincy, “and I regret 
very much that my business in the city prevented my being 
here to enjoy it.” 

On the way home with Ezekiel they \vent över the events 
of the day again together, and Ezekiel told him many little 
points, that for obvious reasons had been onıitted at the 
dinner party. 

Quincy was driven directly to Mrs. Hawkins , s boarding 
huose, for he had expl<ained his programme to Ezekiel. He 
tumed up his coat collar and pulled his hat down över his 
eyes. as he was admitted; and, although Mrs. Ha\vkins’s 
eyes were naturally sharp, she did not recognize the late 
comer, who proceeded upstairs to his room, whioh Mrs. 
Hawkins informed him was riglıt opposite the head of the 
stairs, and there was a light burniııg in the room and a good 
•warm fire, and if he needed anything, if 'he would just cali 
to her inside of the next ten minutes, she wotıld get it for 
him. 

Quincy said nothiıng, but went into his room and shut the 
door, and there \ve will leave him. 

As Strout and Abner drove back to Mason’s Corııer, after 
the adjournm'erıt of the town meeting, notlıing was said for j 
the first mile of the trip. 

Then Abner turned to him and remarked, “You ought 
ter be well satisfied \vith to-day’s perceedin ? s.’ , 

“How do you make that out?” grcnvled Strout. 

‘^aal, I think the events proved,” said Abner, “that 
you wuz the most pop’lar man in tlıer town.” 

“How do you make that out?” again growled Strout. 
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“Why,” said Abner, “you wuz nominated for every office 
in the gift o' ther town, and that's more’n any other feller 
could say.” 

“If you don't shut up,” said Strout, “Fil nominate you 
for town idyut, and there wonk be any use of any one run- 
nird agiıı yer!’’ 

Abner took his reproof meekly. He always did when 
Strout spoke to him. No more was said until they reaclıed 
home. Strout entered the boarding house and went up- 
stairs to his room, forgetting that there was a man from 
Boston, to arrive late that evening, who was to have the 
next room t-o his. 

Abner put up the horse and \vent home. As he went by 
Strout’s door, thoughts of the rum and molasses, and the 
good cigar that he 'had enjoyed the night of the surprise 
party one week ago«went through his mmd, and he stopped 
before Strout’s door and îistened attentivelv, but there was 
no ‘sound, and he went upstairs disoonsolately, and went to 
bed feeling that his »confidence in the Professor had been 
somewhat diminisihed by the events of the day. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 


MRS. HAWKINS > BOARDING HOUSE. 

M RS. HAWKINS vvaited patiently until eight okdock 
for the gentleman from Boston to come do\vn to 
breakfast. She t-hen vvaited impatfently from eight o’clock 
till nine. Dııring that time she put the breakfast on the 
stove to keep it warm, and also made -several trips to the 
front entry, where she listened to see if she could hear any 
signs of movement on the part of her new boarder. 

When nine o’clock arrived s'he coııld restrain her impa- 
tience no longer, and, going upstairs, she gave a sharp 
knock on the door of Quincy’s room. 

“W<hat is it?” answered a voice, somewhat sharply. 

“It’s nine o’clock, and your breakfast’s most dried up,” 
replied Mrs. Havvkins. 

“I don’t wish for any breakfast,” said the voice within 
the room, but in a much pleasanter tone. “What time do 
you have dinner?” 

“Twelve o’clock,” said Mrs. Hawkins. 

“Ali right,” answered the voice, cheerfully. “Fil take 
my breakfast and dinner together.” 

“That beats ali,” said Mrs. Hawkins, as she entered the^ 
kitchen. 

“What beats ali?” asked Betsy Green, who worked for 
Mrs. Hawkins. 

“It beats ali/’ repeated Mrs. Ha\vkins, “how these city 
folks can sit up till twelve o^clock at night. and then go with- 
out their breakfast till noontime. Fve fixed up somethin’ 
tıretty nice for him, and I don’t propose to see it wasted.” 
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“What are you goin’ t o do with it?” asked Betsy. 
“ ’Tvvon’t keep till to-morrer momin".” 

‘Tm goin" to eat it myself,” said Mrs. Hawkin-s. And 
suitıng the action to the word, she transferred the appetiz- 
ing breakfast to the kıtchen tahle, and, takiııg a seat, began 
to devour it. 

“Have you seen your sister, Samanthy, lately?” she 
asked. 

‘‘I \vas up there Sunday evening,” repîied Betsy, “and 
she said Mis’ Putnam was failin" very fast. She keeps her 
bed ali the time now, and Samanthy has to run up and 
down stairs ’bout forty times a day. She won"t let Miss 
Lindy do a thiııg for her.” 

“Well, if I was Lindy,” said Mrs. Ha\vkins, “I wouldn’t 
do anything for her if she wanted me to. She used to abuse 
that child shamefully. Is Miss Lindy goin" to keep house 
arter her mother dies?” 

“No,” said Betsy, “she’s got her things ali packed up, 
and she told Samanthy she should leave town for well and 
good as soon as her mother was buried.” 

“I don’t blame her,” exclaimed Mrs. Hawkins, 
“Where"s Samanthy goin’?” 

“Oh, she says she wants to rest a\vhile afore she goes 
anywheres else to live. She’s ali run down.” 

“PVaps she’ll go and stay with yer mother for a while.” 

“No,” said Betsy, “she won’t go there.” 

“Ain’t yer mother ’n’ her on good terms?” 

“Oh, yes,” replied Betsy, “but the four boys send mother 
five dollars a month apiece, and us giriş give her two dol* 
lars a month apiece, and it’s understood that none of us is 
to go and loaf "round at home, ’less we pay our board.” 

“ThaPs ali right,” said Mrs. Hawkins. “You can teli 
Samanthy for me that she can come here and stay a couple 
o" -\veeks with you. Your bed’s big enough for two, and I 
won"t charge her no board if she’s willin’ to wait on table 
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at dinner time. You’Il get the benefit of it, ye know, 
Betsy, for you kin get the dinner dishes done so much ear- 
lier.” 

“That’s very ki'nd of you, Mrs. Havvkins,” said Betsy, 
and the conversation lapsed for a moment till she in- 
quired, ‘‘YVill yoıtr daughter Mandy stay with Mr. Pettem 
gill arter he marries Huldy Mason?” 

“I don’t know, ,, replied Mrs. Hawkins. “Mandy says 
that Hiram Max\vell is the bi'ggest fool of a man she ever 
saw.” 

“Then she must think a good deal of him,” laughed 
Betsy. 

“Wall, I fancy she does,” replied Mrs. Havvkins; “and 
Pve noobjections to him, secin’ as that Mt. Sawyer is goin’ 
to put him inter the grocery store and back him up. But 
Mandy say s that he vvon’t come to the pi’nt. He hints and 
hints and vvobbles ali ’round the question, but he don’t ask 
her to marry him right out and out. Mandy says she vvon’t 
gin in until he does, for if she does, she says he’ll be 
chuckin’ it at her one of these days that he didn’t ask her 
to marry him and be sayin’ as how she threw herself at 
him, but there’s too much of the old Job Skinner spirit in 
Mandy for her to do anythin’ like that.” 

At this moment Mrs. Havvkins looked up -and savv Iliram 
Maxwell standing in the half-open doorvvay that led into 
the wood-shed. 

“List’ncrs never hear any good of themselves,” remarked 
Mrs. Havvkins, as Hiram advanced into the room. 

“I didn’t hear not’hin’,” said Hiram. “Pve got too 
many things in my head to teli yer to mind any vvomen’s 
talk,” he continued. 

“What is it?” cried Mrs. Havvkins and Betsy simül¬ 
tane ously. 

“Well, fust,” said Hiram, “early this mornin’ your sister 
Samanthy,” here he looked at Betsy, “came tcarin’ dovvn 
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to Deacon Mason’s house and saîd as how Mis' Hepsey 
Putnam was powerful bad, and she wanted me to run 
down to ’Zeke Pettengill’s and have him bring his sister 
right np to the house, ’cause Mis* Putnam wanted to see 
her afore she died, and the Deacon’s wife said as how I 
could go up \vith him and her, and so we druv up, and a 
little while ago your sister Samanthy,” here he looked at 
Betsy again, “asked me if Fd drive oveı* and ask Mis’ 
Hawkins if you,” here he looked at Betsy for the third 
time, “could come up and stay with her this arternoon, for 
she thinks Mis’ Putnam is goirr to die, and -she don’t want 
to be left alone up in that big house.” 

Betsy looked at Mrs. Hawkins inquiringly. 

Mrs. Hawkins saw the glance and said, “I can’t spare 
yer till arter dinner, Betsy; say ’bout one o’clock. You 
kin go and stay till the fust thing to-morrer mornin\ I 
guess I kin manage supper alone.” 

“Samanthy will be much obleeged, Mis' Hawkins,” said 
Hiram. “Fil drive right back and teli her, and Fil drive 
down agin about one o’clock arter Betsy.” 

“LisFners get a good p’int now and then,” remarked 
Hiram to himself. “Now I see what made Mandy so 
durned offish. Wall, she won’t have any excuse in the 
future. I guess I kin ask her a straight question when I 
git good and ready, Mother Hawkins.” And he struck 
the lıorse such a violent blow with the whip that it required 
ali his attention for the next few miııutes to bring him 
down to a trot. When he had done so he had reached his 
destination and his resentful feelings had subsided. 

After Hiram had göne, Mrs. Hawkins and Betsy busied 
themselves getting dinner. Happening to glance out of 
the window, the former exc!aimed, “Why, there’s Jonas, 
and what on airtlı has he got ân his hands?” 

Betsy ran to the window and looked out. 

“I guess iFs a head of lettuce,” said she. 
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At that moment the door opened and Jonas Hawkins 
entered, bearing a huge head of lettııce in his hand. 

“Wall, Martlıy,” said Mr. Hawkins, “how did the man 
from Bosting like his breakfast? I kalkilated them fresiı- 
laid eggs woııld süit him to a T.” 

“He ain’t got up yet,” replied Mrs. IIawkins. 

“Must lıave been putty tired,” coııtİnued Mr. Hawkins. 
“I kinder envy him. Do yer know, Martlıy, if I wuz rich 
I wouldn’t git up any day till it wuz time to go to bed 
agin.” And he laughed loudly at his own remark. 

“What do yer expect me to do with that lıead of let- 
tuce?” asked Mrs. Hawkins with some asperity in her 
tone. 

“Wall,” said Jonas, “I was över to Hill’s grocery and 
he'd ordered some from Bosting for Mis’ Putnam, but slıe’s 
too sick to eat 'em, so Sam gave me this one, ’cause we’re 
putty good customers, you know, and I kalkilated that if 
you made up one of them nice chicken salads o' yourn it 
might please the new boarder and the old oncs too;” and 
chuckling to himself he laid the lettuce on the kitchen 
tabîe and walked out into the wood-shed. In a few ıııo- 
ments he was vigorously at work chopping wood, whistling 
to himself as he \vorked. 

“Mr. Hawkins is an awful good-natured man, isn’t he?” 
asked Betsy. 

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Hawkins, “he’s too all-fired good- 
natured for his own good. If Pd known him twenty-five 
years ago he’d have money in the bank no\v. His fust 
vvife wuz slacker’n dish water. But I guess we've talked 
enough for one momin', Betsy. You jest git that chicken 
I boiled and bone it and chop it up, and Pil rnake the 
dressinY" 

When twelve o’clock sounded from the beli in the 
church tower, dinner was on the table at Mrs. Hawkins’s 
boarding house. By five miııutes past twelve there were 
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fourteen seated at the table, with one vacant chair. Pro- 
îessor Strout sat at the head of the table. At his left was 
Abner Stiles, w'hile Robert Wood sat next to Stiles. The 
vacant seat was at the Professor's right hand, and ali eyes 
were turned toward it, for ali had heard of the Boston man 
\vho had arrived the night before, but who, much to their 
disappoıntment, had not appeared at breakfast. 

At ten minutes past twelve the door leading into the 
dining-room from the front entry was opened quietly, and 
the young man who entered, seeıng the vacant chair near 
the head of the table, took possession of it. 

For a moment nobody looked up, each apparently wait* 
ing for some one else to take the initiative. 

Quincy, for it was he, broke the silence, and immediately 
every face at the table was turned towards him. 

“How do you do, Professor?” said lıe. “Good afternoon, 
Mr. Stiles and Mr. Wood. Ah, glad to see you, Mr. Hill,” 
he added, as he espîed Samuel Hill at the farther end of the 
table. 

The Professor’s face grew cri'mson, then bright red, and 
finally assumed a bluish tinge. Abner sat transfixed. The 
others at the table had a charming diversity of expres*sions 
on their faces, ranging from “grave to gay, from lively to 
severe.” No one at the table enjoyed the situation any 
more than Samuel Hill, who was very fond of a joke and 
\vho knew of Çuincy’s intention to meet his eneıııy at cîose 
qııarters. 

For several minutes no one spoke. Betsy flew from one 
to the other waitıng upon table, but a solemn hush seemed 
to have falîeıı upon the dinner party. Again Quincy broke 
the silence. 

“I trust, gentlemen,” said he, “that you will not let my 
presence interfere with your usual conversation. I have 
no doubt Mr. Stiles can teli us a good story, and I am 
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equally sure that Professor Strout has some entertaining 
bit of village gossip that he would like to circulate.” 

Here Samuel Hill purposely dropped his fork upon the 
floor and was obliged to get ıınder the table to recover it, 
Betsy assisting him in the search. When they emerged 
from under the table their faces were red with their exer- 
tions. 

As we have seen on other occasions, the Professor was 
verv quick in rescuing lıimself from any dilemma into 
\vhich he might be thrown. He saw an opportunity to 
divert attention from himself and speedily improved it. 

“1 think Pil have to walk över and see Miss Tilly James 
this afternoon,” said the Professor. 

At this shot at Samuel Hill and Betsy everybody 
laugflıed, including Quincy, and thus the ice was broken. 

“Fve heard some pretty big lies told in my life,” said 
Robert Wood, "but I think Abel Coffin, yer know him, 
Professor, old Jonathan Coffin’s son, the oııe that goes car- 
penterin’, he lives över in Montrose, yer know, can beat 
anybody we’ve got in this town, not exceptin , you, Stiles;” 
and he gave the latter a ntıdge with his elbow that nearly 
knocked him out of his chair. 

"Teli us the story, Robert,” said the Professor, \vho had 
recovcred his self-complacency; "we’re dyin’ to hcar it.” 

"Well,” continued Robert Wood, "Abel had been shin- 
glin’ a house, and I told him there wuz a place \vhere he’d 
left off a shingle. Abel laughed and, sez he, Tf I hadn’t 
better eyesiglıt tlıan you’ve got Pd carry a telescope ’rouııd 
\vith me/ ‘Well/ sez I, thinkin’ Pd fool him, ‘let’s see 
which one of us has got the best eyesight/ I pointed up 
to the ridgepole of the house, \vhich was ’bout a hundred 
feet off from where we stood, and sez I to Abel, 'Can you 
see that fly walkin > along on the ridgepole near the chim- 
ney? I ken/ Abel put his hand up back of his ear, and 
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sez he, ‘No, I can’t see him, but I can hear him walkin’ 
’round.’ ” 

As Robert concludecl, a loud shout of îaughter went up 
from the table. Quincy had no desire to be considered 
“stuck up,” so he joined in the laugh, although he had 
heard the story in a dıfferent form before. 

So had the Professor, and he never allowed an old story 
to be told in his presence without \vorking in two lines of 
doggerel which he had composed, and of \vhich he was 
very protıd. So, turning to Robert Wood he said patron- 
izingly, “That was very well told, Robert. The story is 
an old one, but you worked it up very nicely; but,” con- 
tinued the Professor, “as I have often remarked on similar 
occasions: 

It makes no difference \vhether a story’s new or old, 
Everything depends on the way it’s told.” 

Turning quickly to Quincy he said, “No doubt Mr. Saw- 
yer can favor us witlı a story that we’ve never heard be¬ 
fore.” 

Ouincy was a little taken aback, for the appeal was un- 
expected, but he quickly recovered his self-possession and 
said in a low but pleasant voice, “I am afraid that my story 
will have to depend on the way it is told rather than upon 
its novelty.” He wondered if his hearers were acquainted 
with the travels of Baron Munchausen, but decided to try 
the experiment. “About a year ago,” resumed Quincy, 
“I went down to Maine on some la\v business. I transacted 
it, but had to travel some ten miles to the county town to 
record my papers. I had a four-wheeled buggy, and a 
strong, heavily-built horse. It began to snow very fast 
after I started, but I knew the road and drove steadily on. 
As I approached the county town I noticed that the snow 
was deeper than the highest building in the town, in fact* 
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none of the town \vas visible, excepting about three feet oİ 
the spire of the tallest church in the place.” 

Quincy stopped and glanced about the table. Every eye 
was fastened upon hım, and ali, including the Professor 
and Stiles particularly, were listening intently. Quincy 
continued his story: 

“I was \vell supplied with buffalo robes, so after tying 
horse firmly to the \veather vane on the spire, I made 
ııp a bed on the snow with my buffalo robes, and slept 
soundly and comfortably ali night. When I woke in the 
morning I was stili enveloped in the robes, but found to my 
surprise that I \vas lying upon the ground. I looked 
around, but the re was no sign of snow anywhere. I arose 
and looked about for my horse and btıggy, but they were 
not in sight. Then I remembered that I had tied my horse 
to the weather vane. Casting my eyes upward I saw my 
horse and buggy lıanging by the strap, the horse having 
secured a footing on the side of the spire. Happily I had 
a revolver \vith me, and with one shot I severed the broad 
leathern strap. Naturally the horse and buggy fell to the 
ground. I put my buffalo robes back into the buggy, rode 
to the court house, had my papers recorded, and then 
drove back ten miles to town, none the \vorse for my ad* 
venture, but the stableman charged me fifty cents for the 
strap that I was obliged to leave on the church spire.” 

A number of low whist!es, interm'ıxcd with several 
“whews!” were heard, as Qııincv finished his story. 

“Wall, by thunder!” ejaculated Stiles, “how do yer ac 
count for —” 

“I think it must have been a sudden thaw, ,, remarked 
Quincy, with a grave face. 

“One thing puzzles me,” saîd the Professor. 

“What is that?” asked Quincy politely, “perhaps I can 
explain.” 

“Before yotı left the church,” asked the Professor, “why 
didn’t you reach up and ontie that strap?” 
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Another loud shout of lauglıter broke from the company, 
and Quincy, realizing tlıat the Professor »had beaten him 
fairly by putting a point on his own story, joined heartily in 
the laugh at his own expense. 

“That reminds me,” said Abner Stiles, “of an adventure 
that I had several years ago, down in Maine, \vhen I wuz 
younger and spryer’n I am now.” 

“How old be you?” said the Professor. 

“Wall,” replied Abner, “'the family B.ible makes me out 
to be fifty-eight, bııt jedgin' from the fun Pve had Pm 
as old as Methooserlar. ,, 

This remark gave Stiles the preliminarv laugh, \vhich 
he ahvays counted upon when he told a story. 

“Did yer ever meet a b’ar?” asked he, directing his re- 
nıark to Quincy. 

“Yes,” said Quiııcy, “Pve stood up bcfore one many a 
time.” 

“Well, really,” exclaimed Abner, “how’d yer come off?” 

“Usually \vith considerable less money than when I went 
up,” replied Quincv, seeing that Abner \vas mystified. 

“What?” said Abner. “I mean a real black b’ar, one of 
those big, shaggv fellers sech as you meet in the woods 
down in Maine.” 

“Oh,” said Quincy, “I was talking about an öpen bar, 
such as you fin d in bar-rooms and hotels.” 

This time the laugh was on Abner, and he was consider- 
ably nettled by it. 

“Go on, Abner, go on!” came from several voices, and 
thus reassured, he continued: 

“Wall, as I wuz goin’ to say, I was out partridge shoot- 
ing down in Maine several years ago, and ali I had with me 
was a fowlin’ piece and a pouoh of bird shot. In fact, I 
didn't have any shot left, for Pd killed ’bout forty par- 
tridges. I had a piece of strong twine with me, &o I tied 
their legs together and sîung ’em över m-v shouMer. 1 
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was jest gom* to start for hum when I lıeerd the boughs 
crackin’ behind me, and turnin* ’round I saw—Geewhilli* 
kins!—a big black b’ar not more’n ten feet from me. I 
had notlıin’ to shoot him v/ith, and knew that the only \vay 
to save my life \vuz to run for it. I jest bent över and 
threw the partridges on the ground, thinkin’ as I did so 
that perhaps the b’ar \vould stop to eat them, and I could 
git away. I started to run, but caught my toe in some 
underbrusîı and went down ker-slap. I said ali the prayers 
I knew in ’bout eig-lıt seconds, then got up, and started to 
run ag’in. Like Lot's wife, I couldn’t help lookin'* back, 
and there wuz the b’ar flat on his back. I went up to lıiııı 
kinder cautious, fer I didn’t know but he might be slıam- 
min’, them black b’ars are mighty cute; but, no, he wuz 
deader’n a door nail. I took the partridges back to town, 
and then a party on us came back and toted the b’ar home.” 

Every one sat quietly for a moment, then Quincy asked 
with a sober face, “What caused the bear’s death; was it 
heart disease?” 

“No,” said Abner, “ ’twas some şort of braın trouble. 
Yer see, when I threw those partridges onter the ground it 
brought a purty powerful strain onto my galluses. When 
we cut the b’ar up we found one of my pants buttons right 
in the centre of his brain.” 

Abner’s story was greeted with those signs of approval 
that were so dear to his heart, and Quincy, realizing that 
when you are in Rome you must do as the Romans do, was 
not backward in his applause. 

Ali eyes were now turned to the Professor. 

“I don’t think,” said he, “that I can make up a lie to 
mateh with those that have jist been told, but if any of you 
are enough interested in the truth to want to listen to a 
true story, I kin teli you one that came under my observa» 
tion a few days ago.” 

Ali looked inquiringly at Strout, but none spoke. 
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<r Wall,” said he, “I s’pose I must consider as how silence 
means consent, and go ahead. Wall” he continued, “you 
ali know, or most ali on yer do, old Bili Tompkins, that 
lives out on the road to Montrose. This occurrence took 
place early las' summer. Old Bili hisself is too close- 
anouthed to let on about it, but when I was över there the 
other day, arter givin’ Lizzy Tompkins her .music-lesson, I 
got talkın’ with her mother, and one thing led to another, 
and finally I got the whole story outer her. Old Bili had 
a cow that they called ‘Old Jinnie/ She was always mis- 
cheevous, but last year -she’d been wusser’n ever. She’d 
git out of the barn nights, and knock down fences, and 
tramp down flower gardens, and everybody said she wuz a 
pesky noosance. One night old Bili and his family wuz 
seated ’round the centre table in the sittin’-room* There 
wuz Mary, l his wife; and George, his oldest boy, a young 
fellow about eigfateen; Tommy, who is a ten-year-older, 
and little Lizzy, who is about eight. George wuz readin’ 
eomethin’ out of a paper to ’em, when they heerd a-runnin* 
and a-jumpin’, and old Bili said, ‘That varmint's got out of 
the barn and is rampagin* ’round agin/ The winder 
curt’ins wuz up, and old Jinnie must V seed the light, for 
she run pell-mell agin the house, and drove her horns 
through the \vinder, smashin* four panes. Old Bili and 
George managed to git her back înter the barn and tied her 
up. 

“As they wuz walking back to the house, old’ Bili said, ; 
*Consarn her picter, Fil make beef o’ her to-morrer or myj 
name ain’t Bili Tompkins/ When they got back to the 
settin’-roam, George said, ‘How be yer goin’ ter do it, dad?" 
*Why, cut her throat/ said Bili. ‘You can’t do it/ said 
George, ‘the law sez yer must shoot her fust in the temple/ 
‘Ali right/ said old Bili, ‘you shoot and Bil oarve/ So next 
mornin’ they led old Jinnie out with her head p’inted 
!towards the barn. George had loaded up the old musket. 
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and stood Tout thirty feet off. George didn’t know just 
edzactly where the cow’s temple wuz, but he imagined it 
must be somewhere atween her eyes, so he ffred and lıit 
her squar’ in the forehead. That was enough for old Jinnie, 
she jist dueked her head, and witlı a roar like the bull oî 
fBashan she put îor George. He dropped the musket and 
’\vent up the ladder inter the haynıow livelier’n he ever did 
before, you kin bet. Old Jinnie struck the ladder and 
knocked it galley-west. Old Jinnie then turned ’round and 
spied little Tommy. He put, and she put arter him. There 
wasn’t nothin’ else to do, so Tommy took a high jump and 
landed in the pig-sty. Old Bili is kinder deef in o:ıe ear, and 
he didn’t notice much w-hat \vuz goin’ on on that side of 
him. He was runnin* the grindstone and puttin’ a good 
sharp edge on his butcher knife, \vhen he happened to look 
up and seed old Jinnie comin’ head on. He dropped the 
knife and started for the house, thinkin’ he’d dodge in the 
front door. Över went the grindstone and old Jinnie, too, 
but she wuz up on her feet ag’in quicker’n scat. She 
seemed to scent the old man, for \vhen she got to the front 
door she turned in and then bolted right into the parlor. 
Old Bili heerd her comin’, and he went head fust tiırough 
the öpen \vinder, and landed in the orchard. He got up 
and run for a big apple-tree that stood out near the road, 
and never stopped till lıe’d clumb nearly to the top. Little 
Lizzie gave a yeli like a catamount and ran belıind the 
pianner, whioh was sot out a little from the wall. Old Jin* 
nie went bunt inter the pianner and nıade a sand\vich of 
Lizzie, who wuz behind it. Mis’ Tompkins heard Lizzie 
scream, and come to see what the matter was. Wheıı she 
see Jinnie she jist made strides for the wood-shed, and old 
Jinnie sashayed arter her. Mis’ Tompkins \vent skitin* 
through the \vood-shed. There wuz a paır of steps that led 
up inter the corn barn, and Mis’ Tompkins got up there 
jist as old Jinnie \valked off with the steps. Then old Jinnie 
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took a walk outsıde and looked ’round as unconsarned as 
though nothin’ had happened. Jist about this time one 
of them tin peddlers come along that druv one of them red 
carts with pots, and pans, and kittles, and brooms, and 
brushes, and mops hung ali över it. He spied old Bili up 
in the tree, and sez he, ‘What be yar doin', Farmer Tomp- ( 
kins?’ ‘Pickin’ apples/ said old Bili. He don’t waste 
words on nobody, ‘Ain’t it rather early for apples?’ in- 
quired the peddler. ‘Tlıese are some I forgot to pick last 
fail/ replied old Bili. ‘Arıydım’ in my line?’ said the ped¬ 
dler. ‘Ain’t got no money/ said Bili. ‘Hain’t you got 
something you want to trade?’ asked the peddler. ‘Yes/ 
said Bili, Tll swap that cow över yonder; you kin have her 
for fifteen dollars, an’ Fil take it ali in trade/ ‘Good 
milker?’ said the man. ‘Fust-class butter/ said old Bili. 
AVhat do you want in trade?’ said the man. ‘Süit yer self/ 
said Bili, ‘chuck it down side of the road there.’ This was 
soon done, and the peddler druv up front of old Jinnie and 
went to git her, so as to tie her behind his waggiıı. She 
didn’t stop to be led. Do\vn went her head agin and she 
made for the peddler. He got the other side of his team 
jist as old Jinnie druv her horııs ’tween the spokes of the 
forrard wheel. Down come the pots, and pans, and kittles, 
in ev’ry direction. A clotheshorse fell on the horse’s back 
and off he started on a dead run, and that wuz the end of 
poor Jinnie. Before she could pull baek her horns, round 
\vent the wheel and broke her neek. The peddler pulled up 
his horse and \vent back to see old Bili, who \vas climbin’ 
down fro-m the apple tree. ‘W‘hat am I goin’ to do about 
this?’ said the peddler. ‘I wuz countin’ on driv-in’ her över 
to the next town and sellin’ her or tradin’ her off, but I 
hain’t got no use for fresh beef.’ ‘Wall/ said old Bili, ‘con- 
sidering circumstances we’ll cali the trade off. You kin keep 
your stuff and T’ll keep my beef.’ The peddler loaded up 
and druv off. Then old Bili went in and pulled Lizzie out 
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from behind the pianııer, »and put up tlıe steps so Mrs. 
Tompkins could come down from the corn barn, and fished 
Tommy out of the pig-sty, and threw a bucket of water 
över him, and put up the ladder so George could git down 
from the haymovv, and they ali got round poor old Jinnie 
and stood as hard as they could and laughed.” Here Pro* 
fessor Strout pushed back his chair and rose to his feet. 
“That’s how old Bili Tompkins got his beef.” 

There was a general laugh and a pushing back of chairs, 
and the whole company arose and went in various direc- 
tions to their afternoon work. Professor Strout went into 
the front entry, for he ahvays entered and left the housc by 
the front door. Quincy followed him, and closing the door 
that led into the dining-room, said, “Mr. Strout, I \vould 
like to see you in my room for half an hour on important 
business.” 

“I guess ’tain’t as important as some business of my own 
Pve got to attend to this arternoon. Pm goin’ över to the 
Centre to fix up my accounts as tax collector with the town 
treasurer.” 

“I think my business is fully as important as that,” said 
Quincy, “it relates to your appointment as postmaster.” 

“Oh, youVe got a hand in that, have yer?” asked Strout, 
an angry fluslı suffusing his face. 

“I have both hands in it,” replied Quincy imperturbably, 
“and it rests \vith you entirely whether I keep hold or let 

g°.” 

“Waîî,” said Strout, looking at his watch, “I kin spare 
you half an hour, if it wiîl be as great an accommodation 
to yer as yer seem to think it \vill.” 

And he follovved Quincy upstairs to the latter’s room. 


CHAPTER XXX. 


A SETTLEMENT. 


HEN they entered the room Quincy motıoned 



v V Strout to a chaır, which he took. He then closed 
the door and, taking a cigar case from his pocket, offered a 
cigar to Strout, which the latter refused. Quincy then 
lighted a cigar and, throwing himself into an armchair in a 
comfortable position, looked straight at the Professor, who 
returned his gaze defiantîy, and said: 

“Mr. Strout, there is an öpen account of some two 
montlTs standing between us, and I have asked you to 
come up here to-day, because I think it is time for a settle- 
ment” 

“I don’t owe you nuthin’,” said Strout, doggedly. 

“I think you owe me better treatment than you have 
given me the past two months,” remarked Quincy, “but 
we , ll settle that point later.” 

“I guess Fve treated you as well as you have me,” re- 
torted Strout, with a sneer. 

“But you began it,” said Quincy, “and had it ali your 
own way for two months; I waited patiently for you to 
stop, but you wouldn’t, so the last week Fve been squaring 
up matters, and there is only one point that hasn’t been 
settled. From what I have heard,” continued Quincy, “I 
am satisfied that Miss Mason has received full reparation 
for any slanderous remarks that may have been started or 
circulated by you concerning herself.” 

The Professor attentively regarded the pattern of the 
carpet on the floor. 

Quincy continued, “Miss Lindy Putnam has repeated to 


322 


QUIXCY ADAMS SAWYEK. 


me what slıe toîd Mr. Stiles about her visit to Boston, and 
attributed the distorted and untrue form in wlıich it reached 
the iniıabitants of tlıis town to your well-known powers of 
invention. Am I right?” 

The Professor looked up. “Fil have somethin’ to say 
^vvhen you git tîırough,” he replied. 

'T expect and ask no apology or reparation for \vhat 
you’ve said about me,” remarked Quincy. “You made your 
boast that oııe of us had got to leave town, and it wouldn’t 
be you. When I heard that I determined to stay at vhat- 
ever cost, and we’ll settle this afternoon which one of us is 
going to change his residence.” 

“I don’t think you kin run nıe out o’ town,” said Strout, 
savagely. 

“Well, I don’t know,” rejoined Ouincy. “Let us see 
what I have done in a week. You insulted Mr. Pettengill 
and his sister by not inviting tlıem to the surprise party. I 
know it was done to insult me rather than them, but you 
\vill remember that we three were present, and had a very 
pleasant time. I was the la\vyer that advised Deacon Mason 
not to loan that five hundred dollars to pay down on the 
store. I told the Deacon I would loan him five hundred 
dollars if the store \vas knocked down to you, but I would 
have had that store if it had cost me ten thousand dollaıs 
instead of three. I was the one who put your war record 
in the hands of Mr. Tobias Smith, and J \vas the one that 
prepared the statement wlfich showed how ııegligent you 
had been in attending to your duties as tax collector.” 

“Pavin’ so much attention to other people’s business 
must have made yer forget yer own,” said Strout, shutting 
his teeth togetlıer with a sııap. 

“Oh, no,” remarked Quincy, \vith a lauglı; “I had plenty 
of time left to take a hand in village politics, and my friend 
Mr. Stackpole \vas elected by a very kandsome vote, as you 
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have no doubt heard.” Strout dug his heel into the carpet, 
but said nothing. 

“Now,” continued Quincy, “Fve had your appoinfcment 
as postmaster held tıp till you and I come to terms.” 

“You’re takin’ a lot of trouble for notlıin’,” said Strout. 
/‘I can’t be postmaster unless I have a store. I guess I kin 
manage to live with my music teachin" and organ playin’ 
at the church.” 

“Fve tthoug'ht of tlıat,” said Quincy. “I don’t wish to go 
to extremes, but I will if it is necessary. Before you leave 
ıtlıis room, Mr. Strout, you must decide whether you will 
\vork with me or against me in the future. ,, 

<< S , posin , I decide to work agin yer?” asked Strout; 
“what then?” 

“Well/’ said Quiııcy sternly, “if you drive me to it, Fil 
bring down a coııple of good music teachers from Boston. 
They’ll tcach music for nothing, and Fil pay them good 
salaries. The church needs a new organ, and Fil make 
them a present of one, on condition tîıat they get a ne\v 
org-anist.” 

Strout looked down reflectively for a few minutes, then 
he glanced up and a queer smile passed över his face. 
“S’posin’ I switch ’round,” said he, “and say İTİ work with 
yer?” 

“If you say it and mean it, Mr. Strout,” replied Quincy, 
rising from his chair, “Fil cross off the old score and start 
fresh from to-day. Fm no Indian, and have no vindictive 
feelings. You and I have been playing against each other 
and you’ve lost every trick. Now, if you say so, we , ll play 
as partners. İTİ give you a third interest in the grocery 
store for a thousand dollars. The firm name shall be Strout 
& Maxwell. Fil put in another thousand dollars to buy a 
couple of horses and wagons, and we , ll take orders and de¬ 
liver goods free to any family within five miles of the store. 
Maxwell will have a third, and Fil have a third as silent 
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partner, and Fil see that you get your appointment as 
postmaster.” 

Quincy looked at Strout expectantly, awaiting his an- 
swer. Finally it came. 

“Consideriıı’ as how you put it,” said Strout, “I don’t 
think you and me \vill clash in the futur’.” 

Quincy extended his hand, vvhiclı Strout took, and the 
men shook hands. 

‘That settles it,” said Quincy. 

“Just half an hour!” exclaimed Strout, looking at his 
watch. 

A loud knock was heard on the door. 

“I guess Abner has got tired o’ waitin' and has come 
arter me,” remarked Strout. 

Quincy opened the door and Mr. Stiles stood revealed. 

“Is Professor Strout here?” asked he. 

“Yes,” said Quincy; “come in.” 

“I guess Fil see him out here,” continued Abner. “Wlıat 
Fve got to say may be kinder private.” 

“Come in, Abner,” cried Strout, “and let’s hear what’s 
on your mind.” 

“Wail,” said Abner, looking askance at Quincy, “if yer 
satisfied, I am. Hiram Maxvveirs jest come down from 
Mis' Putnam’s, and Mis' Heppy Putnam’s dead,”— 
Quincy started on heariııg thıs,—-“and Samanthy Green is 
at her wits’ end, ’cause she never was alone in the lıouse 
with a dead pusson afore, an' Hiram’s goin’ to take Betsy 
Green back to stay with hc^ sister, and then he’s goin’ to 
take Miss Alice Pettengill down home, cuz Miss Pettem 
igiirs most tired out; cuz, you see, she’s been there since 
eight o’clock thıs mornin’, and Mis' Putnam didn’t die till 
about one o’clock, and Samanthy says Mis’ Putnam took 
on awful, so you could hear her ali över the house, and 
Miss Lindy Putnam, she’s gom’ to take the next train to 
Bosting—she’s goin’, bag and baggage—and Fve got to 
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drive her över to the station, and Bob Wood, he’s comin* 
along with a waggin to carry her trunks and bandboxes 
and sich, and so I’ve come to teli yer, Professor, that I 
can’t take yer över to the Centre tlıis arternoon, no how.” 

“That’s ali right, Abner,” said Strout; “considerin’ as 
how things has -göne, to j morrow \vill do just as well, but I 
wish you’d drop in and teli the town treasurer that I’m 
gom’ into business with Mr. Maxwell and Mr. Sawyer 
here,”—Abner’s eyes dilated,—“under the firm name of 
Strout, Maxwell, & Co.” 

“No!” interrupted Quincy, “let the sign read, Strout & 
Maxwell.” 

“And,” continued Mr. Strout, “Mr. Sawyer here is goin' 
to push through my app’intment as postmaster.” 

By this time Abner’s mouth was wide öpen. Quincy saw 
it, and imagined the conflict going on in poor Abner’s 
mind. 

“What Mr. Strout say s is correct,” remarked Quincy, 
“but you have no time to lose now. Perhaps to-night Mr. 
Strout will expîain the matter more fully to you.” 

Abner turned, without a word, and left the room. 

“Mr. Stiles is a faithful friend of yours,” said Quincy, 
turning to the Professor. 

“Yes,” assented Strout; “Abner’s a very good shaft 
horse, but he wouldn’t be of much vally as a lead.” 

Quincy again extended his cigar case. This time the 
Professor did not refuse, but took two. Holding up one 
of them between his fingers, he said, “This is the one I 
didn’t take wdıen I came in.” 

“I will have the partnership papers drawn up in a few 
days, Mr. Strout, ready for signature, and I will v/rite at 
önce to my friends in Washington, and urge them to see 
the Postmaster General, and have your appoıntment made 
as soon as possible.” 
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“Yer don't let no grass grow under yer feet, do yer?” 
said Strout. 

Quincy was a little taken aback by this remark, for he 
had not anticipated a compliment from the Professor. He 
turned to him and said, “Until you îorfeit nıy esteem, we 
are friends, and it is always a pleasure to me to hclp nıy 
friends.” 

The men shook hands again, and the Professor left the 
room. 

“Not a bad man at heart,” soliloquized Quincy. “I am 
glad the affair has had such a pleasant termination. Poor 
Alice! What a time she must lıave had with Mrs. Putnanı, 
and so Lindy is going to keep her word, and not stay to 
the funeral. Well, knowing what I do, I don’t blame her. 
Perhaps Mrs. Putnam told Alice that Lindy was not her 
own child, for Alice \vould not accept the fortııne, I know, 
if she thought she was wronging Lindy by doing so. Pil 
go home,”—he smiled as he said this,—“and probably Alice 
will teH me ali about it.” 

He went down stairs, and not seeing Mrs. Hawkiııs in 
the dining-room, walked out into the kitchen, where she 
was hard at work washing the dinner dishes. 

“Law, Mr. Sawyer, \vhy didn’t you holler for me ef you 
wanted anything?” 

“I don’t \vish for anything particularly,” sai-d Quincy, 
“but I do wish to compliment you on your chicken salad; it 
was as fine as any I ever ate at Young’s, or Parker’s, in 
Boston, and,” continued he, “here are tıvelve dollars.” He 
held out the money to her, she wiped her hands on her 
apron. 

“What’s that fur?” she asked. “IVe got six dollars of 
your money now.” 

“That's for Mandy,” said Quincv; “and this,” pressing 
the money into her hand, “is for four weeks’ room rent; I 
im liable to come here any time during the next month. I 


A SETTLEMENT. 


Z2T k 


am going into business with Mr, Strout and Mr. Maxwel! 
—we’re going to run the grocery store över here, and it 
will be very handy to be so near to the store until \ve get 
the business established. Good afternaon, Mrs. Hawkins,” 
and he took her İıand, which was stili wet, in his, and shook 
it warmlv. 

He turned to leave the house by the kitchen door, but 
Mrs. Hawkins interposed. 

“You better go out the front way,” said she, and she ran 
before him and opened the door leading to the front entry, 
and then the front door. * As he passed out, she said, “I 
\vish you success, Mr. Sawyer, and we’ll gin you ali our 
trade,” 

“Thank you!” said Quincy. He walked down the patlı, 
opened the front gate, and as he closed it raised his hat to 
Mrs. Hawkins, who stood in the front doonvay, her thin, 
aııgular face wreathed in smiles. 

“Wall,” said she, as she closed the front door and walked 
back into the kitchen, “what lies some folks teli. Now, that 
Professor Strout has allus said that Mr. Sawyer was so 
stuck up that he wouldn’t speak to common folks. Wall, I 
think he’s a real gentleman. , Twon , t do for any one to run 
him down to me arter this.” 

Here she thought of her money, and, spreading out the 
tîıree biliş in her hand, she opened the kitchen door and 
screamed at the top of her voice, “Jonas! Jonasü Jonas!!!” 
Tlıere were no signs of Jonas. “Where is that man? He’s 
never ’round when he’s \vanted.” 

“What is it, Marthy?” said a voice behind her. Turning, 
she saw her lıusband puffing away at his brierwood pıpe. 

“I thought you went out to the bara,” said she, “to help 
Abner hitch up?” 

“Wall, I did,” he replied; “but it didn’t take two on us 
long to do that. I eat so much chicken sala-d that it laid 
kinder heavy on my stummick, so I went out in the \vood- 
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shed to have a smoke. But where did you git aîl that 
money?” 

“Mr. Sawyer took the front room for two weeks and 
paid for it ahead, and do you know he said my chicken 
salad \vas jist as good as Mrs. Young and Mrs. Parker 
makes down to Bosting.” 

“I don’t know Mrs. Young nor Mrs. Parker,” said Jonas, 
‘'but on makin’ chicken salad Fil match Mrs. H'awkins 
agin 'em any day;” and he went out in the wood-shed t o 
fınish his smoke. 

As Quincy walked down the road towards the Pettengill 
house his mind was busy with his thoughts. 

‘To think,” said he to himself, “that while I was listenıng 
to those stories, to cali them by no worse name, at the 
dinner table, the woman I love \vas witnessing the death 
agony and listening to the last words of a dear friend—the 
vvoman \vho’s going to leave her a fortune. Now that she 
knows that she’s an heiress, I can speak; she never would 
have listened to me, kno\ving that she was poor and I was 
rich, and I never could have spoken to her with that secret 
in my mind that Mrs. Putnam told me—that she was going 
to leave her ali her money. I am so glad for Alice’s sake, 
even if she does not love me. She can have the best medi- 
cal attendance now, and she will be able to give ali her 
time to her literary \vork, for which she has a decided 
genitıs. Won’t she b~ delighted \vhen I teli her that Leo* 
pold has placed ali her stories and \vants her to write a 
fook?” 

As he reached the front gate he saw Hiram driving up 
the road and Alice was with him. As Hiram stopped, 
Ouincy stepped forvvard and took Alice’s hand to assist her 
in alighting from the buggy. 

“Oh, Mr. Sawyer,” said she, “have you heard that Mrs. 
Putnam is dead, and I’ve had such a terrible day with her?” 

Her nervous svstem had been wrought to its highest 
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tension by what she had undergone during the past six 
hours. She burst into a flood of tears. Then she tottered 
and wou!d have faîlen if Quincy had not grasped her. 

“Can you walk?” he asked. 

She took a step forward, but he saw at a glance that she 
had not sufficient strength to reach her room. 

“Öpen the gate, Hiram* Then give the door-bell a good 
sharp ring, so that Mandy wil! come auickly.” 

He took her in his arms and went up the patlı, by the 
astonished Mandy, and upstairs to Alice's room, where he 
laid her tenderly upon her bed. Turning to Mandy, who 
had followed close at his heels, he said: 

“She is not sick, only nervous and wom out. If you 
îieed me, cali me.” 

He went into his own room and thanked Heaven that 
he had been at hand to render her the service that she so 
much needed. When he went down to supper Mandy told 
him that Miss Alice was asleep, and she guessed she’d be 
ali right in the morning. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 


AN INHERITANCE. 

Q UINCY reached his room at Mrs. Hawkins , s board 
ing house about midnight of the dav of the town 
meeting. About the same hour Mrs. Heppy Putnam 
awoke from a troubled sîeep and felt a pain, lıke the thrust 
of a knife blade, through her left side. The room was 
dark and cold, the wood fire in the öpen grate having died 
out a couple of hottrs before, while a cool wind was blowing 
with great force outside. 

Mrs. Putnam came of the old stock which consıdered ît 
a virtue to suffer and be silent, rather than cali out and be 
saved. So she lay for five long hours suffering intense 
pain, but declaring to .herself, with ali the sturdıness of an 
old Roman warrior or an Indian chief, that she would not 
ask for any assistance “till it wuz time for folks to git up/’ 
This deîay \vas fatal, or was destined to become so, but 
she did not know it; she had had colds before, and she had 
ahvays got well. Why should'nt she now? It is a strange 
vagary of old people to consider themselves just as young 
as they used to be, notwithstanding their advanced years 
To the majority of the old people, the idea of death is not 
so appalling as the inability to work and the incapacity to 
enjoy the customary pleasures of life. 

Mrs. Putnam had ahvays been an active, energetıc 
\voman until she had îost her power to walk as the result of 
rheumatic fever; in fact, it was ahvays acknowledged and 
said by the country folk that she was the better half of the 
matrimomaî firrn of Silas and Hepsibeth Putnam. Since 
her husband's failure to mount to Heaven on the day fixed 
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îor the Second Advent she had had entire control of the 
famiîy finances. Her investments, many of which had 
been suggested by her deceased son, J. Jones Putnam, had 
been very profitable. 

She owned the house in which she lived, whiclı was the 
largest, best finished, and best furnished one in the to\vn of 
Eastborouglı. It occupied a commanding position on the 
top of a hill, and from its upper windows could be obtained 
a fine view of the surrounding country. The soil at Mason’s 
Corner was partıcularly fertıle, and tlıis fact îıad led to the 
rapid growth of the village, which was three miles from the 
busiııess centre of Eastborough, and only a mile from the 
similar part of the adjoining to\vn of Montrose. 

Back of the Putnam homestead were the best barns, car- 
riage houses, sheds and other outbuıldings to be found in 
the town, but for years they had been destitute of horses, 
cattîe, and other domestic animals. 

Air. Putnam had disliked dogs because they killed sheep, 
and Mrs. Putnam detested cats. For years no chanticleer 
had awakened echoes during the morning hours, and no 
hens or chickens wandered över the negîected farm. The 
trees in the large orchard had not been pruned for a long 
time, and the large vegetable garden was overrun with 
grass and weeds. 

Back of the orchard and the vegetable garden, and to 
the right and left of the homestead, were about a hundred 
and sixty acres of arable pasture and wooddand, the whole 
forming what could be easiîy made the finest farm in the 
town. 

The farm had been negîected simply because the income 
from her investments \vas more than sufficient for the sup- 
port of the family. The unexpended income had been 
added to the principal, until Mrs. PutnanTs private for- 
tüne now amounted to fully fifty thousand dollars, invested 
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in good securities, together with the house and farm* 
which were free from nıortgage. 

When the hrst streaks of morning reached the room 
in which Mrs. Putnam lay upon her bed of pain, she seized 
one ox her crutches, and pounded vigorously upon the 
floor. In a short time Samanthy Green entered the room. 
She was buttoning up her dress as she came in, and her 
hair \vas in a dislıevelled condition. 

“Why, \vhat on earth’s the matter? You wheeze like 
our old pump out in the barn. You do look real sick, to 
be sure.” 

“Wall, if you don’t like the looks of me,” said Mrs. Put¬ 
nam sharply, “don’t look at me.” 

“But didn’t you pound?” asked Samanthy. “Don’t you 
want me to go for the doctor?” 

“No,” replied Mrs. Putnam, “I don’t want no doctor. 
The fust thing that I want you to do is to go and comb 
that frowzy pate of yourn, and when you git that done I 
want yer to make me a mustard plaster ’bout as big as 
that;” and she held up her hands about a foot apart. 
“Now go, and don’t stand and look at me as though I wuz 
a circus waggin.” 

Samanthy left the room quickly, but she had no sooner 
closed the door when Mrs. Putnam called out her name 
in a loud voıce, and Samanthy opened the door and looked 

in. 

“Did you cali, marm?” she asked. 

“Of course I did,” said Mrs. Putnam testily. “I guess 
ye wouldn’t have come back if yer hadn’t known I did.” 

Mrs. Putnam was evidently in a bad temper, and Sa¬ 
manthy had learned by years of experience to keep a close 
mouth under such circumstances, so she waited for Mrs. 
Putnam’s next words without replying. Finally Mrs Put¬ 
nam spoke. “I wish you’d bring up some wood and start 
a fire, the room's kinder cold.” 
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When Samanthy reached the kitchen she fourıd Lindy 
there. 

“Why, Miss Lindy,” said she, ‘Svhat are you up so early 
for?” 

“I heard mother pounding and I thought she might be 
sick.” 

“She is awful sick,” rejoined Samanthy; “I never saw 
her look so poorly afore; she seems to be ali choked up. 
She wants a big mustard plaster and a fire up in her room, 
and I don’t know which to do îust. Oh!” she cried, “I 
must comb my hair before I go back;” and she wet a bruslı 
and commenced brushing out her long brown hair, which 0 
with her rosy cheeks, formed her two principal claims to 
good looks. 

“Sit down,” said Lindy, “and Fil fix your hair up much 
quıcker than you can do it yourself.” 

‘‘And much better, too,” added Samanthy thankfuîly. 

“While you’re building the fire,” continued Lindy, “Fil 
mix up the mustard plaster.” 

When Samanthy entered the chamber with the materials 
for the fire, Mrs. Putnam opened her eyes and said sharply, 
“Did yer bring that plaster?” 

“No,” said Samanthy, “I thought I would build the fire 
fust.” 

“Walî,” said Mrs. Putnam, “I want the plaster fust, and 
you go riglıt down stairs and mix it up quick.” 

When Samanthy returned to the kitchen she found that 
7ândy had the plaster ali ready. Samanthy took it, and 
started upstairs. 

Lindy said to her, “Don’t teli her that I made it.” As 
she said this she stepped back into the kitchen and closed 
the door. 

As Samanthy approached the bedsıde with the plaster, 
Mrs. Putnam îooked up and asked, “Did you make that 
plaster, Samanthy?” 

“Yes’m,” repîied Samanthy. 
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“You’re İyin’, Samanthy Green, and you know yer are, 
You can’t fool me. Didn’t I hear yer talkin’ to somebody 
in the kitchen?” 

“Yes’m,” assented Samanthy. 

“Wall,” rejoined Mrs. Putnam, “ol course I know who 
it \vuz yer \vuz talkin’ to. Did she make the plaster?” 

“Yes’m,” again assented Samanthy. 

“Give it to me,” said Mrs. Putnam. 

Samanthy passed it to her, and the oîd lady crumpled 
it in her hands and threw it across the room. “Now go 
down stairs, Samanthy Green, and make me a mustard 
plaster, as I told yer to, and \vhen I git up outer this Fil 
see if I can’t git somebody to wait on me that kin teli the 
truth ’thout my havin’ to help ’em.” 

In the course of half an hour the ne\v plaster was made 
and applied, and a bright fire was shedding its warmth 
into the room. 

'‘Go down stairs and git yer breakfast,” said Mrs. Put¬ 
nam. “ ’Tis a trifie early, but I hearn teli that İyin’ makes 
peopîe hungry.” 

As Samanthy gave her an inquiring look, Mrs. Putnam 
said, “No, I don’t want nothin’ to eat or drink nuther, but 
vvhen yer git the dishes washed I want yer ter go on an 
errand for me.” 

It was half past six \vhen Samanthy Green again stood 
in Mrs. Putnam’s room. 

“I want yer to go right down to Zeke Pettengill’s and 
teli his sister Alice that I want her to come right up here. 
Teli her it’s my las’ sickness, and I won’t take ‘no’ for an 
answer. Be sure you put it to her jest as I do; and Sa¬ 
manthy,” as Samanthy opened the door and was leaving 
the room, “say, Samanthy, don’t git anybody to do the 
erranâ for you.” 

About ten minutes after Samanthy left the house, Lindy 
Putnam entered the sick room. Mrs. Putnam’s pain had 
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been relieved somev/hat by the mustard, and thıs relief re- 
stored, to a great extent, her usual vigor of mind. 

“What are you up here for?” cried Mrs. Putnam, a look 
of displeasure clouding her face. 

“I knew Samanthy had göne out, and so I came up to 
see if I could do anything for you, mother.” 

“Don’t mother me. I ain’t your mother, and I mean 
ev’rybody shall know it soon’s Fm dead.” 

“Fve had to say mother before other people,” explained 
Lindy, “and that’s why I forgot myself then. Pray ex- 
cuse me.” 

‘‘Oh, don’t put on yer citified airs when yer talkin’ to me. 
Ain’t yer glad Fm goin’ ter die?” 

“I hope you will get better, Mrs. Putnam,” answered 
Lindy. 

“You know better,” rejoined Mrs. Putnam. “You’ll be 
glad when Fm göne, for then you kin go gallivantin’ ’round 
and spend the money that my son worked hard fur.” 

“Fve used very little of it,” said Lindy; “less than the 
interest; I have never touched the prinaca!.” 

Lindy stili remained standıng at the foot of the bed. 

“Didn’t yer hear me say I didn’t \vant nuthin’?” asked 
Mrs. Putnam. 

“I \vill leave the room then,” replied Lindy quietly. 

“I wish you would,” said Mrs. Putnam, “and you’ll do 
me a favor if you’ll pack yer duds as quick as yer ican 
and git out of the house and never come back agin.” 

“I \vill leave the room, but I cannot leave the house 
while you are alive,” remarked Lindy firmly. 

“Why not?” said Mrs. Putnam. “I want to die in peace, 
and i shall go much easier if I know I haven’t got to set 
my eyes on your face agin.” 

“I promised Jones,” said Lindy, “that I would never 
leave you while you \vere alive.” 

“Oh, you promised Jones, did yer?” cried Mrs. Putnam 
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with a sneer. “Wall, Jones wıll let you off on yer promise 
jest to 'blige me, so yer needn't stay any longer.” 

As Lindy walked towards the door, Mrs. Putnam spoke 
again. 

“Did yer ever teli anybody I wasn't yer mother?” Lindy 
hesitated. “Why don't you out \vith it,” said Mrs. Put¬ 
nam, “and say no, no matter if it is a lie? Samanthy can 
lie faster’n a horse can trot, and I know you put her up to 
it.” 

“I have been impudent and disrespectful to you many 
times, Mrs. Putnam, when you were cross to me, but I 
never toîd you a deliberate lie in my life. I have told one 
person that you were not my mother.” 

“What did yer do it fur?” asked Mrs. Putnam. 

“I wished to retain his good opinion,” replied Lindy. 

“Who was it?” inquired Mrs. Putnam eagerly. Lindy 
did not answer. “Oh, you won't teli!” said Mrs. Putnam. 
“Waîl, I bet I can guess; it's that feller that's boardin’ 
över to Pettingill's.” 

Mrs. Putnam saw the bîood rise in Lindy’s face, and she 
chuckled to herself. 

“What reason have you for forming such an opinion?” 
asked Lindy. 

“Wall, I can kinder put two and two together,” said 
Mrs. Putnam. “The day Alice Pettengill came över here 
with him you two wuz down in the parlor together, and I 
had to pound on the floor three times afore I could make 
him hear. I knew you must be either spoonin' or abusink 
me. 

It was \vith difficulty that Lindy kept back the words 
which rose to her lips, but she said nothing. 

“Did yer teli him that I wuz gom* to leave my money 
to some one else?” 

“It wasn’t necessary,” said Lindy, “I judged from some 
things that he said that you had told him yourself.” 
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*Did he teli you who it wuz?” persisted Mrs. Putnam. 

‘‘No,” said Lindy. “I did my best to find out, but he 
wouldn’t teli me” 

“Good for him,” cried Mrs. Putnam. “Then ye don’t 
know?” 

, “I can put two and two together,” replied Lindy. 

I “But where’d yer git the two and two?” asked Mrs. Put¬ 
nam. 

“Oh, I have surmised for a long time,” continued Lindy, 
“This mornîııg I asked Samanthy where she was going, 
and she said down to Pettengiirs. Then I knew.” 

“I told her not to teli,” said Mrs, Putnam, “the İyin* 
jade. If I git up off this bed she’ll git her walkin’ ticket.” 

“She’s ready to go,” said Lindy; “she told me this morn- 
ing that she’d wait until you got a new girl.” 

Mrs. Putnam closed her eyes and placed both of her 
hands över her heart. Despite her fortitude the intense 
pain wrung a groan from her. 

Lindy rushed forward and dropped on her knees beside 
the bed. “Forgive me, Mrs. Putnam,” said she, “but you 
spoke such cruel words to me that I couîd not help an- 
swering you in the same way. I am so sorry. I îoved 
your son with ali my heart, and I had no right to speak so 
to his mother, no matter what she said to me.” 

The paroxysm of pain had passed, and Mrs. Putnam was 
her old self again. Looking at the girl who was kneeling 
with her head bowed down she said, “I guess both of us 
talked about as \ve felt; as for loving my son, yer had no 
right to, and he had no right to love you.” 

“But we were brother and sister,” cried Lindy, looking 
up. 

“ Twould have been ali right if he’d let it stop there,” 
replied Mrs. Putnam. “Who put it into his head that 
there was no law agin a man marryin’ his adopted sister? 
You wuz a w om an grown of eighteen, and he wuz only a 
young boy of sixteen, and you made him love yer and tura 
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agin his mother, and then we had ter send hım away from 
home ter keep yer apart, and then you ran after him, and 
then he died, and it broke my heart. You wuz the cause 
of it, but for yer he \vould be livin’ now, a comfort to his 
poor old mother. I hated yer then for \vhat yer did. 
Ev’ry time I look at yer I think of the happiness you stoîe 
îrom me, an’ I hate yer wusser’n ever.” ' 

‘‘Oh, mother. mother!” sobbed Lindy. 

‘Tm not your mother,” screamea Mrs. Putnam. “1 s’pose 
you must have had one, but you’ll never knovv who she 
wuz; she didn’t çare nuthin’ fer yer, for she left yer in 
the road, and Silas was fool enough to pick yer up and 
bring yer home. W<hat yer right name is nobody knows, 
and mebbe yer ain’t got none.” 

At this taunt Lindy arose to her feet and looked de* 
fiantly at Mrs. Putnam. “You are not telling the truth, 
Mrs. Putnam,” said the girl; “you know who my pareııts 
were, but you will not teli me.” 

“That’s right,” said Mrs. Putnam, “git mad and show 
yer temper; that’s better than sheddin’ crocodile’s tears, 
as yer’ve been doin’; yer’ve been a curse t o me from the 
day I fust set eyes on yer. Fve said I hate yer, and I do, 
an’ Fil never forgive yer fer what yerve done to «me.” 

Lindy saw that words were useless. Perhaps Mrs. Put¬ 
nam might recover, and if she did not provoke her too far 
she might relent ^ome day and teli her what she knew 
about her parents; so she walked to the door and opened 
it. Then she turned and said, “Good-by, Mrs. Putnam, 1 
truly hope that you will recover.” 

“Wall, I shaVt,” said Mrs. Putnam. ‘Tm goin' to die, 
I want ter die. I want ter see Jones; I want ter talk ter 
him; I want ter teli him how much I Ioved him—how 
much Fve suffered through yer. Fm goin' ter teli him 
How Fve hated yer and what fer, and \vhen I git through 
telkin’ to him, Fil guarantee lıe’ll be my way o’ thinkin’.” 

As the oîd woman said this, with an almost süperhuman 
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effort she raised herself to a sıtting posture, paînted her 
hnger at Lindy, and gave utterances to a \vild, hysterical 
îauglı tîıat aimost froze the blood in the poor girl’s veins. 

Lindv slammed the door behind her, rushed to her own 
room, İocked the door, and tlırew herself face down\vard 
upon the bed. Should she ever forget those last fearful 
words, that vengeful face, that taunting fmger, or that 
mocking îaugh? 

Samanthy took Alice tıp to Mrs. Putnam’s room about 
eıght o'cîock. Alice knelt by the bedside. She could 
not see the old lady’s face, but she took her \vithered 
hands in hers, and caressed them lovingly, saying, “Aunt 
Heppy, I am sorry you are so sick. Have you had the 
doctor?” 

The oîd lady drew the young girl’s head down close to 
her and kissed her upon the cheek. “The docter kin do 
me no good, I’ve sent fer yer becuz I ktıow yer love me f 
and I wanted to know that one person wouîd be sorry 
when I wuz göne.” 

“I’m so sorry,said Alice, “that I cannot see to help 
you, but you are not going to die; you must have the doc- 
tor at once. ,, 

“No,” said Mrs. Putnam, “I want to die, I want to see 
my boy. I sent for you becuz I wanted to teli you that 
I am goin J to leave this house and farm and ali my money 
to you.” 

“To me!” cried Alice, astonished. “Wlıy, how can you 
talk so, Aunt Heppy? You have a daughter, who is your 
legal heır; how couîd you ever think of robbing your own 
fîesh and blood of her inheritance?” 

“She^ no flesh and blood of mine!” 

“What!” cried Alice, “isn’t Lindy your own child?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Putnam savagely. “Silas and me didn't 
think we’d have any children, so we ’dopted her jest afore 
we moved down from New Hampshire and settled in this 
town«” 
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“Do you know who lıer parents \vere?” inquired Alîce. 

“Alice, what did you do with that letter I gave you the 
las’ time you were here?” 

“it is locked up in my writing desk at home,” answered 
Alice. 

“What did yer promise to do with it?” saıd Mrs. Putnam. 

“1 promised,” replied Alice, “not to let any one see it 9 
and to destroy it within t\venty-four hours after your 
death.” 

“And you will keep yer promise?” asked the old woman. 

“My word is sacred,” said Alice solemnly. 

“Alice Pettengill,” cried Mrs. Putnam, “if you break 
your word to me I shall be sorry that I ever loved you; I 
shall repent that I made you my heiress.” And her voİce 
rose to a sharp, shrill tone. “Pil haunt you as long as you 
live.” 

The girl shrank back from her. 

“Don’t mind a poor old woman whose hours are nunı- 
bered, but you'll keep yer promise, won’t yer, Alice?” And 
she grasped both Alice’s hands convulsiveîy. 

“Aunt Heppy,” said Alice, “Pve given you my promise, 
and Pil keep my word whatever happens. So don’t \vorry 
any more about it, Auntie.” 

For a few moments Mrs. Putnam remained quiet; then 
she spoke in clear,even tones. Not a word was lost upon 
Alice. “This adopted daughter of mine has been a curse 
to me ever since I knew her. She was two years older 
than Jones. They grew up together as brotlıer and sister, 
but she wasn , t satisfied with that, she fell in love with my 
son, and she made hım love her. She turned him agin his 
mother. She found out that there wuz no law agin a 
man’s marryin* his adopted sîster. We had to send him 
a\vay from home, but she folîowed him. She \vuz goin’ to 
elope with him, but I got wind of it, and I stopped that; 
then Jones dîed away from home and îeft her ali his money. 
He wuz so bitter agin me that he put in his will that she 
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was not to touch a dollar of my money, bııt better that than 
to have her marry him. I stopped that!” and the old 
woman chuckled to herself, Then her mood changed. 
“Such a marriage would V been a sin agin God and man,” 
she said sternly. “She robbed me of my son, my only 
boy, but ril git even with her. She asked me this mornin* 
if I knew who her parents wuz. I told her no, that she 
was a waif picked up in a New Hampshire road, but I lied 
to her. I had to.” 

“But do you know who they were?” said Alice. 

“Certainly I do,” said Mrs. Putnam; “that letter you’ve 
got, and that yer promised to destroy, telis ali about ’em, 
but she shall never see it. Never! Never!! Neverü!” 

Again she rose to a sitting posture, and again that wild, 
mocking laugh rang through the house. Lindy, stili lying 
upon her bed in her room, heard it, shuddered, and covered 
her ears with her hands to shut out the terrible sound. 
Samanthy, in the kitchen, heard it, and saying to herself, 
“Mrs. Putnam has göne crazy, and only that 'blind girl 
with her,” ran upstairs. 

When Mrs. Putnam uttered that wıld laugh, Alice started 
from her chair w itli beating heart and a frightened look 
upon her face. As the door opened and Samanthy entered, 
Alice stepped forward. She could not see who it was, but 
supposing it was Lindy, she cried out, “Oh, Lindy, Fm so 
glad youVe come!” 

Mrs. Putnam had fallen back exhausted upon her pil- 
low; when she heard the name Lindy she tried to rise 
again, but could not. But her indomitable spirit stili sur* 
vived. 

“So youVe come back, have you?” she shrieked. Yer 
couldn’t let me die in peace. You \vant to hear more, do 
you? Well, I’ll telî you the truth. I know who your par¬ 
ents are. but I destroyed the letter; it’s burned. That’s 
what I had the fire built for this mornin\ You robbed me 
of my son and Fve got even with yer.” The old womat* 
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pointed her finger at poor Samanthy, who stood petrified 
in the doonvay, and shrieked again, “Go!” and she pointed 
her withered finger toward the door, “and hunt for your 
parents.” 

The astonished Samanthy finally pîucked up courage to 
close the door; she ran to Lindy’s room and pounded upon 
the door until Lindy was forced to admit her; then the 
frightened girl told Lindy \vhat she had lıeard, and ağam 
the worse than orphan threw herself upon her bed and 
prayed that she, too, might die. 

Alice did not swooıı, but she sank upon the floor, över- 
come by the lıorror of the scene. No sound came from 
the bed. Was she dead? Alice groped her way back to 
the chair in \vhich she had previously sat; she leaned över 
and listened. Mrs. Putnam was breathing stili—faiııt, 
short breaths. Alice took one of her hands in hers and 
prayed for her. Then she prayed for the unhappy girl. 
Then she thought of the letter and the promise she had 
made. Should she keep her promises to the dying \vom- 
an, and thus be a party to the \vronging of this poor girl? 

“Mrs. Putnam! Mrs. Putnam!! Aunt Heppy!!!” she 
cried; “take back your fortune, I do not want it; onîv re- 
lease me from my oath. Oh, that I couid send for that 
letter and put it back into her hands before she dies! If 
EMr. Sawyer were only here; but I do not know where to 
find him.” 

For hours, it seemed ages to Alice, she remained by the 
bedside of the dying woman, seeing nothing, but listening 
intently, and hopıng that she would revive, lıear her words, 
and release her from that horrid oath. 

Suddenly, Alice started; the poor o!d wrinkled, wasted 
hand that she held in hers, was cold—so cold—she leaned 
över and put her ear above the old woman’s lips. There 
was no sound of breathing. She pulled down the bed- 
clothes and placed her hand upon her heart. It \vas stili. 
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Mrs. Putnam had göne to meet the boy she haF ovou and 
lost. 

Feeling her way along the wall, she reached the door, 
Flinging it wıde öpen, she cried, ‘‘Samantha! Lindy H 

Samanthy came to the foot of the stairs. 

“What is it, Miss Pettengill?” asked she. 

“She’s dead,” said Alice, and she sank down upoti At 
stairway. 

Samanthy ran quıckly upstairs. She went fırst to Miss 
Lindy's room and told her that ali was över; then she 
came back, went into Mrs. Putnam’s room, pulled down 
the curtains, went to the bed and laid the sheet ov^r Mrs, 
Putnam's face. She looked at the fire to see that it was 
safe, came out and closed the door. Then she helped 
Alice down stairs, led her into the parlor and seated her in 
an easy-chair. 

“Fil bring yoıı a nice cup of hot tea,” said she; *Tve 
just made some for dinner.” 

Lindy came down stairs and went to the front door, 
Hiram was there, smoking a cigar, and beating his arms to 
keep warm. He had been waiting outside for a couple 
of lıours, and he was nearly frozen. 

“Mr. Mâxwell,” said Lindy; and Hiram came up the 
steps. “Mrs. Putnam is dead,” said she. “She expired 
just a few moments ago, about one o’clock,” she continued, 
looking at her \vatch. “I \vant you to go right down to 
Mrs. Hav/kins’s and bring Betsy Green back to stay with 
her sister; then teli Mr. Stiles to come up at önce with the 
buggv and a wagon to carry my trunks to the statıon. Teli 
Mr. Stiles I am going to Boston on the next train. When 
you come back you can take Miss Pettengill home. She 
wiîl be through her lunch by the time you get back. After 
youVe taken her home, I want you to go and get Mrs. 
Pinkham, the nurse; teli her Mrs. Putnam is dead, and 
that I want her to come and lav her out. Then drive över 
to Montrose and teli Mr. Tilton, the undertaker* that X 
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\vant him to make ali the arrangements for the funeral 
And take this for your trouble,” said she, as slıe passed 
him a five dollar bili. 

‘*Oh, that’s too much,” cried Hiram, drawing back. 

‘‘Take it,” said Lindy, with a smile; “I have plenty more 
—more than I need—more than I know wlıat to do with.” 

As Hıram drove off he said to himself, “Lucky girl; she’s 
mighty putty, too. I wonder that city feller didn’t shine 
up to her, I s’pose she's comin’ back to the funeral.” 

As Lindy turned to go upstairs she looked into the par- 
lor, and saw Alice sıtting wıth her head bowed upon her 
hand. Her first impulse was to go in and try ıto justify her- 
self in the eyes of this girl, with whoım she knew that Mr* 
Sawyer was in love; but no, she was but a waif, with no 
name, no birthright, no heritage; that woman had cut her 
off from her peopîe. Truly, she had avenged her fancied 
vvrongs. 

So Lindy went upstairs to her room, and remaıned therc 
üntil after Alice went home. 

When Abner Stiles returned from Eastborough, after 
haviııg seen Lindy Putnam and ali her belongings safe on 
board the Boston train, he stopped at the Putnam house 
to see if he could be of any further service. Mrs. Pink- 
ham had arrived some time before, and had attended to 
those dutîes which she had performed for many years for 
both the young and old of Mason’s Corner, who had been 
called to their îong home. Mr. Tilton, the undertakerî; 
from Montrose, had come över immediately, and had given 
the necessary professional service which such sad occa- 
sions demand. Mrs. Pinkham called to Mr. Tilton, and 
he came to the door. 

*No; there is reallv nothing you can do, Mr. Stiles, un- 
îess you will be so kind as to drive around to Deacon 
Mason's, Mr. Pettengill’s, and Mrs. Hawkins , s, and inform 
them that the funeral will be from the ehurch, at two 
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(Sfclock Frıday afternoon. I will see that you are paid 
İor your Services.” 

Undertakers are naturally polite and courteous men. 
They step softly, speak low, and are even-tempered. Their 
patrons do not worry them with questions, nor antagonize 
their vıews of the fitness of things. 

When Abner reached his boarding house, after making 
his numerous calls, it was about five o’clock; as he went up- 
stairs he noticed that the door of Strout ’s room was ajar. 
İn response to his knock, the Professor said, “Coıme in.” 

“Wall, how do find things?” said Abner, as he entered 
the room. 

“By lookin’ for ’em,” said the Professor, with a jaunty 
air. 

“Oh, yer know what I meûa,” said Abner, throwing him- 
self into a chair and looking inquiringly at Strout. 
“What was goin' on -this noon ’tween you and that city 
feller?” 

‘*Well, you see,” continued Strout, “Mr. Sawyer and me 
have been at s\vords , points the las’ two months över some 
pussonal matters. W eli, he kinder wanted to fix up things, 
but he knew I wouldn’t consent to let up on him ’less he 
treated me square; so I gets a third interest in the grocery 
store, the firm name is to be Strout & Maxwell, and I’m to 
be postmaster; so, you see, I got the best end after ali, jest 
as I rneant to from the fust. But, see here, Stiles, Mr. 
Sawyer and I have agreed to keep our business and our 
pussonal matters strictly private in the futer, and you 
rnustn’t drop a word of what Pve told yer to any * : vin* 
soul.” 

“TVe carried a good many of yer secrets Yound with 
*ne,’ p responded Abner, “and never dropped one of ’em, 
as far as I kno\v.” 

“Oh, yer alî rfght, old tnan,”said the Professor; “but* 
ftr know, for the îast two months our game has been td 
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keep talkın’; now it will pay us best to keep our mouths 
shet” 

“Mine's shut,” said Abner; “now, what do I git? That 
job in the grocery store that you promised me?” 

“Well, you see,” said Strout, “when I made yer that 
promise, I expected to own the whole store, but now, yer 
see, Maxwell will want ter pick one of the men.” 

“Yis, I see,” said Abner; ‘‘but that leavcs one fer you to 
pick, and I’m ready to be picked.” 

“Yes, I know,” answered Strout; “but the \vork is goirı 
to be very hard, liftin’ barrels and big boxcs, and I’m afraıd 
you couldn’t stand it very long.” 

A disappointed look came över Abner’s face; he mused 
for a moment, then he broke out, “Yes, I see; I’m ali right 
for light work, sech as teîli/iı* îies ’bout people and spyin’ 
out theır aetions, and makin’ believe I’ve seen things tlıa^ I 
never heard of, and hearin’ things that were never said; 
but when it comes to good, elean, honest work, like liMn* 
barrels and rollin’ hogsheads, the other feller gets the job, 
Ali right, Professor!” said he, getting up and \valking tow- 
ards the door; ‘Svhen you want anythin’ in my line, let me 
know.” And he went out and slamıned the door b^lıind 
him. 

As he went upstairs to his room, he said to himself, “I 
have sorter got the opinion that the Professor took \vhat 
wuz gıven him, instid of gittin’ what he asked fer. I kinder 
guess that it’ll pay me to be much more partiekler ab ou t 
number one in the futer than Pve been.” 


CHAPTER XXXII. 


AUNT ELLA. 

D EACON MASON had an early caller Wednesday 
morning. He was out in the barn polishing up his 
silver-plated harness, for he was going to the funeral 
on Friday with his family. Hiram had given him notice 
that he \vould have to go up to the store at önce. The 
Deacon didn’t have anybody in mind to take HiranTs place, 
and thought he might as welî get used to doing his own 
\vork until he came across the right party. 

He heard a voice. It said, “Good mornin’, Deacon 
Mason;” and, iooking up, he saw Abner Stiles standing 
before him. 

“Good mornin’, Abner,” answered the Deacon, pîeas- 
antly; “what does the Professor want?” 

“I don’t know,” said Abner; 'T heerd that Hiram was 
goin’ to leave yer, so I came ’round to see if yer wanted ter 
hire a man.” 

“Do yer know of one?” asked the Deacon with a smile. 
“That’s ali right, Deacon,” said Abner. “I don’t blame 
yer fer havin’ yer little joke. I’ve worked so îong fer the 
Professor that I expect to have it fiuııg up at me. But I’ve. 
renounced the Evil One and ali his \vicked ways, and Iî 
want to be taken into a good Christian home, and even- 
tooalîy jine the church.” 

“While the lamp holds out to burn, 

The vilest sinner may returıı,” 

quoted the Deacon, as he hung u,p one pîece of harness 
and took down another* 


348 


QUINCY ADAMS SAWYER. 


“That’s true as Gospel,” said Abner; “and I hope you’lî 
see it’s your duty, as I’ve heerd Parson Howe say, to save 
the brand from the burninV’ 

“Well, you go in and talk to Mrs. Mason/’ said the Dea- 
con; “she’s the one that wants the work done, and îf she's 
,satisfied to give yer a trial, it’s ali the same to me.” 
î “Thank yer, Deacon,” answered Abner. ‘There’s one 
p’int in my favor, Deacon; I hain’t got no girl, and I sha’n’t 
take any of your time to go courtin’;” and with this siy 
dig at Hıram, he went in to settle his fate with the Dea- 
con’s wife. 

On that same Wednesday morning ali of the Pettengill 
family were together at the breakfast table. The com 
versation naturally turned to Mrs. Putnam’s death, and 
Ezekiel remarked “that she was a nice old lady, and that 
she and his mother were great friends. It beats ali,” con- 
tinued he, “the way Lindy has acted. Abner Stiles told me 
that she took the half-past three train to Boston, and he 
said Bob Wood took över an express wagon full of trunks. 
Samanthy Green told Stiles that Lindy hadn’t left a single 
thıng in the house that belonged to her, and it don’t look as 
though she was cornin’ back to the funeral.” 

During this recital, Alice listened intently. She fiushed 
then grew pale, and finally burst into tears. Ali present, 
of course, attributed her agîtation to her well known love 
for Mrs. Putnam. 

“Shall I go upstaırs with you, Sis?” asked Ezekiel. 

“No,” said Alice, drying her eyes, “Fm going into the 
parlor. I told Mandy to build a fire there, and I want you 
and Uncle Ike and Mr. Sawyer to come \vith me.” 

When they were gathered in the parlor, Alice began her 
story. Every word said by the dead woman had burned 
itseîf deep into her memory, and from the time she entered 
the sick room until she fell exhausted upon the stairway, 
after calling loudly for Samanthy and Lindy, not a word 
was missing from the thrilling narrative. Her audıence r 
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including even Quincy, listened intently to the dramatic- 
ally told story, and they could almost see the frenzied face, 
the pointed finger, and hear the wild, mocking laugh. 

For a few moments nothing was said. Finally, Ezekiel 
broke the silence. 

“Well, I guess,” said he, “that will of her’n will stand, 
ali right. Lindy’s got enough of her own; she won J t be 
likely to interfere; and I never he’rd of their havin* any 
other relatives.” 

Then Uncle Ike spoke up. “I s’haîl go to the funeral, of 
course, next Friday, and I shall expect to hear the Rev. 
Mr. Howe stand up in his pulpit and teli us what a good 
Christian woman Hepsy was; she was so kind and so be- 
nevolent, and so regardful of the feelings of others, and it 
wouldn*t make a bit of difference if you went and told him 
what youVe told us, Alice; he’d say just the same thing.” 

“Oh, hush! Uncle Ike” cried Alice, pleadingly; “she \vas 
a good woman, excepting on that one point, and you must 
own that she had some provocation. Let me ask you a 
question, Uncle Ike. How far should promises made to 
the dead be kept?” 

“Just so far,” replied Uncle Ike, “as they do not inter¬ 
fere with the just riglıts of the living. Where is that letter 
that she wanted you to destroy?” he asked. 

“Here it is,” said Alice, and she took it from the bosom 
of her dress. 

“Well,” said Uncle Ike, “if I were in your place Fd 
öpen that letter, read it, and if it was likely to be of any 
value to Miss Putnam in finding her parents or relatives, 
Pd hunt her up and give it to her. Mrs. Putnam owned up 
that she lied about it, and the whole thing, any way, may 
be a bluff. Perhaps it J s only blank paper, after ali.” 

“No,” said Alice, “I could never öpen it or read it. I 
laid awake ali night, thinking about my promise, and I 
fınally made up my mind that I would go to see Lindy this 
morning, and let her read it; but now she has göne a\vay, 
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and we do not know where to find her. What shall I do 
with this dreadful thing?” she cried, as she held the letter 
up in her hand. 

Quincy felt called upon to speak. 

“Miss Pettengill/’ said he, “1 think I could find Miss 
^Putnam for you. v A slight flush arose to Alice’s cheek 
Kvhich did not escape Quincy’s notice. He continued, 
“When I went to Boston, last Saturday, I happened to 
meet her on the train. She told me then something of her 
story, and said she was going to leave the house forever, as 
soon as Mrs. Putnam died. She also told me that if I ever 
learned anything about her parents I could reach her by 
advertising in the Personal Column of the New York 
‘Herald/ addressing 'Linda/ and signing it ‘Eastborough.’ ” 

“And will you do this at önce for me?’’ cried Alice, 
eagerly. “I am so thankful; you have taken such a load 
from my mind, Mr. Sawyer. How fortunate it \vas tlıat you 
met her as you did!” 

“I think Mr. Sawyer is about as lucky as they make 
’em,” remarked Uncle Ike, with a laugh. 

“Kind fortune owes me one or two favors yet before I 
shall be entirely satisfied,” said Quincy. “Now, Miss Pet- 
tengill, will you allow me to make a suggestion that will 
free you from the further çare of this document?” 

“I don’t çare what is done with it/’ said Alice; “but no 
one but Lindy must read it.” 

“That is my idea exactly, ,; assented Quincy. “I \vill go 
to Boston on the noon train and send that advertısement 
to the Ne\v York ‘Herald/ With your permission, I will 
turn that document över to a legal friend of mine. He will 
put it in an envelope and seal it up. He will write on the 
outside, “To be delivered only to Miss Putnam, on the 
written order of Miss Alice Pettengill/ and it will repose 
quietly in his big safe until Miss Putnam is found.” 

“That will do splendidly!’’ said Alice, with animation. 
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“What magıcians you lawyers are! You discover a way 
cmt of every difficulty.” 

“Wait until you get one of those lawyers working 
against yon,” remarked Uncle Ike, “then you’ll change 
your mınd. Well, I s’pose now this matter’s settled, I can 
go upstairs and have my morning sıncke.’’ 

“And Pve got to go to the store,” said Ezekiel to Uncle 
Ike, “and get some corn, or those chickens of your’n will' 
swaller the hen coop.” And both men left the room to- 
gether. 

“If you can give me a little of your time, Miss Petten- 
gill,” said Quincy, “I have some news for you that I think 
will please you very mudi.” 

“About my stories? ,, cried Alice. 

“Yes,” replied Quincy. “Just before I went to Boston 
last Saturday I got a letter from Leopold, asking me to cali 
on him as soon as convenient. I found him at home Sun- 
day evening, and this is what he said. The Ne\v York 
house has accepted your series of eight detective stories, 
and will pay you twenty-five dollars for each of them. The 
house will send you a check from time to time, as they pub- 
lish them. Leopold has accepted your îong story for the 
magazine published by the house for Vvdıich he is reader. 
He says Jameson will get your other story into one of the 
Sunday papers, and he will have his dramatic version ready 
for prodııction next fail. He can’t teli how much you wilî 
make ou t of these just yet; the magazine pay s by the page 
and the newspaper by the column, and, of course, Jame¬ 
son will give you part of his royalty, if he gets the pîay 
on.” 

'YVlıy, Mr. Sawyer, you are showering wealtlı upoı^ me 
îike another Count of Monte Crista.” 

“But you have not heard ali,” continued Quîncy. “Leo 
poîd has placed your two songs with a music pubîishing 
house, and you will get a royalty on them in time. He says 
they don’t pay any royalty on the first three hundrcd 
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copies, aııd perhaps they won , t seli; the public taste on 
sheet music is very fickle. Then, that composer, I can 
never remember his name, is at work on your poem, 'The 
Lord of the Sea/ He told Leopoîd he was going to make 
it his opus vitae, the work of his life, you know, and he is 
talking it up to the director of the Handel and Haydn 
Society.” 

"How true it is,’’ said Alice, "that gîadness qaickîy fol* 
lows sadness! I was so unhappy this morning, but now the 
\vorld never looked so bright to me. You have brushed 
away alî my sorro\vs, Mr. Sawyer, and I am really very 
happy to hear the good news that you have told me.” 

"Tlıere is one sorrow that I have not yet relieved yoıı 
of,” continued Quincy. 

"And that?” asked Alice, brushing back the wavy golden 
hair from her forehead, and looking up at him with her 
bright bîue eyes, which bore no outward sign of the dark 
cloud that dimmed their vision,—"and that is?’"—she re- 
peated. 

"That letter,’’ taking the hand that heîd it in both cf his 
own. "If I am to get that noon train I have no time to 
J.ose 

"Before you take it / 9 said Alice, "you must promise me 
that it shall not be opened, and no eye but Lindy’s must 
ever rest upon it." 

"You have my word,” he replied. 

"Then take it,” said she; and she released her hold upon 
it 

He took the letter with one hand, his other hand stili 
retaining its grasp upon hers. 

"I go,” said Quincy, assuming a bantering tone, "upon 
your quest, fair îady. If I retum victorious, what shall be 
my reward?” 

"Gallant knights, ,> said Alice, as she withdrew her hand 
from his, "do not bargain for their reward until they have 
fuîfiîled their trust ,> 
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“1 accept the reproof,” said Quincy gravely. 

“It was not so intended, Sir Knight,” responded Alice 
brightly; “so I will make amends by answering your query. 
If you return successful, teli me what you would prize the 
nıost, and even if it be half my kingdonı, it shalî be yours.” 

“I am content, but modem locomotives do not wait even 
for gallant knights of old. So adicu.’’ 

He quitted the room, and Alice stood where he had left 
her until she heard the rumble of wheels as he drove off for 
the station; then she fouııd her way to her chair before the 
fire, and her mind wove the outline of a romantic story, in 
which there was a gallant knight and a lovely maiden. But 
in her story the prize that the knight asked when he re- 
turned successful from his quest was the heart and hand of 
the lovely maiden. 

Jim Cobb went över to Eastborough Centre, so as to 
drive the team back. Before going to the station, Quiııcy 
stepped into the post office and found a letter addressed to 
him in a peculiar, but familiar, handwriting. 

“From Aunt Ella,” he said. “I will read it after I get on 
the train.” 

Quincy’s Aunt Ella was Mrs. Robert Chessman, his 
mother’s widowed sister. 

As soon as’the train started Quincy opened his letter. It 
was short and^ to the point 

“ My Dear Quincy:— Maude gave me your address. 
What are you doing in a miserable, little country town in 
the winter? They are bad enough in the summer, but inj 
March!—^Bah! Come and see me at önce, you naughty 
boy! Aunt ELLA. ,, 

r< Dated yeste^day, ,, said Quıncy; “how fortunate. I will 
go up to Mt. Vernon Street to-morrow noon and take 
lunch with her. ,, 

When Quincy reached Boston he went directly to his 
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father’s office. The Hon. Mr. Sawyer was not present, but 
his partners, Mr. Franklin Crovvninshield and Mr. Ather- 
ton Lawrence, were busily engaged. Quincy took a seat at 
the desk which he had occupied before going to Eastbor* 
ough, and wrote out his advertisement tor the New York 
“Herald.’’ It read as follows: “Unda. Important paper 
discovered; communicate at önce with Q. A. S., Eastbor- 
ough.” 

He enclosed a check to cover a fortnight’s insertionî 
then \valked down State Street to the post office to mail his 
letter. When he returned, Mr. Lavvrence informed him 
that his father was in his private office. His father greeted 
him pleasantly, but not efîusively; in fact, any marked ex- 
hibition of approval or disapproval was foreign to the Saw- 
yer character, while the Quincys were equally notable for 
their retıcence and imperturbability. 

“When shall we have the pleasure of your continued 
presence at horne?’* asked the father. 

“To-night,” replied Quincy, with a smile, “I shall be \vith 
you at dinner, stay ali night, and take breakfast with you.” 

“I trust your long visit will not oblige you to neglect 
other more importaııt matters,” said the father. 

“Oh, no!” answered Quıncy. “I have looked out for 
that.” 

“And \vhen do you think your health will allow you to 
resume your position in the office?” inquiı*ed the Hon. 
jNathaniel. 

' “That is very uncertain,” replied Quincy. 

“If you do not intend to come back at ali,” continued 
the father, “that would simplify matters. I could then make 
room for a Harvard graduate to study with us.^ 

Ouincy reflected. He had been taught by his father not 
to give a positive answer to any question on the spur of the 
moment, if more time could be taken, as \vell as not, for 
consideration. So, after a few moments of thought, Quincy 
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saıd, "I will write you in the course of ten days or a fort- 
nıght, and give you a positive answer. J> 

“That vvill be entirely satisfactory,” answered his fathen 
“As you are going out, will you kindly teli Mr. Crownin* 
shield that I wish to consult with him?’* 

Quincv knew that the interview had expired by limita- 
tıon. He went home, but found that his mother and: sisters 
were out riding. 

“They will return in time for dinner/* said Delia, the 
parior maid., 

Quincy went into the parior and opened the grand piano. 
He sat down before it, touched a few of the keys casually, 
then sang, with great expression, the song by J. R. Thomas 
cntitîed “Pleasant Memones.’' He next wandered into the 
îibrary, and took down and gîanced at several books that 
he had devoured \vith avidity when a boy of sixteen. Then 
he went upstairs to his own room, which he had occupıed 
since he was eight years old. It looked familiar, every- 
thing was in its accustomed pîace; stili, the room» did not 
look homelike. Strange as it may seem, Quincy had been 
îıappier in the large west chamber, with its old-fashionedi 
bureau and carpet and bed, than he had ever been in this 
handsomely furnished apartment in the Beacon Street 
mansion. Tlıere was no wide fireplace here, with ruddy 
embers, into whose burning face he could look and weave 
fanciful dreams of the fortune and happiness to be his in 
the future. 

He spent a pleasant evenıng witb the family. His father 
was present, but passed the time in reading the newspapers 
and a legal brief that he wished to more closely examine. 
His mother was engrossed in a new novel, but no approving 
smile or sympathetic tear demonstrated any particular in- 
terest in the fates of the struggling hero or suffering 
heroine. 

Florence sat at the piano, and, in response to Quincy's 
îrequest that she would give him some music, played 
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some chromatic scaîes and arpeggios. He declared that 
they reminded him of grand opera, \vhich remark sent 
Maude into a fit of satirical laughter, and Florence up to 
her room in a pout. 

Then Maude fell to asking Quincy questions about him- 
self, to which he returned evasive and untruthful answers, 
dntil she was, as she said, completely disgusted. Then she 
dropped her head upon his shoulder, and with the arms of 
the brother whom she dearly loved clasped around her, she 
vvent to sleep. He looked at the sweet girlish face and 
thought, not of her, but of Alice. 

Next morning he was up early, for he knew that a busy 
day \vas before him. The îast thing before retiring, and 
the first thing upon getting up, he examined his inside 
vest pocket, to see if that precious letter, that priceless trust 
that he had gıven his knightly word to deliver, \vas safe. 

_ He breakfasted early, and eight o’clock found him in 
Bowdoin Square, at the corner of Green and) Chardon 
Streets. His first visit was to a safe manufactory, a few 
doors from the corner, where he purchased one for the 
firm of Strout & Maxwell, 

After traversing both sides of Friend Street, he finally 
settled upon t\vo horses, stout country roadsters, and left 
an order for their shipment to Eastborough Centre, when 
they were notified that the \vagons were ready. He bought 
the wagons in Sudbury Street. They had red bodies and 
vellow wheels, and the words, “Strout & Maxwell, Mason’s 
Corner, Mass., v were to be placed on them in gold letters. 

These tasks completed, Quincy walked up Tremont Row 
by Scollay’s Building. Crossing Pemberton Square, he 
coııtinued up Tremont Street until he came to the building 
in \vhich was the law office of Curtis Carter, one of his la\v 
school chums. 

“Hello, Curt!” said he, as he entered the somewhat dingy 
office. 

“Well ? ? pon honor, Quincy, ,, cried Curtis, “the sight of 
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you is good for sore eyes, and Pve got such a beastîy cold 
that I can't see with ane eye and can’t read with the other/ > 

“Well,” said Quincy, “I came in here intending to com 
sult you professionally, but I don’t think a blind la-wyer 
will answer my purpose.” 

“Oh, I shall be ali right in a few minutes,” replied Cur- 
tis. “I dropped into Young’s as I came up and took an 
eye-opeııer. What’s the matter, old fellow, breach oî 
promise?” 

Quincy took a seat near Curtis’s desk. 

“No/’ said he, “it’s a case of animosity carried beyond 
the grave/* 

“Oh! I see/’ said Curtis, “party cut ofî \vith a shilling, 
going to try and break the will?” 

“Have a cigar?” asked Quincy. “While you are light- 
ing it and getting it under way I may slide in and get a 
chance to State my hus^ess^ 

“Oh! you want to do the talking?” said Curtis good 
humoredly. “Well, go ahead, old man;” and he leaned 
back and sınoked complacentîy. 

Quincy then related as much as he thought necessary of 
the story of the sealed letter, and as he concluded he took 
the package from his pocket and placed it on the corner of 
the lawyer’s desk. 

“You are doing just right,^ said Curtis; “the probate 
judges nowadays are looking more carefully at wills, espec- 
ially \vhen tlıeir provisions indicate that the signer was 
more red Indian than white Christian. I understand you 
perfectly,” he continued; “what you wîsh me to do is to 
put this letter in an envelope, seal it securely, and endorse 
upon it these words, ‘To be delivered only to Miss Lindy 
Putnam upon the written order of Miss Alice Pettengill. 5 * 

“That’s it exactly,” said Ouincy; “only I wish a receipt 
from you for the doGumenl.” 

^Certainîy,” replied Curtis. As he raised the îid of his 
old-fashioned desk the letter fell to the floor> The enveb 
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ope had received rough treatment in its progress from 
ha; 1 to hand, and it was not strange that vvhen it struck 
thf. floor one corner was split öpen by the fail. 

As Quincy stooped to pick it tıp, he noticed that some- 
tb‘ng that resembled a small piece of wlıite clotlı dropped 
fj ım the broken corner of the envelope. When he picked 
ıh up to replace it, he saw that it was a small piece of \vhite 
cotton clotlı, and his quick eye caught the ııame “Linda 
‘Femborough” stamped thereon with indelible iıık. He 
Baid nothing, but replacing the piece of clotlı passed the 
package to Curtis, who enclosed, sealed, and endorsed it, 
ind gave a receipt therefor to Quincy. 

“I will put this in my big Steel vault,” said he, as he \vent 
into another room. 

Quincy knew that Curtis would accept no fee for such a 
sliglıt service, so placing a five dollaı* greenback undcr a 
papervveight, he quietly left the oihce and was out of sight 
long before Curtis, with the bili in his hand, ran down stairs, 
bareheaded, and looked up and down the Street in search 
of him. 

Five minutes later Quıncy reached his aunt’s house. A 
“Buttons,” dressed in blue livery, operıed the door, and 
Quincy vvas ushered into the long parlor, which ran the 
full depth of the house, some sixty feet, in which he had 
passed many pleasant evenings. He sent up his card, and 
in a few moments Buttons returned and delivered the 
speech which Mrs. Chessman had taught him and \vhich 
he had learned by heart: “Mrs. Chessman desires that 
you will come up at önce.” 

Quincy bounded upstairs, to the evident astonishment of 
Buttons, and made his vvay to the front chamber, which he 
knew was his aunt’s room. She loved the sunlight, and it 
was a constant visitor in that room, summer and winter. 
His auııt did not greet him with a “how do you do?” and a 
hanchshake. Instead of such a formal reception, she gave 
him a hearty hug and kissed him three times, önce on the 
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forelıead, then on the cheek, and finally on tlıe lıps, m 
which latter oscuiation Quincy took park 

His aunt led him to an easy-chair, then threvv iıerselî 
upon a lounge opposite to him. She eyed hiın attentively 
for a moment. 

“Quincy,” said she, “you are better looking than ever; 
you’re almost as good looking as Robert was, and he was 
the handsomest man I ever saw. How many different 
country giriş have you kissed since you saw me last?’’. 

“I kept the count,” said Quincy, “till I went to a sur* 
prise party a week ago Monday, and then I lost it.” 

'‘Of ali the kisses that you have had, whose do you prize 
the most?” 

“Those from my beloved Aunt Ella/’ replied Quincy. 

Aunt Ella smiled and said, “You know how to keep on 
the right side of an old woman who has got money.” 

“I didn’t think of that until you called my attention to it n 
said Quincy gravely. 

“And I didn’t believe it when I said it/’ added Aunt Ella c 
A few moınents later she rang and ordered a light lunch* 
When this was över she went to an old secretary vvith brass 
handles, opened a drawer, and took out a cigar box. 

“I have a few of Robert’s cigars left/’ she said. 

Quincy took one and resumed his seat in the easy-chair. 

Aunt Ella opened another drawer in the secretary and 
took out a pouch of tobacco, a package of rice paper and a 
box of \vax tapers. She put these articles on a small dia* 
mond-shaped table and placed the table between Quincy 
and herself. She handed Quincy the match-box, then deftly 
rolling a cigarette, she lighted it, leaned back upon the 
lounge and blew rings of smoke into the air, \vhich she 
watched until they broke. 

“Do you think it’s horribly unbecoming for me to 
smoke?” she asked, looking at Quincy. 

“Do you wish me to express my real thoughts?” replied 
Quincy, “or flatter you because you have money?” 
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Aunt Ella reddened a little, then said, “A good shot, 
Quincy, but I deserve it. Go on.” 

“Well, Aunt Ella,” said he, “vou are the only woman 
y/hom I ever saw smoke who, in my opinion, knew how to 
do it gracefully.” 

“I think you are sincere,” she rejoined, “and I beg par¬ 
don for wounding your feelings as I did before. Give me 
your hand on it.” 

They shook hands as two men would have done after set- 
tling differences. 

Then she said, “Now draw your chair up closer, Quincy, 
and teli me what youVe been doing, and what other people 
have been doing to you since the day before Christmas, 
the last time I set eyes on you until to-day. You knovv I 
am your mother confessor.” 

Quincy complied, and in his quiet, concise way gave her 
a full account of his doings in Eastborough, omitting 
nothing, concealing nothing*. If anything, he gave fuller 
details of his acquaintance vvith Huldy, Lindy, and Alice 
than he did of the other portions of his story. He could 
not forbear to give at full length the account of his final 
settlement with the Professor. 

Aunt Ella laughed heartily at some parts of the recital, 
and looked sorrowful and sympathetic when she listened to 
other portions. She rolled and smoked half a dozen cigar- 
ettes during its continuance, and when she saw that Quincy 
had finished his cigar she placed the remainder of the box 
before him. 

When he closed she said, “Quincy, you’re a brick. I 
haven’t enjoyed myself so much for years. I do so love 
anything that isn’t commonplace, and your experience is 
both novel and interesting. What a dear old man Deacon 
Mason is, and Ezekiel Pettengiîl is a fine young fellow, hon- 
est and square. That Hiram and Mandy must be a teanib 
Are they going to get marned?^ 

“I think so,” said Quincy. “He stammers, you know„ 
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And I think he is afraıd he will break dowxı when he trîes 
to propose.” 

Aunt Ella laughed heartily; then she said, “What a con- 
stitutional liar that Stiles must be, and as for the Professor, 
I would like to have a set-to with him myself.” 

As she said thıs she doubled up her fists. 

‘‘Oh, he wouldn , t <meet you that way,” said Quincy. “He 
only fights with a vvoman’s weapon, his tongue;” and he 
told her oî his little boxing match with Robert Wood. 

Aunt Ella continued: “I can imagine what a pretty, 
eweet, little country girl Huldy Mason is. My heart aches 
for Lindy, her martyrdom has been out of aîl proportion to 
her contemplated wrongdoing, if wrongdoing it really was. 
'Had I been in her place I would have married Jones and 
left my clothes behind; and then,” said Aunt Ella, “how 
my heart goes out to that dear, sweet girl that you cali 
Alice! Do you love her, Quincy?” 

“Devotedly,” ans*wered Quincy, “I never really loved a 
woman before.” 

“Then marry her,” cried Aunt Ella decidedly. 

^Everybody at home but Maude \vill object,” said 
Quincy. 

“Maude’s the best one in the family, next to yourself,” 
snapped Aunt Ella. 

“They will bring up Uncle Jim,” continued Quincy. 

<r Nonsense!” replied' Aunt Ella. “Uncle Jim was a 
fool; any man is a fool who thinks he can win the battle of 
life by makıng a sot of himself. Bring this girl to me, 
Quincy. She must be a genius, if she can write as you say 
she can. Let me çare for her and love her and make 
life pleasant and beautiful for her until you get ready to do 
it yourself.” 

“I wilî, some day, Aunt Ella. You are the best friend 
I have in the world, and when I have the right to bring 
Alice to you, I will lose no time in doing so. Thank you 
for your kind words about her. I shall never forget them, 
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and she sîıall hear them some day. But I must go now^ 

They both arose. “Promise that you will come and see 
me every time you are in Boston, Quincy; i* you don’t, S 
shalî come down to Eastborough to see you.” 

She gave him another kiss at parting. 

As he left the house he deliberated for a moment as to 
vvhere he should go next. It was half-past four. He de- 
cided to go to Leopold’s lodgings in Clıestnut Street. He 
found him at home, but for a \vonder he was not working, 

“This is an off day with me, ,? he explained; “this is our 
haying season, and Fve been working nights, days, and 
Sundays for a fortnight” 

“I came to express Miss Pettengill’s obligations and 
thanks for your kind and very successful efforts in her be* 
half.’^ 

“Oh! that’s ali right," said Leopold. “By the way, ha ve 
you told her she ought to write a book?” 

“Not yet,” said Quıncy; “but Pm going to soon. She 
has just lost a dear frıend; but I won’t forget it.” 

“Doıı’t!” repeated Leopold. “She is a diamond that 
ought to be dug up 5 eut, and set in eighteen carat gold. 
Excuse my apparently brutal language, but you get my 
meaning.” 

“Certainly,” said Qumcy; “and you are not working to* 
day/’ 

“No,” replied Leopold; “îoafing and enjoyirıg it, too. 
Pve a good mind to turn vagrant and loaf on, loaf ever.” 

“Come down to Parker’s and have dinrıer with me. ,> 

“Can’t do it,” replied Leopold; “my stomach is Îoafing, 
too. ’TNvouldn’t be fair to make it work and do nothing 
myseif. Just as much obliged. Some other day. Don’fc 
forget the book,” he cried, as Quincy left the room. 

Quincy took his dinner at Parker’s, caught the five min- 
utes past six express, and reached Eastborough Centre at 
half-past seven. Abbott Smith drove him home to the 
Pettengill house. 
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The next day was Friday. Evervbody at Mason’s Cor* 
ner, \vith quite a number fram Eastborough and Montrose, 
came to Mrs. Putnam’s funera!. The iıttle Square in front 
of the church, as well as the shed, was filled with teams. 
While waiting for the arrival of the body, quite a number 
ot the nıaie residents of Mason’s Comer were gathered 
upon the steps of the church. 

! Strout spied Abner Stiles and approached hım. “Bob 
Wood has jest told ine,” said the Professor, “that he has de- 
cided not to leave his present place, so Fve concluded on 
second thoughts to give yer that job at the grocery store.” 

Abner’s eyes twinkled. 

“Fve had my second thoughts, too,” said he, “Fve hired 
out to Deacon Mason for life, and if I jine the church he 
savs I can work for him in the next world. So I kinder 
guess I shall have to decline yer kind invitatioıı to lift boxes 
and roll barrels.” 

When the Services were över every person in the church 
passed up the centre aisle to take a last view. Her hus- 
band had been buried in the Montrose cemetery, and she 
had told Mr. Tilton that she was to be laid by his side. The 
Eastborough cemetery vvas in West Eastborough, and for 
that reason many of the late residents ot Mason’s Comer 
slept their last sleep at Montrose. 

As thev stood by the coffin. Alice said, “How does she 
look?” 

“Very pleasant/’ replied Quincyî “there is a sweet smile 
upon her face.’’ 

“I am so glad,” said Alice. She pressed' his arm a little 
tighter, and looking up to him, she said, “Perhaps she has 
met her boy, and that smile is but the earthly reflection of 
the heavenly one that rests upon her face in her home 
above.” 

“I hope so,” replied Quincy; and they walked slow!y out 
of church and took their places on the rear seat of the Pet^ 
tengiil cavryall, Ezekiel and Uncle Ike sitting in front 
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Mandy Skinner and Mrs. Crowley had not göne to the 
funeraî. The latter was busy skimming cream from a 
dozen large milk pans, while Mandy sat before the kitchen 
stove, with Swiss by her side. She was thinking of Hıram, 
and wondering if he really intended to ask her to marry 
him. 

don’t think he's been foolin* me, but now he’s goin’ 
into business I should think it was about time for him to 
speak up or quit.” 

Swiss suddenly arose, sniffed and went to the kitchen 
door. The door was opened softly and some one entered 
the room. Mandy did not turn her head. Perhaps she 
guessed who it was. Then some one placed a chair cîose 
to Mandy and took a seat beside her. 

“Say, M-m-m-m-m-a-andy,” said Hiram, “will you please 
read this to me? It ? s an important document, and I want 
to be sure IVe got it jest right.” As he said this he passed 
Mandy a folded paper. 

She opened it and the following words met her eye: 
“This is to certify that I, Hiram Maxwell, of Mason’s Cor- 
ner, in the town of Eastborougn, county of Normouth, and 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts, hereby declare my in- 
tention to ask Miss Amanda Skinner of the village, town, 
county, and State aforesaid, to become my la\vfui \vedded 
\vife.” 

“Oh, you big siliyi” cried Mandy, dropping the paper, 
for she didn’t think it necessary to read any further. , 

“Is it ali right?” cried Hiram, “it cost a quarter to git it 
drawn up. Then I swore to it «before old Squire Rundlett 
över to Montrose, and it ought ter hold water. You’d bet- 
ter keep it, Mandy, then I can't fling it up at yer that I 
never axed yer to marry nıe. ,> 

“Who told you that? ,? asked the girl indignantly* 

Tr Ma Hawkins. Well, she didn’t exactly say it to me, but 
she spoke it out so Ioud to Betsy Green that I heered it 
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clear out in the wood-shed and 1*11 teli yer what, Mandy» 
it kinder made me mad.” 

“Well, it*s ali right now, ,? said Mandy soothingly. 

‘"Is it?” asked Hiram, his face beaming with delight. 

The next instant there was a succession of peculiar 
sounds heard in the room. As Swiss came back frorn the 
kitchen door but one chair was needed for the happy coupk, 
and an onlooker would have thought that chair was occu* 
pied by one person with a very large head, having light 
curly hair on one side and straight dark hair on the other, 
no face being visible. 

It was upon this picture that Mrs. Crowley looked as she 
opened the door leading into the kitchen and started to 
come into the room with a large pan full of cream. 

Astonished, she stepped backward, forgetting the two 
steps that she had just ascended. Fiat upon her back she 
teli, the pan of cream drenching her from head to foot. 

“It's drownded I am! It’s drovvnded I ami” she cried at 
the top of her voice. 

“What’s the matter? How did it happen?” said Mandy, 
as she rushed into the room, follovved by Svviss. 

“Shure it’s thinkin’ I was/* moaned Mrs. Crowley, 
“when the milk fell on me.” 

“Thinkin’ of what? ,? cried Mandy sharply. “ You couldn’t 
have been thinkin* of your business.” 

“Shure I was thinkin* of the day when Pat Crovvley and 
I both sat in the same chair, forty years ago,” said Mrs. 
Crowley, rising to her feet and wiping the cream from her 
eyes, and nose, and ears. 

During this time Swiss was busily engaged having a rich 
feast upon the cream left in the pan. Hiram appeared at 
the kitchen door to learn the cause of Mandy’s absence. 

Raising her hands high in the air, Mrs. Crowley said, 
“Bless you, my darlints; may yer live long and may ali th© 
saints pour blessin’s on yer hids.” 
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And with this invocation the poor old woman hobbled 
off to her room in the eli and was not seen again until the 
next morning. 


CHAPTER XXXIII 


THE \VEDDIN*S> 

T HE next day was Saturday. While the PettengilI 
îanıily was a t breakfast, Squire Rundlett arrived. 
He had driven över {rom Montrose \vith the partnership 
papers for Strout, Hıram, and Quincy to sign and also the 
will of the late Mrs. Hepsibetiı Putnam. 

As he came into the kitchen he espied Mandy, and a 
broad smile spread över his face as he said, “Good morning, 
Miss Skinner, was that paper ali right? ? * Mandy flushed 
scarlet but said nothing. “Honestly, Miss Skinner,said 
the Squire, “I think it was a very sensible act on Hiram’s 
part. If men vvere obliged to put their proposals in writ- 
ing there wouldn , t be any more breach of promise cases.” 

“I think he was a big goose,* 9 finally ejaculated Mandy, 
laughing in spıte of herself. 

“At any rate,” continued the Squire, “he knew how îo 
pıck out a smart, pretty little woman for a wife; ,, and he 
raised his hat politely and passed into the dining-room. 

Here he was asked to have some breakfast. He accepted 
a cup of coffee, and, \vhile drinking it, informed Quincy 
and Alice of the twofoîd purpose of his visit. 

Quincy led Alice into the parlor, the Squire accompany- 
ing them. Quıncy then retired, saying he would join the 
Squire in a short time and ride up to the store with him. 

When they were alone, the Squire informed \îice that 
by the terms of Mrs. Putnam’s last will she had been left 
sole heiress of ali the real and personal property of the de- 
ceased. The dwelling hoııse and farm were worth fulîy 
ten thousand dollars, while the bonds, stocks, and other 
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securities, of which he had had eharge for many years, were 
worth at least forty thousand mor e. For several years 
Mrs. Putnam’s income had been about twenty-five hundred 
dollars a year. 

“It was very kinct of her to İeave it to me,” said Alice; 
“I have never done anything to deserve it and I would not 
take it were it not tiıat I understand there are no near rela- ; 
tives, and that Miss Lindy Putnam was amply provided îor 
by her brother.” 

There was a knock upon the door, and Quıncy looked im 

“Come in, Mr. Sawyer/’ said the Squire. ‘T have an 
important bit of news for you that concems this young 
lady.’’ 

Quincy did as requested and stood expectantly. 

The Squire went on: “Mrs. Putnam’s old will, made 
some sıx years ago, gave ali the property to Miss Petten- 
gill, but provided that its provisions shouîd be kept secret 
for ninety days, Iıı that will I was named as sole executor.” 

“Why did she change it?’* asked Alice earnestîy. 

“I don’t know,” replied the Squıre. “About three weeks 
ago she sent for me and cut out the nınety-day restriction 
and named our young friend here as co-executor with 
myself.” 

Alice remained silent, while a look of astonishment crept 
into öuincy’s face. 

“I do not quite comprehend her reason for making thıs 
change,” remarked Quincy. 

“Mrs. Putnam was a very far-seeing lady,” said the 
Squire, with a laugh, looking first at Alice and then at 
Quincv. 

A slight flush mounted’ to Alice’s cheeks, and Quincy 
said coolly, “I do not perceıve the applicatıon of your re- 
mark/’ 

“Easy enough,” said the Squire, seeing that he had put 
his foot in it, and that it was necessary to explain his faîse 
step in some way, “easy enough. I have had sole eharge 
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of her property for sîx years, and she wished somt cool- 
headed business man to go över my accounts and see if I 
had been honest in my dealings with her/' 

“That way of stating the case is satisfactory,” said 
Quincy, a little more genially. 

“I don p t think I am in danger of being robbed wîth two 
sucîı trusty guardians,” said Alice. 

Then ali three laughed, and the little riît was closed. 
But the Squire’s words had not been unheeded and two 
hearts were busily thinkiııg and wondering if he had reaîly 
meant what he said. 

The Squire then turned to Quincy. “Iî you will name 
a day \ve will go över to the county town, present the will 
for probate, and at any time thereafter my books will be 
ready for inspection.” 

Quincy named the following Wednesday, and then both 
men congratulated Miss Pettengill on her good fortune, 
bade her good morning, and then started to go to the store. 

As they passed through the kitchen Mandy was not itt 
sight. She evidently did not intend to have a second inter- 
vie\v with the Sauire. 

When they reached the store they found Strout and 
Hiram and Mr. Hill and his son already there. The bus¬ 
iness with Mr. Hill was soon concluded, and he delivered 
the keys of the property to Squire Rundlett; then the co- 
partnership papers were duly signed and witnessed, and 
then the Squire passed the keys to Mr. Obadiah Strout, the 
senior partner of the new firm of Strout & Maxwell, who 
formalîy took possession of the property in his own name 
and that of his partners. 

Since Abner’s curt declination of a position in the store, 
Strout had been looking around for sonıe one to take his 
place, and had finally settîed upon William Ricker, or, as 
tıe \vas generally calîed, Billy Ricker, a popular voung 
resident of Montrose, as it was thought he couid control a. 
great deal of trade in that town. 



370 


QULN T CY ADAMS SAWYEE. 


For a similar reason, Quincy and Hiram had united in 
choosing young Abbott Smith, vvho was known by every- 
body in Çastborough Centre and West Eastborough. 
Abbott had grown tired of driving the hotel carriage and 
ıvished to engage in some permanent busmess. 

The choice was naturally not particularly palatabîe to 
Strout, but he had consented to let bygones be bygones and) 
could ofifer no vaiid objection. These two young men were 
to report for duty that Saturday evening. and the close of 
that day’s business terminated Benoni and Samuel Hill’s 
connection \vith the grocery store. 

Sunday morning ali of the Pettengill family went to 
church and listened to a sermon by Mr. Howe, the minister, 
from the text, “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall 
inherit the kingdo-m of Heaven. ,, 

As they were driving home, Uncle Ike remarked in his 
dry. şarcasticvvay, ‘T s'pose Mr. Howe \vas thinkin' of Mrs. 
Putnam when he was praisin* the peacemakers; iris a faslı- 
ion in the country, I understand, the Sunday after a funeral 
to preach in a general way about the departed one.” 

'"Mrs. Putnam has been very kind to me,” protested 
Alice, “and you should forgive her for my sake.’’ 

l Tll forgive her,” said Uncle Ike, “when the ıvrong she 
has done has been righted.” He shut his teeth together 
sharply, faced the horses again, and lapsed into silence. 

In the afternoon Ouincy joined Alice in the parlor, and 
they sang some sacred music together. 

Quiııcy picked up a book from the table and said, “Why, 
Miss Pettengill, by this turned down corner I imagine 
there are some thirty pages of this very interesting story, 
"The Love of a Lifetime,’ that I have not read to you. 
Would you like to have me finish it this afternoon ?* 

“I have been afraid to hear the last chapter,” said Alice. 
“I fear Plerbert and Cîarice will both die, and I so hate a 
book with a sad ending. Why don’t authors keep their 
lovers alive—” 
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“Marry them ofî and let them live happily ever after- 
ward,” Quincy concluded. 

“I don’t think I could ever \vrite a book with a sorrowful 
conclusion/ 7 mused Alice, 

Quincy saw the opportunity for \vhich he had long 

waitea. 

“Why don’t you write a book?” asked he earnestlyj 
“My friend Leopold says you ought to; he further said 
tlıat you were a genius, and if I remember him correctly, 
compared you to a diamond— ;s 

"‘İn the rough,” added Alice quickly. 

“That ? s it,” said Quincy; “but Leopold added tlıat rough 
diamonds slıould be dug up, cut, and set in a manner vvorthy 
of their vaiue.” 

‘d am afraid Mr. Ernst greatly overrates my abilities and 
my worth,” said she; a little constrainedly. “But how un- 
kind and uııgrateful I am to you and Mr. Ernst, who lıave 
been so kind and have done so much for me. I will prorm 
İse this much/' she continued graciously. “I will think it 
över, and if my heart does not fail me, I will try.” 

“I hope your conclusıon will be fava^Me,” remarked 
Quincy. “In a short time you will be financially indepen- 
dent and freed from any necessity of returning to your 
former vocation. I never knew of an author so completely 
«successful at the start, and I think you have every encour- 
agemeııt to make literatüre your ‘love of a lifetime. , 

“I will try to think so too,” replied Alice softly. 

Tlıen he took up the book and finished reading it. When 
he had closed, neither he nor she were thinking of that 
future world in which Herbert and Oarice had sealed those 
vows ıvhiclı they had kept so steadfastly and truly during 
life, but of the present world, bright \vith promise for each 
of them, in \vhich there \vas but one shade of sorrow— 
that fılmy web that shut out the beauties of nature from 
the sight of that most beautiful of God’s creations, a lovely 
woman. 
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Monday morning Quîncy made another trip to Boston. 
He had obtained tlıe measurements for a large sign, upoıı 
which, on a blue ground, the words “Strout & Maxweir 
were to appear in large gold letters. ’ He paid another vıslt 
to the carriage factory, and' ordered two leather covered 
t wagon tops, to be used in stormy weather, and picked out 
two sets of harness resplendent with brass buckles and 
bosses and having “S. & M.” in brass letters on the blinders. 

He reached Aunt Ella’s in time for lunch. He told her 
of the approaching wedding of Ezekiel and Huldy; then, 
leaning över, he whispered something in her ear, wlıich 
made her face beam with delight. 

“What a joke it will be/’ cried she, “and how the coun- 
try folks \vill enjoy it. Can’t I come dovvn to the wedding, 
Quıncy, and bring my landau, my double span of cream- 
colored lıorses, and my driver and footman in the Chess- 
man livery? Fil take you and your lady love to the church.” 

“Why, certainly, ,, said Quincy. “Ill ask Miss Mason 
to send you an invitation.” 

“Let me do something to help,” begged the impetuous 
but good-hearted Aunt Ella. “Bring the giriş up some 
morning early. We will go shopping, then we’ll lunch 
here. We \vill have to go without our wine and cigars 
that day, you know, and then we’ll go to the modiste’s and 
tîıe milîineris in the afternoon. We’ll make a day of it, 
young man.” 

Quincy leaned back in his easy-chair and ble\v a ring of 
blue smoke from one of Uncle Robert’s cigars. 

\ “Excuse me, Aunt Ella/’ said he, “but do you ever in- 
tend to get married again?’’ 

“Quincy Adams Sav^er!’’ cried Aunt Ella, with an as- 
tonished look on her face, “are you joking? n 

“Certainly not/’ replied Quincy. “My question was in- 
tended to be a serious and respectful inquiry. You are 
only forty, fine lookîng, well educated, well connected and 
snrealthy. Why should you not?” 
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“I will answer you seriously then, Quincy. I could not 
marry again. Ten years’ life with Robert Chessman was 
a greater pleasure than a lifetime with an ordinary man. 
I was twenty-five when I married him; we lived together 
ten years; he has been dead for five. How often I have 
wished that Robert had lived t o enjoy his f örtüne with me. 

“But he was satisfied,” she continued. “ ‘Better be a 
success at the end/ he used to say, ‘than be a success in mid- 
dle life and fail from your greatness. Look at Wolsey, 
look at Richelieu, look at Napoleon Bonaparte.’ He would 
often remark: ‘Earth has no sadder picture than a broken 
idol/ He used to consider Abraham Lincoln the most suc* 
cessful man that ever lived, for he died before making a 
mistake, and when he was strongest in the hearts of the 
people. 

“Your question reminds me/* continued Aunt Ella, “of 
something I had in mind to say to you at some future day, 
but I may as well say it now. How much money have 
you, Quincy, and what is your income?” 

“Father gave me fifty thousand dollars outright \vhen I 
was twenty-one; it pays on an average six per çent. Be- 
sides this he allows me two thousand a year for sup* 
posed professional Services rendered in his law office. ,, 

“That makes five thousand a year/’ said Aunt Ella 
quickly. “Well, İTİ allovv you five thousand more a year, 
and the day you are married Pil give you as much outright 
as your father did. That’s unconditional. Now, condition- 
ally, if you bring your wife here and live with me you / 
shall have rooms and board free, and Pil leave you every* 
dollar I possess when Em through with it. Don J t argue 
\vith me now,” she continued, as Quincy essayed to speak. 
“Think it över, teli her about it. Yoıı will do as you please, 
of course, but I shall not change my mind on this point. ,? 

“Didn't your husband leave any relatives that might 
tum up and prevent any such disposition of your prop> 
erty? v 
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"When we marrisd, Robert said he was aîone în t he 
vvorid,” replied Aunt Eîla; ‘'he had no sisters, and only one 
brother, named Charles. Charles was an artist; he went 
to Paris to study about thirty-five years ago. From there 
he went to London, Some thirty years ago Robert got a 
letter from him in which he said he was going to return to 
America. Robert waited, but he did not come; then he 
vvrote again to his English address, but the letter was re- 
turned with the words 'Göne to America , endorsed 
thereon.” 

“Was he married?’’ inquired Quıncy. 

"Robert never knew, w said Aunt Ella, "but he imagiııed 
not, as Charlie, as he called him, never spoke in his letters 
of being in love, much less of being married.” 

Quincy caught the three o’clock train to Eastborouglı 
Centre, and Ellis Smith, another son of ’Bias Smith, who 
had taken the hotel carriage in place of his brother Abbott, 
drove him home. 

A few dhys thereafter iııvitations to the wedding of 
Ezekiel Pectengill and Hulda Ann Mason were sent broad- 
cast through Eastborough Centre, West Eastborouglı, 
MasoıTs Corner, and Montrose. Then it was decided by 
the gossips that Ezekiel was going to lıave Mr. Sawyer and 
Hiram Maxwell and Sam Hill to stand tıp with him, wîıile 
Huîdy Ann was going to have Alice Pettengill, Mandy 
Skinner, and Tilly James as bridesmaids. 

The whole town turned out vvhen the t\vo gaudy \vagons, 
with their handsome horses and fine harness reaclıed East; 
borough Centre, and a number of Centre folks follotved 
the unİque procession över to Mason’s Corner. One of 
the \vagons contained the new sign, tvhich was soon put 
in pîace, and was a source of undisguised admiratıon for a 
long time. 

On the tenth of April, Strout & MaxwelPs two hea \7 
teams went över to Eastborough Centre and returned about 
noon heavily îoaded, fol!owed by tlıree other teams fren* 
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the Centre equally well filled. Then Mr. Obadiah Strout 
couid contain himself no longer. He let the cat aut of the 
bag, and the news spread like wildfire över the viilage, and 
was soon carried to Eastborough Centre and to Montrose. 
The Mason’s Corner church was to have a new organ, a 
present from Mr. Sawyer, and Professor Obadiah Strout 
had been eııgaged to officiate for one year. 

The nineteenth of April was fixed for Huldy’s wedding 
dav. The hour was ten in the morning. As early as eight 
o’clock teams began to arrive from north, east, south, and 
\vest. Enough invitations had been issued to fiil the church, 
and by half-past nine every seat was taken. 

The littie church was profusely decorated with vines, 
fems and potted plants, while a \vealth of cut flowers 
adorned the altar, the front of the nevv organ, \vhich rose 
towering to the very top of the church, and the pews 
reserved for the bridal party. 

Outside the edifice hundreds of sightseers, not honored 
with invitations, lined both sides of the spacious Square in 
front of the church, and occupied positions ol vantage on 
the steps. 

It lacked but ten minutes of ten. The sexton rung a 
merry peal from the sweet-toned beli, which was the pride 
of the inhabitants of Mason’s Corner. Within the church 
the ushers, having attended to the seating of the audience, 
stood just within the door awaiting the arrival of the bride 
and groom. They were in dress suits, wîth white gloves, 
and each had a wlıite rose in his butonhole. Robert Wood 
and Cobb’s twins had been assigned to the right of the 
centre aisle, while Abbott Smith, Benjamin Bates, and 
Emmanuel Howe had charge of the left side of the edifice. 
îf any noticed the absence of Samuel Hill and Hiram Max- 
well, it did not provoke general remark, although Mrs. 
Havvkins asked Jonas if he’d seen Mandy anywhere, and 
Ttîîy James’s scHool chum, Eliza Ailen, managed to occupy 
i^o şe&ts* so as to have one for Tillv when she came t 
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At exactly five minutes of ten, Professor Strout emerged 
from the rear of the platform and proceeded towards the 
new organ. He, like the ushers, was in a dress süit, with a 
vvhite rose in the lapel of his coat. He was greeted vvith 
applause and bowed his acknovvledgements. He took his 
seat at the organ and played a soft prelüde, during which 
the Rev. Caleb Howe entered and advanced to the altar. 

Then loud cheers were heard from the assembled crowd 
outside. The organ stopped and the sexton again filled 
the air vvith merry peals. The sight outside was one which 
those inside could not see, and therefore could not appre- 
ciate. What was that Corning up the road? Mason's Cor- 
ner had never seen an equipage like that before. An öpen 
carriage, dravvn by four cream-colored horses, with vvhite 
manes and tails and silver-tipped harness. A. coachman 
in livery sat upon the box, while a footman, in similar 
livery, rode behind. Follovving behind tîıis were other car- 
riages, containing the other members of the bridal party. 

Within the church every eye was turned upon the door 
through \vhich the party vvas to come. Professor Strout's 
sharp eye saw the first couple as they reached the entrance, 
and the strains of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March, that 
have preceded so many lıappy bridals, sounded through 
the church. The party included Ezekiel and Huldy, Dea- 
con Mason and wife, Mr. Sawyer and Miss Alice Pet- 
tengill, and a handsome, richly dressed lady unknown to 
any of the villagers, who was escorted by Mr. Isaac Petten- 

grin. 

Ezekiel and Huldy advanced and took their posıtions 
before the minister, while the remainder of the party took 
seats in one of the bridal pews. 

When the ceremony was över the audience naturaily 
expected that the wedded couple wotıld leave the church 
by the right-hand aisle, on both sides of which, from end 
to end, vvhite silk ribbons had been dravvn to keep the pas- 
sage clear. 
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But no! Shouts and cheers were again heard from 
outside the church, again the church beli rang out, and 
önce more the melody of the Wedding March fell upon the 
ears of the Professor’s auditors, while to their astonish- 
ment Ezekiel and: his wife seated themselves quietîy in the 
front brıdal pe\v. Again every eye was tumed, every neck 
was craned, and Samuel HilI and Tilîy James walked down 
the centre aısle and took their places before the clergyman. 
Again the solemn words were spoken, and this time the 
spectatGrs felt sure that the double couple would leave the 
church by the silken path\vay. 

But no; again were cheers and shouts from the outside 
borne to the excited spectators \vithin. Önce more the 
sexton sent out pleasing tones from the church beli; önce 
more the Professor evoked those melodious strains from 
the sweet-toned organ; and as Samuel Hill and his wife 
took their seats in the front pew beside Mr. and Mrs. Eze- 
kiel Pettengill, the excitement of the audience could no 
îonger be controîled. It overcame ali restraint, and as 
Hıram Maxwell and Mandy Skinner entered, the people 
arose to their feet and cheered loudîy, as they would have 
done at a political meeting or a circus. 

Again, and for the last time, the Rev. Mr. Howe \vent 
through the time-honored ceremony, and at its closç Mr„ 
and Mrs. Ezekiel Pettengill, Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Hill, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Hiram Max\vell left the church by way 
of the right-hand aisle, preceded by the ushers, who strewed 
the aisle witlı white roses as they advanced, and were fol- 
îowed by the occupants of the second bridaî pew. 

As Quiııcy rode över to Eastborough Centre with his 
Aunt Ella, after partaking of the wedding breakfast, \vhich 
was served iıı Deacon Mason’s dining-room, she remarked 
to him that the events of the day had been most enjoyabıe, 
and that she didn’t know, after ali. but that she should 
change her mind about gettîng married again. 

When asked by Quincy if she had seen any one whom 
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she thcııght would süit her for a second husband, she re< 
plied that “Mr. Isaac Pettengill was a very well-preserved 
old gentleman, and the most original man in thought and 
speech that she had met since Robert died.’* 

Ouincy did not inform her that Uncle Ike had a wife 
and two grown-up daughters living, thinking it best to re- 
serve that Information for a future occasion. 

That night Strout & MaxweH’s grocery store was the 
centre of attraction. Strout was in his glory, and was, of 
coıırse, in his own opinion, the most successful feature of 
that eventful day. It was a very common thing to get 
married, but it was a most uncommon thing to play on a 
new church organ, and play as well as he had done, “for 
the first time, too,” as he remarked a score of times. 

Stepping upon a barrel, the Professor called out in a 
loud voice, “Order, please/’ and in a short time the assem- 
bled crovvd became quiet. 

“Friends and Feller Citizens: I have this day received 
my commission as postmaster at Mason’s Corner, Mass. 
Mail matter will be sorted with celerity and dfelivered only 
to the proper parties, while the firm of Strout & Maxwell 
will always keep on hand a full assortment of the best 
family groceries at reasonable prices. Soliciting your con- 
tinued patronage, I remain, yours respectivelv. 

Obadiah Strout, Postmaster. 

As the Professor stepped down from the barrel, Abner 
Stiles caught him by the arm and said in a low voice, 
“Isn v t Deacon Mason one of your bondsmen?” 

“Yes/* said Strout, somewhat pompously, “but what of 
it?” 

“Why, yer see, v said Abner, “Pm workin’ for the Dea¬ 
con now, and Pm just as devoted to his interests as I used 
to be to yourn onct, and with a much better hope of reward, 
both on this earth and in Heaven, and if he’s got money 
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put up on yer, of course yer won*t object if I drop in onct 
in a while and kinder keep an eye on yeı.’’ And with this 
parti ng shot he dashed out a side door and was lost tc 
sight* 
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HEN comparatively great events îolîow eaclı othe* 



* * in quick succession, thcse of minör importance are 
liable to escape mention. It was for this reason, probably, 
that the second visit of Dr. Tillotson was not spoken of at 
the time of its occurrence. He examined Alice’s eyes and 
declared that progress towards recovery was being made* 
slowly but surely. He left a bottle of new medicine, and 
advised Alice, as an aid to recovery, tc take a long vvalk, 
ov a ride, eaclı pleasant day. This advice he repeated to 
Uncle Ike, who was ıvaiting for lıim outside the front door, 
and to Quincy, who brought lıim from the station and took 
him back. 

On the day fixed upon, Quincy drove över to Montrose, 
and accompanied by Squire Rundlett, went to the county 
town and presented Mrs. Putnam’s will for probate. In 
âue time the wilî was admitted, the executors > bonds were 
filed and approved, and Quincy, at the age of twenty-three ; . 
found himself one of the financial guardians of the young 
heiress, Mary Alice Pettengill, she being his junior by 1 ess 
than tvvo years. 

About ten days after Çuincy’s intemew with his Aunf' 
Eîîa, in which she had signified her ıntention of making 
him an allowance, he received a letter from a Boston bank- 
ing firm, informing him that by direction of Mrs» Ella 
Chessman, the sum of five thousand doîlars had been placed 
to his credit, and that a simiîar sum wouîd be so placed 
on the first business day of January in each succeeding 
yea 1 '.’ A blank card was encîosed for a copy of his signa* 
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imre, and the statement made that his drafts would be duîy 
honored. 

When Quincy and his aunt reached Eastborougîı Cen* 
tre, after the trio of weddings, they found that they had a 
full hour to wait befo*‘e the arrival of the next ingoing 
train. 

This gave pîenty of time for the reloading of the horses 
and carriage on the special car in \vhich they had been 
brought from Boston and \vhich had been side-tracked. 

Quincy wished to accompany his aunt to Boston and 
escort iıer to her lıome, but she demurred. He insisted, 
but his aunt replied, “Don’t go, please don’t, Quincy; they 
\vill take ine for your mother, and I really am not quite old 
enough for that.” 

This argument was unanswerable, and Quiııcy bade her 
a laughing good-by as the train sped on to\vards Boston, 
the special car in charge of the coachman and footman 
bringing up the rear. 

Thus Aunt Ella’s visit to Mason’s Corner became an 
event of the past, but the memory of it remained green for 
a long time in the minds of those who had witnessed her 
arrival and departure. 

Elîis Snıith drove Quincy home to the Pettengill house. 
It was to be home no îonger, for Hiram and Mandy \vere 
to have the room that Quincy had occupied s o long. His 
trunk and other belongings he had packed up the night 
before, and at Quincy’s request, Cobb’s twins had taken 
them out to Jacob’s Parlar, where he found thenı. He 
knevV that Mn and Mrs. Hawkins were to spend the after- 
neon with their daughter and son-in-law. 

Quincy also knew that Uncle Ike and Alice were at 
Deacon Mason’s, where Ezekiel and Huldy \vere to remaİn 
for the coming \veek. 

For the first time since he had been at Mason’s Corner, 
Quincy feît lonesome and deserted. He refiected on his 
way to Mrs. Hawkins’s boardıng lıouse that these weddings 
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were ali very nice, to be sure, but they had deprived hm* 
of the society of many good friends, who vvere now United 
by stronger ties than those of simple, everyaay friendship. 

He did not çare to go to the grocery store, for he felt 
that the Professor was entitled to ali the credit that he was 
likely to get for his day’s perfornıance, and be did not wish 
to detract from it. So he went directly to his room, and 
for the first time felt out of sorts with Eastborough and its 
people. 

He was not hungry for food, so he did not ansvver the 
cali to supper, but sat in the dark and thouglıt. He real- 
ized that he vvas hungry, yes, desperately hungry, for love 
—the love of one \voman, Alice PettengilL Why should 
he wait longer? Even if his father and mother objected his 
Aunt Ella \vas on his side, and her action had made him 
independent. He had felt himself so before, but now there 
was no doubt of it. 

This determined young man then made up his mind he 
would declare his love at the first auspicious moment. 
Then he vvould go to his parents and learn their verdict 
on his proposed action. Thinking thus he went to bed, 
and in his dreams, ushers, and bridesmaids, and cut flovvers, 
and potted plants, and miles of silken ribbon, and cream- 
colored- horses, and carriages, and clergymeıı, and organ- 
ists, and big pipe organs vvere revolving about him and 
Alice, as the planets revolve about the sun. 

Önce more Quincy’s breakfast vvas on the stove being 
kept vvarm, and önce more Mrs. Hawkins vvas vvaiting im 
patiently for him to come dovvn. 

Betsy Green and she vvere vvashing the breakfast dislıes. 
How happy Eve must have been in Eden, where there vvas 
no china, no knives and forks, and no pots and kettîes, and 
what an endless burden of commonpîace drudgery she en- 
tailed upon her fair sisters vvhen she fell from her high 
estate. Man’s lahor is uniformlv productivc, but vvoman’s, 
alas! is stili almost as uniformly simply preservative. 
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“Mr. Sawyer,” said Mrs. Hawkins to Betsy Green, “is 
no doubt a very nice young man, but I shouldn’t want hım 
for a steady boarder, ’less he got up on time and eat his 
meals reg’lar.” 

“I s’pose he’s ali tired out,” remarked Betsy. “He had 
a pretty hard day of it yesterday, you know, Mis’ Haw- 
kins.” 

“Wall, I s’pose I ought to be kinder easy on hım on that 
account. I must say he managed things fust rate.” 

“How did the brides look?” asked Betsy. 

Poor girl, she was one of the few who were not able to 
view the grand sight. 

“I can think of no word to express my feelin’s,” replied 
Mrs. Hawkins after a pause, “but splendiferous! Huldy’s 
dress was a white satin that would a stood alone. She had 
a overskirt of netted white silk cord, heavy enough to use 
for a hammock. You know she’s neither liglıt nor dark, 
kind of a between, but she looked mighty poorty ali the 
sam e.” 

“Was Tilly James dressed in white, too?” inquired Betsy. 

“No,’’ answered Mrs. Hawkins. “She wore a very light 
pink silk, with a lace overskirt, and it just matched her 
black eyes and black hair fine, I can teli yer.” 

“Mandy must have looked pretty, \vith her light curly 
hair and blue eyes, and those rosy cheeks.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Ha\vkins reflectively, “Fm her mother P 
and a course Fm prejoodished, but I honestly think she 
\vas the best lookin’ one of the three. Of course Hiram 
is no beauty, and Fm ali out of patience when he tries tG 
talk to me. But I know he’ll make Mandy a good hus- 
band, and that’s a tarnal sight better’n good looks.’’ 

“What coîor was Mandy’s dress?” persisted Betsy. 

“Lord a massy/’ cried Mrs. Hawkins, “I e’en a’most for- 
got to teli yer. Her dress was a very light blue silk, with 
a lace overskirt, ’bout the same as Tillv’s. Mr. Sawyer 
^ave her two hundred doiîars to buy her things with, ’cause 
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she’s been so nice to hitn since he boarded at Pettengiirs.” 

“Who \vas tlıat stylish lookin’ lady that came in a car- 
riage with the four beautiful horses? I saw her outer the 
attic vvinder.” 

“Slıe was a Mrs. Clıessman,” replied Mrs. Ha\vkins. I 
heern teli she’s a vvidder’d aunt of Mr. Sawyer , s, and she ? s 
as rich as Creazers.” 

“Hovv rich is that?” inquired Betsey, with an astonished 
look. 

“Creazers,” replied Mrs. Havvkins, with an expression 
that savored of erudition, “was a man who was so ali fıred 
rich that he had to hire folks to spend his money for him.” 

At that moment a step was heard in the dining-room, 
and both Mrs. Hawkins and Betsy flew to wait upon the 
new-comer who proved to be Mr. Quıncy Adanıs Savvyer. 
As he took his seat at the table the Connecticut clock cn 
the mantelpiece struck ten. 

At eleven o’clock that same morning Mr. Savvyer 
knocked at the front door of Mr. Ezekiel Pettengilhs resi- 
dence. How strange it seemed, how much more home- 
like it vvould have been to have entered by the back door 
and to have come through the kitchen and dining-room, as 
of old. But no! He vvas not a regular boarder novv, onlv 
an occasional visitor. 

The door vvas opened by young Mrs. Maxvvell, and her 
usually rosy cheeks vvere ruddier than ever when she savv 
v^ r ho the caller vvas. 

“Is Miss Pettengill in?” Quincy politely inquired. 

“She’s in the parlor, sir; vvon’t you vvalk in? ,J And she 
tlırevv öpen the door of the room in which Alice sat by the 
fire. 

“Do I disturb your dreams, Miss Pettengill?” asked 
Quincy, as he reached her side. 

‘Tm. so glad you have come, Mr. Savvyer,” said Alice, 
extending her hand. “I never vvas so lonesome in my life 
as I have been this morning. The house seems deserted. 
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Uncle Ike ate too many good things yesterday, and says he 
is enjoying an attack of indigestion to-day. I had Swiss in 
here to keep me company, but he \vouldn 7 t stay and Mandy 
had to let him out.” 

“He canıe up to Mrs. Hawkins , s > ,J said Qumcy, as he 
took his accustomed seat opposite Alice. “He walked 
down with me, but when he saw me safe on the front door- 
step he disappeared around the corner. ,, 

“I didn’t teli him to go after you,” said Alice, laughing; 
“but I am very glad that you have come. I have a very 
important matter to consult you about. You know you 
are my business man now.” 

‘Tm always at your service,” replied Quincy. “I think 
I know what you wish to see me about.” 

“And \vhat do you think it is?’’ asked Alice, shaking her 
lıead negatively. 

“Well,” said Quincy, “I saw Squire Rundlett the day 
before the weddings and he thought that you might pos* 
sibly want some money. He had a thousand döllars in 
cash belongiııg to you, and I brought you half of it. If 
you will kindly sign this receipt,” he continued, as he took 
a small parcel from his pocket, “you will relieve me of 
further respoıısibility for its safe keeping.” 

He moved the little writing table close to her chair, and 
dipping the pen in the ink he handed it to her, and indi- 
cated with his finger the place where she should sign. Slıe 
wrote as well as ever, though she could see nothing that she 
penned. { 

“There are eight fifty-doîlar biliş, eight tens and fourl 
fi ve s/’ he said, as he passed her the money. 

“Which are the fifties?” she asked, as she handled the 
money nervously with her fingers. 

“Here they are,” said Quincy, and he separated them 
from the rest of the biliş and placed them in her hands. 

“Oh! thank you,” said she. She counted out four of the 
bills and passed them to Quincy. “That settles my money 
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debt to you, does it not?” she inquired; "‘but nothing can 
pay the debt of gratitude that I owe you for your many 
acts of kindness to me, Mr. Sawyer. ,? 

“I am fully repaid by that very kind speech of yours/’ 
replied Quincy. “But what was the important matter you 
yvished to see me about? I don’t think it was the money. ,f 

“It was not, ,? said Alice. “I have little use for money 
just at present. I never had so much before at önce in ali 
my life. I shall have to learn to be an heiress.” 

“It’s a lesson that is very easily learned,” replied Quincy. 

“What I wish to speak about,’’ continued Alice, musing- 
ly, “is Mrs. Putnam’s house. I could never live in it. I 
could never go into that room again;’’ and she shuddered. 

“You can seli it, ,? interposed Quincy. 

“No,” said Alice earnestly, “I am going to give it away„ 
Father just made a living here, and Ezekiel can do no bet- 
ter, but with the Putnam farm, properly stocked, he can 
in time become a rich man, for he is a good farmer, and he 
loves his work. I vvish/’ continued Alice, “to give ’Zekieİ 
and Huldy the famı outright, then I would like to loan lıim 
enough money to buy live stock and machinery and what 
ever else he may need, so that he may begin his ne\v life 
ıınder the most favorable auspicesd' 

“I think your proposed aetion a most commendable 
one,” remarked Quincy. “I am sure you need anticipate 
no objeetions on the part of Squire Rundlett or myself. 
Our duties are limited to seeing that ali the property that 
was ıvilled to you is properly delivered. It gives us no 
riglıt to interfere with your wishes or to question your mo- 
tives. I will see Squire Rundlett at an early dav and have 
the matter put into shape. Does Ezekiel know of this?” 

“Not a word/* said Alice; “I do not w : sh to speak to him 
about it until the matter is ali settled and the papers are 
signed. He is high spirited, and at the first mention î know 
he would refuse my offer, especially İf he thought ? twas 
only knowıı to us two. But when he leams that the deed ip 
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done, and that the Squire and yourself are knowing to it, 
he T ,vili be more tractable.” 

“Speaking of the Putnam house, or more properİy, I 
suppose, Pettengill house ntımber two— 

“This wilî always be number one,” interposed Alice. 

“—reminds me,” said Quincy, that my efforts to discovei 
Lindy’s whereabouts have so far proved unavaiîing. The 
advertisement that I put in foı* a month has run out and 
I have received no word.” 

“Do you think she went to New York, as she promised?” 
ınquired Alice. 

“I do not,” repiied Quincy. “I think she always had an 
idea that Mrs„ Putnam had some letter or document in her 
possession reîatiııg to her parents. I think the poor girl 
lost hope \vhen she learned that it was destroyed, and I 
îmagine that she has intentionally hidden herself and does 
not wish to be found. I mıght, after long search, discover 
her bankers, but she has probably notified them to keep her 
address a secret. I do not like to confess,” he continued, 
“to so abject a failure, but I really do not know what to 
do next.” 

“We must wait and hope,” said Alice. Then looking up 
at Ouincy with an arch smile upon her face, she added, 
“I w ili extend your time, Sir Knight. Your gallant efforts 
have so far been unsuccessful, but I shall pray that you may 
some day return victorious.” 

Quincy repiied in the same toııe of banter: “Knowing 
that you, fair lady, are ever thinking of me, and that my 
name is ever upon your fair lips in prayer, will spur me to 
renewed effort, for surely no cavaüer ever had a more lovely 
mistress or a greater inceııtive to knightly action.” 

Althoııgh he spoke in a chaffıng tone, there was an under> 
current of seriousness in his manner and pathos in his voice 
that made Alice start and flush visibly. 

Fearıng that he had göne too far he quickly changed th$ 
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subject by asking abruptly, “Have you come to any decision 
about your book?” 

“Yes,” replied Alice, “and I am ashamed to say that 
your friend’s suggestion and your warm endorsement of it 
have so mcreased my egotism and enlarged .tny apprecia* 
tion of my own abilities that I am tempted to try it, espe- 
cially now, as you inform me I am independent and can do 
as I please/* 

“Have you progressed so far as to fix upon a subject?” 
inquired Quincy. 

“Yes, provisionally/’ replied Alice. “I have aîways been 
a great admirer of history, and particularly that of my owıı 
country. For the period from 1776, no, from 1607, to 
the present time I have beeome conversant \vith the 
•thoughts and acts of our patriots and public men. One 
character has always been a mystery to me, and I wislı to 
learn ali I can about him.” 

“And he? J? questioned Quİncy. 

“Is Aaroıı Burr,” said Alice. “How I wish I could learn 
the truth about the loss of his daughter Theodosia; tlıen 
the real reasons for his dııeî with Alexander Hamilton 
are not fully understood at the present day. Then again, I 
shouîd enjoy writing about that fine old Irislı gentleman 
and lover of Science, Harman Blennerhassett, and his lovely 
wife, Margaret.” 

“Have you decided upon the title?” stili further ques- 
tioned Ouincy. 

“I have thought of two,” she replied, “ ‘Theodosia/ and 
‘Blennerhassett/ but I strongly indine to the latter.” 

“So do I,” said Quincy, “but you will have to do much 
more reading, no doubt, before you commence writing. 
Historıcaî noveîs are usualîy savagely attacked by the 
critics, presumably very often from political motives, and 
you \vould have to be very strong in your authorities/’ 

“That ;s what troubîes me/ said Alice; “if I onîy could 
read—'* 
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“But others can read to you and make such notes as you 
desire,” remarked Quincy. “I should like nothing better 
than to help you in such a work, but I have been away from 
home so long tlıat I feel it imperative to resume my busi* 
ness duties at an early day.” 

“I think you ought,” said Alice. “I could not presume 
to trespass upon your kindness and good nature to such an 
extent. The idea of writing this book has grown very 
pleasing to me, but I can wait until—” She stopped speak- 
ing and placed both of her hands över her eyes. “I can 
wait,” she repeated, “until my eyes are betten” 

“Will you allow me to make a suggestion, Miss Petten- 
^ 11 ?^ 

Alice smiled and nodded. “You are my literary as well 
as my fınancial adviser,” said she. 

“It will no doubt appear quite an undertaking to you,” 
continued Quincy, “but I shall be very glad to help you. 
My plan is to secure a lady who reads well and can vvrite a 
good hand to assist you. Besides this, she must understand 
correcting proof sheets. I think Leopold could easily find 
such a person for you. Then, again, you know what Dr. 
Tillotson said about your taking exercise and fresh air. 
The second feature of my plan, and the most important in 
my mind, is to find some quiet place in the country, or at 
the beaclı, where you and your amanuensis can both work 
and play. I can buy for you such books as you need, and 
you can finish the work this summer.” 

Alice reflected. After a few moments* pause she said, 
“I like the plan and I thank you very much for speaking of 
it; but I prefer the beach. I love the plash and roar and 
jboom of the water, and it will be a constant inspiration to 
me. How soon can I go?” she asked, with a look upon her 
face that a young child' might have had in speaking to its 
father. 

This was Alice PettengilPs great charm. She was hon- 
est and disingenuous, and was always ready to think that 
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what others deemed it best for her to do was really so. imi- 
tation may be the sincerest flattery, but appreciation of the 
advice and couıısel of others, combined with gratitude for 
the friendly spirit that prompts it, makes and holds more 
friends. 

Quincy looked at his watch. 

“I can get the afternoon train, I think,” said he. “I will. 
see Leopold, and then run up and make Aunt Eila a cali. 
She knows the New England coast from Eastport to New* 
port. Did she speak to you at the wedding?” 

“Some lady with a very pleasant voice asked me if I 
were Miss Pettengill, while we were in the church,” re- 
plied Alice. “I said yes, and then she told me that her 
name was Chessman, adding the information that she \vas 
your aunt, and that you could teli me ali about her.’’ 

“I shall be happy to,” said Quincy; “but I can assure 
you it would be much more enjoyable for you to hear it 
from herself. I hope you will have that pleasure some 
day.” And again adopting a bantering tone, “I trust, fair 
lady, I shall not return tlıis time from a bootless errand.” 

Alice listened again, as she had often done, until she 
lıeard the sound of departing wheels, and then she fell to 
wondering whether-her future paths in life would continue 
to be nıarked out by this Sir Ivnight, \vho was ever at her 
beck and cali, and whether it was her destiny to always 
tread the paths that he laid out for her. 

Quincy was fortunate in finding Leopold at home. 

“Em glad yotıVe come, Quincy,” said he; “I was going 
to write you to-night.” 

“What’s up?’’ inquired Quincy. 

“Please pass me that package of papers on the corner of 
the table,” answered Leopold, being loath to rise from his 
recumbent position on the lounge. 

Quincy did as requested and took a seat beside Leopold. 

“These,” said Leopold, “are the proofs of the first writ- 
îngs of a to-be-famous American author. Glad she took a 
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man’s name, so I don’t have to say authoress. Here,” he 
coııtinued, “are the proofs of the story, Was it Signed? 
Cooper wishes it read and retumed immediately. Edıtors 
wish everything done immediately. They loaf on their end 
and expect the poor author to sit up ali night and make up 
for their shortcomings. Pm a şort of editör myself, and I 
know what I’m talking about. This lot,” he continued, 
“will appear in ‘The Sunday Universe* a week from next 
Sunday. I had a copy made for Jameson to work from. 
Bruce Douglas owes me four-fifty for expenses, necessary 
but not authorized. ,, 

“I will see that you are reimbursed,” said Quincy; “want 
it now?” and he made a motion to take out his pocketbook. 

“No,” replied Leopold, “Pm flush to>day; keep it till 
some time when Pm strapped. Last, and most important 
of ali, here are the proofs of the story that is to appear in 
our monthly. Now, my advice to you is, Quincy, seek the 
fair author at önce, correct these proofs and have them 
back to me within tlıree days, or they’ll go över and she’ll 
be charged for keeping the type standing, besides having 
her pay hung up for another week.” 

“She won , t mind that/' said Quincy, with a laugh. ^She’s 
an heiress now, with real and personal property valued at 
hfty thousand dollars. But what am I to do?” asked he 
seriouslv. “I could read the manuscript, but we have no 
one at Eastborough who knows how to make‘those pot- 
hooks and scratches that you cali ‘corrections/ ” 

, “Well, you two young aspirants for literary fame are in 
a box, are’nt you? I was thinking about that hfty thou¬ 
sand. Perhaps Pd better go home with you and get ac- 
quainted with the author,” said Leopold with a laugh. 

“Well,” returned Quincy, “it would be very kind of you 
in our present emergency, but, strange as it may seem, I 
came to see you this afternoon about securing a literary as- 
sistant for Miss Pettengill. She has decided to write that 
book.” 
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“Good girl!” cried Leopold, sitting bolt upright upon the 
lounge. “I mean, good boy, for it was, no doubt, your ac« 
knowledged powers of argument and ( gently persuasive 
\vays that have secured this consummation of my desire. 
Let me think;” and he scratched his head vigorously. “I 
think I have it,” said he, finally. “One of our giriş down 
to the office worked so hard during our late splurge that 
the doctor told her she must rest this week. She rooms 
över on Myrtle Street. I happened to be late in getting out 
one day last week, and we walked together up as far as 
Chestnut Street. She Iives nearly down to the end of 
Myrtle Street.” 

“No further expîanation or extenuation is necessary,” 
said Quincy. “Is she pretty?” 

“You’re right, she is,” replied Leopold. “She’s both 
pretty and smart. She has a beautiful voice and writes a 
hand that looks like copperplate. She’s a first-class proof 
reader and a perfect walking dictionary on spelling, defini* 
tions, and dates. They treat her mighty shabby on pay, 
though. She’s a woman, so they gave her six dollars a 
\veek. If she were a man they’d give her twenty, and think 
themselves lucky. Fil run över and see if she is at home, 

' At what time could she go down with you to-morrow?” he 
asked. 

“Fil come after her at nine o’clock. Tel! her Miss Pet- 
tengill will give her eight dollars a week, with board and 
lodging free.” 

“Ali right,” cried Leopold, “that’s business. While Fm. 
göne just see how pretty those stories look in cold type. 
Pve been ali through them myself just for practice.” 

Leopold dashed out of the room and Quincy took up the 
proofs of the story, Was It Signed? He became so ab- 
sorbed in its perusal that Leopold pulîed it out of his hand 
in order to attract his attention. 

“It’s ali right,” he said. “She’s delighted at the idea of 
going. She thinks the change will do her good. She can’t 
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buıîd up very fast in a little back room, up three flights.” 

“What*s her name?” asked Quincy. 

‘‘Oh! I forgot,” replied Leopold. “Fil write her name 
and address down for you. There it is,” said he, as he 
passed it to Quincy. “Her first name is Rosa, and tlıat’s alî 
rigîıt. She’s of French-Canadian descent, and her last 
name is one of those jawbreakers that no American can 
pronounce. It sounded something like Avery, so she called 
herself at first Rosa Avery; then the two A’s caused trotı- 
ble, for everybody thought she said Rose Avery. Being a 
proof reader,” continued Leopold, “she is very sensitive, so 
while the name Rosa satisfied her inmost soul, the name 
Rose jarred upon her sensıbilities. Thus another change 
became necessary, and she is no\v known, and probably will 
continue to be known, as Miss Rosa Very, until she makes 
up her mind to change it again.” 

“Fin greatly obliged, Leopold,” said Quincy, making the 
proofs into a flat parcel and putting them into his inside 
overcoat pocket. 

“Doıı't mention it, oîd fellow,” remarked Leopold. “You 
may be the means of supplying me with an assistant some 
day. If you slıould, don’t fail to cali my attention to it.” 

Aunt Ella was at dinner \vhen Quincy arrived. She 
sent word up by Buttons for Qumcy to come down to the 
dining-room at önce. She was alone in the room \vhen he 
entered. 

“Just in time,” said he, “and I’m hungry as a bear.” 

“Tlıat’s a good boy; sit down and help me out,” said his 
aunt. “These extravagant servants of mine cook ten times» 
as much as I can possibly eat.” 

“I don’t imagine it is wasted,” replied Quincy. 

“I think not,” said Aunt Ella, with a laugh; “for, judg- 
îng from the extra pîentiful supply, they probably have a 
kitchen party in view for this evening. But what keeps yots 
away from Eastborough över night?” 
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“I thought you couldn’t eat and talk at the same time/* 
remarked Quincy. 

“I can’t/’ she replied. “I’m through eating and I’m go- 
ing to sit and listen to you. Go right ahead, the servants 
won’t come in. I won’t let them stand and look at me when 
Pm eating. If I want them I ring for than/' 

Quincy then briefly related the principal events that had 
taken place at Mason’s Corner since the nineteenth, re- 
marking, incidentally, that he had received no word from 
Lindy. 

“Let her alone, and she’ll come home when she gets 
ready/' said Aunt Ella. “As to the best place for your 
young lady to go, I shall have to think a minute. Old 
Orchard is my favorite, but Pm afraid it would be too noisy 
for her there, the hotels are so close to the railroad track. I 
suppose your family, meaning your mother’s, of course, will 
go to Nahant, as usual. Sarah would have society convul- 
sions at Old Orchard. I should îike to see her promenad- 
ing down in front of the candy Stores, shooting for cigars 
in the shooting gallery, or taking a ride down to Saco Pool 
on the narrow-gauge; excuse me for speaking so of your 
mother, Quincy, but I have been acquainted with her much 
longer than you have.” She went on, “Newport is too sty- 
lish for comfort. Ah! I have it, Quincy. I was there three 
years ago, and I know \vhat Fm talking about. Quaînt 
place,—funny looking houses, with little promenades oıı 
top,—crooked streets that lead every\vhere and novvhere, 
—very much like Boston,—full of curîosities,—hardv old 
mariners and peaceable old Ç)uakers,—plentv of nice milk 
and eggs and fresh fish,—more fish than anvthinp* else,— 
every breeze is a sea breeze, and it is so delîghtfully quiet 
that the fiİes and mosquİtoes imitate the inhabîtants, and 
sleep ali day and ali night.” 

“Where is thıs modern Eden, this corner lot in Para* 
dişe?’ asked Quincy; “İt can’t be part of the United States/ 1 ' 

“Not eKad^^ replied Aunt Ella; it’s ofî shore, I forget 
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how many miles, but you can find it swimming around 
in the water just south of Cape Cod.” 

“Oh! you mean Nantucket/* cried Quincy. 

“That’s the place,” assented his aunt. “Now, Ouincy, 
Pil teli you just what I want you to do, and I want you to 
promise to do it before I say another word.” 

“That’s a woman , s way/ > remarked Quincy, “of avoid- 
İng argument and preventing a free expressioıı of opiııion 
by interested parties; but Pil consent, only be merciful.” 

“What Pm going to ask you to db, Quincy Sawyer, is for 
your good, and you’ll own up that Pve been more than a 
motîıer to you before I get througlı. ,, 

“You aîvvays have been/’ said Quincy, seriously. “Of 
course, I love my mother in a way, but Pm never exactly 
comfortabîe when Pm with her. But when Pm with you, 
Aunt Ella, Pm always contented and feel perfectly at 
horne/’ 

“Bless you, my dear boy/’ she said. Then, rising, she 
went behind his chair, leaned över and kissed him on the 
forehead; then, pulling a chair close to him, she went on: 
“I haven’t spoken to you of her, Quincy, because I have 
had no opportunity until now. Pve fallen in love with her 
myself. I am a physiognomist as well as a phrenologist. 
Robert taught me the principles. She’s almost divinely 
îovely. I say almost, for, of course, she’ll be stili lovelier 
when she goes to Heaven. Her well-shaped head indicates 
a strong, active, inventive mind, while her püre heart and 
clean soul are mırrored in her sweet face. She is a good 
foil for you, Quincy. You are almost dark enough for a 
Spaniard or an Italian, while she is Goethe’s ideal Mar- 
guente.” 

It was not necessary for Quincy to ask to whom she re- 
ferred, nor to praise her powers of discernment. It was 
Aunt Ella’s time for talking, and she was not inclined to 
brook any înterference. So she went on. 

“I want you to bring her here to me and have Rosa 
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What-d , yer-call-her come with her. Here they can work 
and play until you get the nest ready for her down to Nam 
tucket. You say she plays and sings. I love music passion- 
ateîy, but I can’t play a note, even on a jewVharp; but if 
she plays a \vrong note I shall feel inclined to cali her atten- 
tion to it. When I used to go to the theatre with Robert, I 
delighted in telling him how badly sorne of the members of 
the orchestra were playing, but I repented of it. He got in 
the habit of going out between the acts to escape the music, 
he said, and I never could keep him in his seat after that.” 

Quincy laughed heartily at this. “I see no \vay of stop- 
ping this bad habit that gentlemen have of going out be- 
tween the acts," said he, “unless you ladies combine, and 
insist on a higher grade of orchestral excel!ence.” 

“I have a large library," continued Aunt Eîla, “and she 
may find many books in it that \vill be of use to her. Robert 
spent eighteen thousand dollars on it, and Fve bouglıt a 
couple of thousand dollars' worth more since his aeath. 
Now, what do you say, Quincy? You kno\v I will do ali in 
my power to make her comfortable and happy \vhile she is 
here. If Maude runs up, and she’s the only one that is 
likely to, I will teli her that I have friends here from Eng- 
land. I will keep her out of the way. Will you bring her?" 

“If she will come, I will,” Quincy replied. 

“You will never repent it," said Aunt Ella. “No w let 
us go upstairs.” 

When they reached her room the cigars and cigarettes 
were again in requisition. 

“I kept my promise the other day, Quincy," said she, 
“\vhen the three giriş were here. What a sweet, rosv- 
cheeked, healthy, happy trio they were! I vvasn't more tlıan 
twenty myself that day. I give you my solemn promise, 
Quincy, that I won’t smoke a cigarette nor drink a glass of 
wıne while Alice is here,—until after she goes to bed; and 
then Fil eat a clove and air the room out thoroughly before 
I let her in in the morning." 
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Quincy was up early next morning, and at ten minutes ol 
nine reached the lodging house in Myrtle Street. He had 
taken a carriage, for he knew Miss Very would have her 
luggage, probably a trunk. His cali at the door was an- 
svvered bv a sharp-eyed, hatchet-faced woman, whose face 
Avas red witlı excitement. To Quincy’s inquiry if Miss Very 
was in, the woman replied, “that she was in and was likely 
to stay in.” 

“I trust she is not sick/’ said Quincy. 

“No! she ain’t sick,” the woman replied, “what you mean 
by sick; but there’s worse things than bein* sick, especially 
when a poor widder has a big house rent to pay and coal 
seven dollars and a half a ton.’’ 

A small trunk, neatly strapped, stood in the hallway. 
Glancing into the stuffy little parlor, he saw a woman, ap^ 
parently young, with her veil down, seated on a sofa, with 
a large valise on the floor and a hand bag at her side. 

Quincy divined the situation at önce. Stepping into the 
hallway, he closed the parlor door, and, turning to the 
woman, said, “How much?” 

“Three dollars/’ replied the \voman,“and it’s cheap 
enough for—’’ 

“A miserable little dark stuffy side room, without any 
heat, up three flights, back/ , broke in Quincy, as he passed 
her the money. 

The woman was breatlıless with astonishment and anger. 
Taking advantage of this, Quincy opened the parlor door, 
first beckoning to the coachman to come in and get the 
trunk. 

“Miss Very, I presume?’’ said Quincy, as he advanced 
towards the young lady on the sofa. 

She arose as he approached, and answered, “Yes. sir.” 

“Come with me, please/' said he, grasping the valise. 
She hesitated; he understood why. “It’s ali right,” he said, 
in a low tone. “I’ve settled with the landlady, and you can 
settle wıth me any time.’’ 
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“Thank you, so much, ,? spoke a sweet voıce from unâer 
neath the veil, and the owner of it folîowed close behind 
hım, and he handed her into the carriage. As Quincy 
pulled the carriage door to, that of the lodging house closed 
with a report like that of a pistol, and Mrs. Coiby v/ent 
down stairs and toîd the servant, who was scrubbing the 
kitchen fîoor, what had occurred, and added that she “had 
always had her suspicions of that Miss Very.” 

While Quincy was talking with Alice the day before, his 
dinner that Mrs. Hawkins had saved for him was being 
burned to a crisp in and on the stove. Mrs. Hawkins’s at- 
tention was finally attracted to it, and, turning to Betsy, 
she said, “Law sakes, somethin’ must be burnin.’ ” Run- 
ning to the stove, she soon discovered the cause. “Mercy 
on me!” she ejaculated. “I left that damper öpen, and his 
dinner’s burnt to a cinden Waîl, I don’t çare; he may be a 
good lodger, an’ ali that, but he’s a mighty poor boarder; 
and it’s no satisfaction gittin’ up things for him to eat, and 
then lettin’ them go to vvaste, even if he does pay for it. 
Them’s my sentiments, and Pil feel better now I’ve spit it 
out.” 

The good woman went to work to clean up her stove, 
while Betsy kept on with the seemingly endless dish wash- 
ing. Mrs. Hawkins fiııisbed her work, and, going to the 
sink, began to wipe the accumulated pile of dishes. 

“I s’pose everybody in town will go to church next Sun* 
day/’ said Mrs. Ha\vkins, “to see them brides.” 

“Wiîl they look any different than they did the other' 
day?” Betsy innocently iııqııired. 

“Well, I guess,” remarked Mrs. Hawkins. “I saw 
Mandy yesterday and she told me alî about her trlp to the 
city. Mrs. Chessman went shoppin’ with them, and the 
way she beat them shopkeepers down was a sight, Mandy 
says. It beats ali how them rich folks can buy things so 
much cheaper than us poor people can. She took them ali 
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home to dinner, and Mandy says she lives in the most 
beautifulest house she ever saw. Then she went to the 
dressmakers with them, and she beat them down more’n 
five dollars on each govvn. Then she took ’em to the milli- 
nery store, and she bought each one of them a great big 
handsome hat, with feathers and ribbons and flowers ali 
över ’em. Nobody has seen ’em yet, but ali three on ’em 
are goiııg to wear ’em to church next Sunday, and won’t 
there be a stir? Nobody’ll look at the new orgin.” 

‘T wish I could go,” said Betsy. 

Mrs. Hawkins rattled on: “Mandy says she took ’em ali 
into a jevvelry store, and bought each one on ’em a breast- 
pin, a pair of earrings, and a putty ring, to remember her 
by. Then she druv ’em down to the deepo in her carriage.” 

“I wish I could see them with ali their fine things on,” 
said Betsy, again. 

“Well, you shall, Betsy,” said good-hearted Mrs. Haw- 
kins. “Fil make Jonas help me waslı the dishes Sunday 
mornin’, and you shall go to church.” 

Betsy’s face was vvreathed in smiles. 

“You’re so good to me, Mrs. Hawkins, ,, she cried. 

“Well,” answered Mrs. Hawkins, “you’ve worked like a 
Trojan the last week, and you deserve it. I guess if I go up 
in the attic I can git a good look at them as they’re walking 
home from church.” 

In her excitement the old lady dropped a cup and saucer 
on the floor, and both mistress and maid went down on 
their hands and knees to pick up the pieces. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 


“THE BIRD OF LOVE.” 

T HE carriage contaıning Quincy and Rosa was driven 
at a rapid rate toward the station. There was no 
time to lose, as some had already been lost in the alterca- 
tion with Mrs. Colby. They had proceeded but a short 
dıstance, when Rosa took out a pocketbook, and, lifting 
her veil, turned her face to Quincy. 

What a striking face it was! Large, dark blue eyes, regu- 
lar features, a light olive complexion, with a strong dash of 
red in each cheek, full red lips, and hair of almost raven 
bîackness. Like lightning the thought fîashed through 
Quincy’s mind, “What a contrast to my Alice!” for he al- 
ways used the pronoun \vhen he thought of her. 

“Allo\v me to cancel part of my indebtedness to you,” 
said Rosa, in a low, sweet voice, and Quincy again thought 
how pleasant that voice would be to Alice when Miss Very 
was reading to her. 

As Rosa spoke she handed Quıncy a two-dollar bili and 
seventy-five cents in currency. 

;< 1 owe you an eKp^ıanation,^ she continued. “Mr. Ernst 
told me that I must be ready to accompany you the mo¬ 
ment you called, so I packed and strapped my trunlc last 
evening. When I returned from breakfast this morning I 
îooked through my pocketbook, and found to my surprise 
that I lacked a quarter of a dollar of enough to pay for my 
vveek’s lodging. In my haste I had put my jewel case, 
which contained the greater part of my money, in my trunlc, 
and I realized that there would not be time to unpack and 
pack it again before your arrival. I offered Mrs. Colby the 
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two seventy-five, and told her I would send her the balance 
in a letter as soon as I arrived at my destination. To my 
astonishment, she refused to take it, saying that she would 
have the three dollars or nothing.” 

“If I had known that/' said Quincy, “she would have got 
nothing.” 

' “Oh! it-s ali right,” remarked Rosa, with a smile. *1 
know the poor woman has hard work to make a living, and 
I also know that she has lost considerable money from per- 
sons faiİing to pay at ali or paying part of their biliş and 
then not sending the balance, as they promised to do/’ 

“And did she get up ali that ugliness for a quarter of a 
dollar?” inquired Quincy. 

“Oh! that vvasn’t the reason at ali,” replied Rosa; ‘Tve 
alvvays paid her promptly and in advance. She was mad 
because I was going away. If she lets the room right off 
she will get double rent this coming week, for it so hap- 
pened my week ended last night.” 

“Lodging-house keepers,” said Quincy, “seem to be a 
class by themselves, and to have peculiar financial and 
moral codes. Here \ve are at the station,” he added, as the 
carriage came to a stop. 

As Quincy handed Rosa from the carriage, his observant 
eye noticed that the hand placed in his was small and well- 
gloved, while the equally small feet were encased in a pair 
of dainty boots. “She is true to her French origin,” he 
soliloquized, as they entered the station,—“well-booted, 
*well-gloved. I am glad she is a lady„” 

The train was soon on its way to Eastborough. It was an 
accommodation, and Ouincv had plenty of time to point 
out the objects of interest on the way. Rosa \vas not a lover 
of the countrv. She acknowledged this to Quincy, saying 
that she \vas born and educated in the country, but that she 
preferred paved streets and brick sidewalks to green lanes 
and dusty roads. 
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Âlice had not waited for Quincy’s return to broach the 
matter of the gift of the Putnam house to Ezekiel and 
Huldy. She had simply asked Quincy, so as to assure her- 
self that there was no legal objection or reason \vhy she 
should not make the transfer. 

After breakfast the next morning she toîd her uncle that 
she \vished to have a talk with him in the parlor, and when 
they were alone together, she stated her intentions to him, 
as she had to Quincy. The old gentleman approved of her 
plan, only suggesting that İt should be a swap; that is, that 
Ezekiel should deed the house in which they were, in 
which, in fact, she owned a half-interest, to her, so she 
would be sure of a home in case she lost part of her money, 
or ali of it, or wished to live in the country. 

Most opportunely, Ezekiel and Huldy came över that 
morning to make a cali, and the matter was soon under dis- 
cussion in family conclave. 

Ezekiel at first objected strenuously to the gift. He 
would buy the house, he said, and pay so -much a year on it, 
but both Alice and Uncle Ike protested that it \vas foolish 
for a young couple to start in life with such a heavy debt 
hanging över tlıem. 

The only circumstance that led him to change his mind 
and agree to accept the Putnam homestead as a gift was 
Uncle Ike’s suggestion that he deed the Pettengill home¬ 
stead to Alice, and pay her ali he received for the sale of 
products from the present Pettengill farm; but ’Zekiel 
would not accept any loan. He said Deacon Mason had 
given his daughter five tlıousand dollars outright, and that 
would be ali the cash they would need to stock and carry on 
both the farms. 

Then ’Zekİel said he might as well settle on who was to 
live in the two houses. He kııew that Cobb’s twins vvould 
like to stay with him, and he would take them up to the 
Putnam house with him. Mrs. Pinkham had been hired 
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by the executors to remaın with Samanthy untiî some o ne 
came to live in the house. Ezekiel said Samanthy was a 
good girl, and he and Huldy both liked her, and he felt 
pretty sure she’d be vvilling to live with them, because she 
was used to the house, and as it was the only one she’d 
ever îived in, it would seem like going away from home iî 
she left there and went somewhere else. 

Then ’Zekiel \vas of the opinion that Abbott Smith and 
Billy Ricker had better board vvith Hiram and Mandy, be¬ 
cause the grocery teams and horses would have to be kept 
in the Pettengill barn, as there was no stable to the grocery 
store. “ Tvvon’t be stealin’ anythin’ from Mrs. Ha\vkins if 
they don’t board with her, cuz none of ’em ever Îived with 
her afore.’’ 

“Don’t you think, ’Zekiel,” asked Huldy, “that Uncle 
Ike ought to come down stairs and have a better room? It 
will be awful hot up there in the summer. Alice and I used 
t o play up there, and in July and August it \vas hot enough 
to roast eggs, vvasn’t it, Alice ?” 

Alice, thus appealed to, said it might have been hot 
enough, but she was positive that they never did roast any 
up there, although she remembered setting the attic floor 
on fire one dav vvith a burning glass. ’Zekiel remembered 
that, too, and hovv they had to put new ceilings on two 
rooms, because he used so much vvater to put the fire otft. 

When Uncle Ike got a chance to speak, he said to Huldy, 
“Thank you, my dear Mrs. Pettengill, v vvith a strong ac* 
çent on the Mrs., vvhich made Huldy blush a rosy red, “but 
I vvouldn’t svvap my old attic for ali the rest of the rooms 
in the house. My old blood requires vvarmth, and I can 
stand ninety-six vvithout asking for a fan. When I come 
up to see you, you can put me in one of your big square 
rooms, but I sha’n’t stay long, because I don’t like them.” 

The noise of vvheels was heard, and Huldy ran to the 
window to look out. 

r< Oh, it’s Mr. Sawyer/ > said she; “and he’s got a young 
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Iady with him, and she’s got a trunk. I wonder wlıo she 
is? Do you know, Alice?” 

“I don’t know who she is,” replied Alice; “but I can 
imagine what she’s here for.’ 7 

“Is it a secret?’ 7 asked Huldy. 

' “No, not exactly a secret,” replied Alice. “It’s a busi- 
Hess matter. I have a great many things to be read över to 
me, and considerable writing to do, and as Mr. Sawyer is 
going avvay, I \vas obliged to have some oııe to lıelp me.” 

“Well!” said Huldy, “you'll miss Mr. Sawyer when he 
goes away; I did. Now you mustn’t get jealous, Mr. Pet- 
tengill, ,, she said to ’Zekiel; “you knovv Mr. Sawyer and I 
\vere never in îove with each other. That was ali viilage 
gossip, started by, you know who, and as for Mr. Sawyer 
liking Lindy Putnam, or she liking him, I know better. 
She’s never got över the loss of her brother Jones, \vho, it 
seems, wasn r t her real brother, aıter ali; and Samanthy 
Green told me the other day that Lindy wanted to marry 
hini. 7 ’ 

“I think matters are getting ratlıer too personal for 
me,” said Uncle Ike, rising. “I may get drawn into it if I 
stay any longer. I ahvays liked Lindy Putnam myself.” 
And the old gentleman laughed heartily as he left the 
room. 

“Well, I guess you and me’d better be goin’, if we want 
to be home at dinner time/’ said ’Zekiel to Huldy. Then, 
going to his sister, he took her in his arms and kissed her 
on the cheek. “You know, Alice,’ 7 said he, “that I ain’t 
much of a talker, but I shall never forget how good you’ve 
been to me and Huldy, and if the old house burns down or 
you get lonesome, you’ll ahvays find the latchstring out up 
to the new house, an’ there’ll be a room, an 7 board, an’ 
good çare for you as long as you vvant to stay. Eh, 
Huldy? 77 said 7 Zekiel, turning to his wife. 

“You know, ’Zekiel, 7 ’ replied the impulsive Huldy, “I 7 ve 
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said a dozen times that I wished Alice would ceme and îive 
with us. Won’t you, Alice?” she added. “I never had a 
sister, and I think it vvould be delightful to have one ali to 
myself, especially,” she added archly, “when I have her 
brother, too.” 

“I could never live in that house/’ said Alice, with a 
slight shudder; “besides, I think my future path in life is 
being marked out for me by the hand of Fate, which I am 
powerless to resist. I am afraid that it wil! take me away 
froın you, my dear ones; but if it does, I shall ahvays love 
you both, and pray for your happiness and success.” 

At the front door ’Zekiel and Huldy met Quincy. The 
latter had turned Miss Very över to the çare of Mrs. Max- 
well, and had got one of the twins to carry the young lady’s 
trunk to her room, which was the one formerly occupied by 
Mandy. He had then driven the carryall around to the 
barn and was returning, anxious to bear his tidings of suc* 
cess to Alice, when he met the departing couple. 

“I hear you are going to leave us,’’ said Huldy. 

“Who told you?” inquired Quincy. 

“Alice,” replied Huldy; “and' I told her she’d miss you 
very much when you \vere göne.’* 

“I am afraid,replied Quincy, “that any service that I 
have rendered Miss Pettengill has not been of so important 
a nature that it vvould be greatly missed. I am glad that I 
have succeeded in securing her a companion and assistant 
of her own sex, which will much more than compensate for 
the loss of my feeble Services.” 

‘ r That’s what I don’t like about city folks/’ said Huldy 4 
Pettengill, as she walked along the path, hanging on her 
husband’s arm. 

“What ? s that?’* asked ’Zekiel bluntly. 

“Because,” continued Huldy, “they use such big words 
to cover up their real feelings. Of course, he wouldn , t let 
on to us, but any one \vith half an eye could see that he’s 
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head över heels in love \vith your sister Alice, and he’d 
stand on his hcad if she told him to.” 

“Well, Alice is too sensible a girl to ask him to do that 
şort of thing,” said ’Zekiel frankly. “Any \vay, I don’t 
believe she’s in love with him.” 

“ 5 Twould be a great match for her,” said Huldy. 

“I don’t know ’bout that. On general principles, I don’t 
believe in couııtry giriş marryin’ city fellers.” 

“I know you don ? t,” said Huldy, and she gave his arm a 
little squeeze. 

‘"But,” continued ’Zekıel, “Alîce is difTerent from most 
country giriş. Besides, she’s lived in the city and knows 
city \vays. Anyway, I sha’n’t interfere; I know Mr. Saw- 
yer is a respectable young man, and, by George! when he 
wants to do anything, don’t he jest put it through. The 
way he sarcumvented that Strout was as good as a circus.” 

‘T thrnk I sarcumvented that Strout, too,” said Huldy, 
as tlıey reached the corner of Deacon Mason’s front fence. 

“You’ve been quite a little fîirt in your day,” remarked 
’Zekiel, “but it’s ali över now;” and he squeezed the little 
hand that stole confidingly into his big, brawny one. 

Quincy at önce entered the parlor and found Alice seated 
in her accustomed easy-chair. 

“You have retumed, Sir Kniglıt,” was the remarlc \vith 
which Alice greeted him. 

“I have, fair lady,” replied Quincy, in the same vein; “I 
have captured one of the enemy and brought her as a pris- 
oner to your castle. Here are some documents,” he con¬ 
tinued, as he placed the proofs in Alice’s hands, “that con* 
tain valuahîe secrets, and they will, no doubt, furnish strong 
evidence agaınst the prisoner,” 

“What is it?” asked Aiice, holding up the package. 

“They are the proofs of three of your stones,.” replied 
Quincy, relapsing into commonplace; “and Leopcid says 
they must be read and cörrected at önce. If we can attend 
to this during the afternoon and evening, I will go up to 
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Boston again to-morrow morning.” Quhıcy then told 
Alice about Rosa and the terms that he had made with her, 
and Alice expressed herself as greatly pleased with the 
arrangement. “You will find- Miss Very a perfect lady/’ 
said Quincy, “with a îo\v, melodious voice that will not jar 
upon your ears, as mine, no doubt, has often done.’' 

“You are unfair to yourself, when you say that/’ re- 
marked Alice eamestly. “Your voice has never jarred 
upon my ears, and I have always been pleased to listen to 
you. J ’ 

Whether Quincy’s voice would have grown softer and 
sweeter and his words more impassioned if the interview 
had continued, cannot be divined, for Mrs. Maxwell at that 
moment opened the parlor door and called out, “Dinner’s 
ready,” just as Mandy Skinner used to do in the days göne 

ky- 

Miss Very was introduced to Alice and the others at the 
dınner table, and took the seat formerly occupied by ’Ze- 
kiel. Quincy conseııted to remain to dinner, as he knew his 
Services would be reguired in the proof reading. When 
Cobb’s twins reached the barn, after dinner, Jim said to 
Bili, “Isn't she a stunner! I couldn’t keep my eyes ofPn 
her.” 

“Neither could 1,^ rejoined Bili. “I teli yer, Jim, style 
comes nat’ral to city folks. Fil be durned if I know whether 
I had chicken or codfish for dinner.” 

After the noonday meal the three zealous toilers İn the 
paths of literatüre began work. Quincy read from the man- 
uscript, Rosa held the proofs, while Alice listened intently, 
and from time to time made changes in punctuation or 
slight alterations in the language. No sentence had to be 
rewritten, and when the reading of the story, Was It 
Signed? was finished, Rosa said, “A remarkably clean set 
of proofs; only a few changes, and those slight ones. In the 
case of very few authors are their original ideas and second 
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thoughts so harmonious. How do you manage it, Miss 
Pettengill?** 

“Oh, I don’t know/* replied Alice, with a smile, “unless 
ît is that I keep my original ideas ın my mind until they 
reach the stage af second thoughts, and tlıen I have tlıem 
vvritten down/’ 

“You will find Miss Pettengilî very exact in dictation,” 
said Ouincy to Rosa. “I took that long story there down in 
pencil, and I don’t think I was obliged to change a dozen 
words. ÎJ 

“To work with Miss Pettengilî,^ remarked Rosa, “\vill be 
more of a pleasure than a task.” 

This idea \vas re-echoed in Quincy’s mind, and for a mo¬ 
ment he had a feeling of positive envy towards Miss Very. 
Then he thought that hers \vas paid service, vvhile his lıad 
been a labor—of İove. Yes, it might as well be put that 
vvay. 

The sun had sunk quite îow in the west when the second 
story, Her Native Land, was completed. “How dramatic!” 
cried Rosa; “the endings of those chapters are as strong as 
stage tableaus.” 

“It ıs being dramatized by Jameson of the 'Daily Uni- 
verse/” said Quincy. 

“î am well acquainted vvîth Mr. Jameson/* remarked 
Rosa; “I belong to a social clııb of which he is the presi- 
dent. He is a very taîented young man and a great \vorker. 
He önce told me that when he began nervspaper \vork he 
wrote eighteen hours out of twenty-four for a month, and 
nearly every nıght he woke tıp and made notes that he 
wrote out in the moming. Do you believe in unconscious 
mental cerebration, Mr. Satvyer?” 

“Pm afraid not/* replied Quıncy, laughing; “T never 
had ideas enough to keep my brain busy alî day, much less 
suppîy it with work at night/* 

“Mr Savtyer :s always unfair to himself/* remarked Alice 
îio Miss Very. “As for myself, I will answer your question 
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m the affirmative. I have often göne to bed with onîy the 
general ıdea of a story in my mind, and have awakened 
with the details ali thought out and properîy placed.” 

“1 think it best to postpone the reading of the iast story 
until after supper/’ said Quincy. 

Alice assented, and, turning to Rosa, asked, “Do you like 
the country, Miss Very?” 

“To speak honestly,” replied Rosa, “I do not. I told Mr. 
Savvyer so on the train. It is hotter in the country than it 
is in the city. I can’t bear the ticking of a cîock in my 
room, and I think crickets and owls are more nerve-destroy- 
ing than cîocks, and I positively detest anything that buzzes 
.and stings, like bees, and \vasps, and hornets.’’ 

“But don’t you like cows, and sheep, and horses?’’ asked 
Alice; “I îove them.” 

“And I don’t, ” said Rosa frankly. “I like beefsteak and 
roast lamb, but I never saw a cow that didn’t have a fero- 
cious glare in its eye when it looked at me. ,, Both Quincy 
and Alice laughed heartily. “As for horses,” continued 
Rosa, “I never drive alone. When I*m with some one I 
alternate betvveen hope and fear until I reach my destina* 
tion.” 

“I trust you were more hopeful than fearful on your way 
from Eastborough Centre/’ said Quincy. 

“Oh! I saw at a gîance/’ remarked Rosa, “that you \vere 
a skiîfuî driver, and I trusted you implicitly.” 

“I have had to rely a great deaî upon Mr. Sawver,” re¬ 
marked Alice, “and, like yourself, I have aîways placed the 
greatest confidence in hım. Huîdy told me thıs morning, 
Mr. Sawyer, that I would miss you verv much, and I know 
I shall' 

“But you wîll have Miss Very wîth you constantly,” said 
Quıncy. 

“Oh! she does not like the country * continued Alîce, 
“and she will get homesick in a little while.” 

“One’s likes and one’s duties often conflict,” said Rosaş 
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and a grave laok settled upon her face. “But how can you 
write your book down here, Miss Pettengill? You will 
have to consult hundreds of books, if you intend to write an 
lıistorical novel, as Mr. Savvyer told me you did. You ought 
to have access to the big libraries in Boston, and, besides, in 
the second-hand bookstores you can buy suciı treasures for 
a mere song, if you will only spend the time to hunt for 
them.’* 

“That reminds me,” broke in Quincy, “that my aunt, 
Mrs. Chessman,—she is my mother’s only sister, who lives 
on Mt. Vernon Street,—wished me to extend a cordial invi- 
tation to you two young ladies to visit her, while I am get* 
ting your summer home ready for you. She suggests Nan- 
tucket as the best place for work, but with every oppor* 
tunity for enjoyment, \vhen work becomes a burden.” 

“Oh, that will be d'elightful,” cried Rosa. “I love the 
sea, and there we shall have it ali around us; and at night, 
the great dome of Heaven, studded with stars, will reach 
down to the sea on every side, and thev say at ’Sconset, on 
the east end of the isîand, that when the breakers come in 
the sîght is truîy magnificent.’ , 

Quincy was imvardly amused at Rosa’s enthusiasm, but 
it served his ptırpose to encourage it, so he said, “I wish 
Aunt Ella were her to join forces with Miss Very. You 
would find it hard work to re&ist both of them, Miss Pet- 
tengill.” 

“You mean ali three of yem,” said Alice, with a smile. 
j “lî we go to Hantt-icket/* added Rosa, “I shall have to 
Spend a week in the city, and perhaps more. I have no 
dresses suitable for so long a residence at the beach.’’ 

“Neither have I,” coincided Alîce, \vith a laugh. 

There the matter waa dropped. Quıncy knew too much 
to press the question to a decision that evenîng. He had 
learned bv experience that Alice never said yes or no untîî 
her mind was made tıp, and he knew that the ans\ver was 
more îikely to be favorable if he gave her plenty of time 
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for reflection; besicles, he thought that Alice might wish to 
know more partieularly what his aunt said, for she would 
be likely to consider that his aunt must have SGme reason 
for giving such an invitation to two persons who were vir* 
tually strangers to her. 

After supper, the third story, How He Lost Both Name 
and Fortune, was read and corrected, and it was the unu- 
sııally late hour of eleven o’elock before the lights in the 
Pettengill house were extinguished. It was past midnight 
when Quincy soug'ht his room at Mrs. Hawkins’s boarding 
house, and the picture of Alice Pettengill, that he had pur- 
loined so long ago, stood on a little table at the head of his 
bed, leaning against a large family Bible, which he found 
in the room. 

The next morning he was up early, and visited the gro- 
cery store. Mr. Strout and Hiram both assured him that 
business had picked up amazingly, and was really “splen- 
did.’’ The new wagons vvere building up trade very fast. 
Billy Ricker went över to Montrose for orders Monday, 
Wednesday, and Friday mornings, and delivered them in 
the afternoons. This gave Abbott Smith a chance to post 
up the books on those days, for he had been made book- 
keeper. He went to Eastborough Centre and Westvale, 
the uew name given to West Eastborough at the last town 
meetiııg, Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday mornings. He 
delivered goods on the afternoons of tlıose days, which 
gave him an opportunity to spend Sunday at home with his 
fatlıer and his family. 

When Quiney reached the Pettengill house, Mrs. Max- 
vvell iııformed him that Miss Pettengill was in the parlor 
alone. After greeting Alice, Quiney asked, “But \vhere is 
Miss Very? v 

“I told her I should not ııeed her Services until after 1 
had seen you/* she replied. “I have a question to ask you 
Mr. Sawyer, and I know you will give me a truthful an- 
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swer. What led vour aunt to invite me to come and visit 
her?’* 

Quincy knew that Alice had been considering the mat- 
ter, and this one simple question, to which she expected a 
truthful ans\ver, \vas the crucial test. 

He did not hesitate in replying. If he did, he kncw the 
result would be fatal to his hopes. 

“Only the promptings of her own good nature. She is 
one of the warmest-hearted women in the world,” contin- 
ued Quincy. “I will teli you just how it happened. I told 
her I had found an assistant to help you in your work, and 
that the next thing was to fix upon a place for a summer 
residence. I asked her opinion, and after considering the 
advantages and d'isadvantages of a score of places, she 
finally settled upon Nantucket as being the most desirable. 
Tlıen she said, AVhile you are finding a place and getting it 
ready for them, ask Miss Pettengill to come and visit me 
and bring her friend. Teli her that I am rich, as far as 
money goes, but poor in love and companionship. Teli 
them both that I shall love to have them come and will do 
everythİng I can to make their visit a pleasant one.’ Those 
were her words as nearly as I can remember them;” and 
Qtıincy waited silently for the decision. 

It soon came. Alice went to him and extended her hand, 
which Quincy took. 

“Teli her/* saİd Alice in her quiet way, “that I thank 
her very much and that we will come.” 

“How soon?” inquired Quincy anxiously and rather ab- 
ruptly. 

“In a few days,” replied Alice. “I can get ready much 
sooner with Miss Very to help me.” 

She withdre\v the hand, which she had unconsciously 
allowed to remain in his so long, and a slight flush mounted 
to her cheek, for Quincy had equally unconsciously given 
it a gentle pressure as he relinquished it. 

“I must do up these proofs,” said he, going to the table. 
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“I will get the next train to Boston. I will be back to- 
morrow noon, and in the afternoon I will drive över to 
Montrose aboııt that deed of the Putnam house. I know 
Aunt Ella will be delighted to hear that you are coming.” 
But he said nothing about his o\vn delight at being the 
bearer of the tidings. 

When he had göne, Alice sat in her chair as she had 
many a time before and thought. As she sat there she reaî- 
ized more strongly than she had ever done that if Fate \vas 
marking out her course for her, it had certainly chosen as 
its chief instrument the masterful young man who had just 
left her. 

The remainder of that day and the.morning of the next 
Alice spent in dictating to Rosa a crude general outline of 
Blennerhassett. During the work she \vas obliged, natur* 
ally, to address Rosa many times, and uniformly called 
her Miss Very. Finally Rosa said, “Wouldn’t you just as 
soon cali nıe Rosa? Miss Very seems so stiff and formalA 

“I hope you will not consider me uncompaııionable or 
set in my ways,” remarked Alice. “We are \vorking, you 
kno\v, and not playing,” she continued with a sweet smile. 
‘T have no doubt you are worthy of both my esteem and 
îove, but I have known you less than a day and such things 
come slowly with me. Let me cali you Miss Very, because 
you are that to me now. When the time comes, as I feel it 
wiîl, to cali you Rosa, it shall come from a fulî .heart. 
When I cali you Rosa, it will be because I love you, and, 
after that, nothing will ever change my feelings towards 
you.” 

“I understand you, ,, replied Rosa. “I will work and 
\vait. v 

Quincy arrived at about the same time of day that he 
did when he came with Rosa. Miss Very had göne to her 
room, so that he saw Alice alone. He told her that his aunt 
was greatlv pleased at her acceptance and would be ready 
*■0 receive her at any time that it was convenient for her to 
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coms. He proffered his Services to aıd her in gettîng ready 
{or the journey, but she told him that \vith Miss Very’s help 
she \vould need no other assistance. 

“I have another matter o£ busiııess to speak about,” con- 
tinued she, “and if you will lcindly attend to that, when you 
go to Montrose, it will oblige me very much. You ar e al- 
ways doing something to make me your debtor/’ she added 
with a smile. 

“I would do more if you would allow me/’ replied 
Quincy. 

“The fact is,” said Alice, “ ’Zekiel does not wish to bor* 
row any money, nor would he accept the gift of the Put- 
nam homestead unless he, in turn, deeded this house and 
farm to me. He is going to run this farm and pay me \vhat 
he gets from the sale of produets. If you will have Squire 
Rundlett draw up both deeds and the agreement, the wlıole 
matter can be fhted before I go away.” 

Quincy promised to give his attention to the matter that 
afternoon. He drove up to his boarding house and hitched 
his horse at the front door. Mrs. Hawkins saw him enter 
and take his seat at the dinner table. “There’s that Mr. 
Sawyer; he’s slept in this house just one night and eaten 
just one meal up to this noon for nigh on a week. Them 
city folks must have Injun rubber stummicks and cast iron 
backs or they couldn’t eat in so many different places and 
sleep in so many different beds. Why, if I go avvay and 
stay över night, when I git home Pm allus sicker’ıı a horse 
and tired enough to drop. ,? 

Quincy went to Montrose that afternoon and saw Squire 
Rundlett. The latter promised to make the papers out the 
next day, and said he would bring them över for signing 
the following morning. Quincy drove down to Deacon 
Mason’s and told ’Zekiel when to be on hand, and after 
leaving the team in the Pettengill barn, saw Alice and in- 
formed her of the Squire’s proposed visit. He told her 
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that he would come down that morning to act as a witness, 
i'f his Services were required. 

He spent the next day at the grocery store, going över 
the stock with Strout and Abbott Smıth, and had a üst 
made of articles that they thought it would be advisable to 
carry in the future. He told Strout that he would visit 
some vvholesale grocery houses in Boston and have sam* 
ples sent down. 

“Mr. Sawyer is improvin’,” said Mrs. Hawkins to Betsy 
the next morning after breakfast. “He J s slept in his bed 
two nights runnin’, and he’s eat four square meals, and 
seemed to enjoy them, too. I guess he didn’t git much 
when he was jumpin’ ’round so from one place to another.” 

Squirc Rundlett kept his word, and the legal documents 
were duly signed and executed. Alice told the Squire that 
she was going away for several months, and that she would 
undoubtedly send to him from time to time. 

“My dear Miss Pettengill,” replied the gallant Squire, 
“you shall have ali you ask for if I have to seli my best 
horse and mortgage my house. But I don’t think it will 
be necessary/’ he added. ‘‘Some more dividends and ın- 
terest have come in and I have more than a thousand dol- 
lars to your credit now. ,> 

After the Squire had left, Alice told Quincy that her 
preparations were ali made, and that she \vould be ready 
to go to Boston the next day. The nıid-day train \vas fixed 
upon. After dinner that day, Quiııcy informed Mrs. Haw- 
kins that he wished to pay his bili in full, as he shouldı 
leave for good the next day. i 

Holding the money in her hand, Mrs. Hawkins entered 
the kitchen and addressed Betsy. 

“Just what I expected/> said she; “jest as that Mr. Saw- 
yer got to stavin’ home nights and eating his meals like a 
Christian, he ups an’ gits. I guess it’lî be a dry summer. 
I kinder thought them two bovs över to the grocery would 
come here, but I understand tlıey’re goın’ down to Petten- 
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gill’s, and somebody told me that Strout goes över to East- 
borough Centre every Sunday now. I s’pose he’s tryin’ 
to shine up again to that Bessie Chisholm, that he used to 
be sweet on. When he goes to keepin’ lıouse theredl be 
another boarder göne;” and the poor woman, having bor- 
rovved enough trouble, sat down and \viped a supposed tear 
oııt of eaclı eye with her greasy apron. 

Quincy reached Aunt Ella’s residence with the young 
ladies about noon. Aunt Ella gave the three travellers a 
hearty weîcome, and the young ladies were sho\vn at önce 
to their rooms, vvhich were on the third floor at the front of 
the house. They were connected, so that Rosa could be 
close at hand in case Alice should need assistance. 

While the footman and' Buttons were taking -the trunks 
upstairs, Quincy asked his aunt if he could leave his trunk 
there for a short time. “I do not wish to take it home,” 
he said, “until after I have the ladies settled at Naııtucket. 
The carriage is waiting outside and I am going to get the 
one o’clock train.” 

“I will take good çare of your trunk,^ said Aunt Ella, 
“and you, too, ifyou \vill come and live with me. But 
can’t you stop to lunch with us?” she asked. But Quincy 
declined, and requesting his aunt to say good-by to the 
young ladies for him, he entered the carriage and \vas 
driven off. 

After luncheon, which was served in the dining-room, 
General Chessman and Aides-de-Camp Pettengiîl and Very 
held a counsel of war in the General’s private tent. It \vas 
decided that the mornings should be devoted, for a while, 
at least, to slıopping and visiting modistes and milliııers. 
Miss Very was also to gİve some of her time to visits to the 
libraries and the second-hand bookstores looking for books 
that would be of value to Alice in her work. The afternoons 
\vere to be passed in conversation and in listening to Miss 
Very’s reading from the books that she had purchased or 
laken from the libraries. The evenings were to be fılled up 
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with music, and the first one disclosed the pîeasing fact 
that Miss Very had a rich, full contralto voice that had 
been well cultivated and that she could play Beethoven or 
the songs of the day with equal facility. 

While the feminine trio \vere thus enjoying themselves 
in Boston with an admixture of work and play, Quincy was 
busily engaged at Nantucket in building a nest for them, 
as he called it. 

He had found a large, old-fashioned house on the bluff 
at the north shore, overlooking the harbor, owned by Mrs. 
Gibson. She was a widow with two children, one a boy of 
about nineteen, named Thomas, and the other a girl of 
twelve, named Dorothy, but generally designated as 
Tommy and Dolly. 

Mrs. Gibson consented to let her second floor for a period 
of four months, and to supply them with meals. The price 
was fixed upon, and Quincy knew he had been unusually 
lucky in securing so desirable a location at such a reason- 
able price. 

There were three rooms, one a large front room, with a 
view of the harbor, and back of it two sleeping rooms, look- 
ing out upon a large garden at the rear of the house. 
Ouincy mentally surveyed the large room and marked the 
places with a piece of chalk upon the carpet where the 
piano and the bookcase were to go. Then he decided that 
the room needed a lounge and a desk with ali necessary 
fixtures and stationery for Rosa to work at. There were 
some stiff-backed chairs in the room, but he concluded that 
a low easy-chair, like the one Alice had at horne, and a 
couple of wicker rocking chairs, which would be cool and 
comfortable during the hot summer days, were absolutely 
essential. 

He then returned to Boston, hired an upright piano and 
purchased the other articles, including a comfortable office- 
chair to go wİth the desk. He was so afraid that he would 
forget some article of stationery that he made a list and 
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checked it off. But this dıd not satisfy him. He spent a 
\vhole mornıng in difîerent stationery Stores looking över 
their stocks to make sure that he had omitted nothing. 
The goods were packed and shipped by express to Mrs. 
Thomas Gibson, Nantucket, Mass. Then, and not till then, 
(did Quiııcy seek his aunt’s residence \vith the intelligence 
that the nest was builded and ready for the birds. When 
he informed the ladies that everything was ready for their 
reception at their summer home, Aunt Ella said that their 
departure vvould îıave to be delayed for a fevv days, as the 
delinquent dressmakers had failed to deliver certain arti- 
cles of wearing apparel. This argument was, of course, 
unanswerable, and Quincy devoted the time to visiting the 
wholesale grocers, as he had promised Strout that he would 
do, and to buying and shipping a long list of books that 
Miss Very informed him Miss Pettengill needed for her 
work. He learned that during his absence the proofs of 
The Man Without a Tongue had been brought över by Mr. 
Ernst and read and corrected, Aunt Ella taking Quincy , s 
place as reader. 

At last ali was ready, and on the tenth of May a party of 
three ladies and one gentleman \vas driven to the station in 
time for the one o’clock train. They had luııched early 
and the whole party was healthy, happy, and in the best of 
spirits. Then came the leave-takings. The two young la¬ 
dies and the gentleman sped away upon the train, while the 
middle-aged lady started for home in her carriage, telling 
herself a dozen times on the way that she knew she would 
be lonesomer than ever when she got there. 

The trip by train and boat was uneventful. Alice sat 
quietly and enjoyed the salt sea breeze, while both Quincy 
and Rosa entertained her with descriptions of the bîts of 
land and various kinds of sailing craft that came in sight. 
It was nearly seven o’clock when the steamer rounded 
Brant Point. In a short time it \vas moored to the wharf, 
and the party, with their baggage, were conveyed swiftly 
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to Mrs. Gibson’s, that lady having been notified by Ouincy 
to expect them at any moment. He did not enter the 
house. He told Miss Very to address him çare of his aunt 
if they needed anything, and that Mr. Ernst and himself 
\vould come down when Miss Pettengill had completed two 
or three chapters of her book. Quincy then bade them 
good-by and was driven to a modest hotel close to the 
steamboat wharf. He took the morning boat to Boston, 
and that afternoon informed Aunt Eila of the safe arrival 
of his fair charges. 

“What are you going to do now?” asked Aunt Ella. 

‘Tm going to fmd my father,” repiied Quincy, “and 
tîırough him secure introductions to the other members of 
my family.” 

“GoGd-by/* said Aunt Ella; “if they don’t treat you well 
come and stay with me and we will go to Old Orchard to- 
gether about the first of June. I never skip out the last of 
April, because I ahvays enjoy having a talk with the as- 
sessor when he comes around in May.’* 

When Rosa took her seat at the new desk next morning, 
she exclaimed with delight, “What a nice husband Mr. 
Sawyer would make!” 

“What makes you think sop” inquired Alice gravely. 

“Because he’d be such a good hand to go shopping/* 
Rosa answered. “IVe been ali över this desk twice and I 
don’t believe he has forgotten a single thing that we are 
likely to need.” 

“Good work requires good tools/* remarked Alice. 

“And a good workman,” interposed Rosa. 

“Then we have every adjunct for success/’ said Alice, 
“and we will commence just where we left ofî at Mrs. 
Chessman’s.” 

The work on the book progressed famously. Alice wasi 
in fine mental condıtion and Rosa seemingly took as much 
interest in its progress as did her employer. In three 
vveeks the three opening chapters had been written. “I 
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wonder what Mr. Sawyer and Mr. Ernst \vill thınk of that?” 
said Alice, as Rosa wrote the last line of the tiıird chapter. 

“I am going to write to Mr. Sawyer to-day. We must 
have those book> before \ve can go much farther. Would 
it not be well to teli him that we are ready for our audi- 
ence?” 

Alice assented, and the letter reached Quincy one Fri- 
day evening, it being his last cali on his aunt before her 
departure for Old Orchard. “Give my love to both of 
them,” said Aunt Ella, “and teli Alice I send her a kiss. I 
won’t teli you how to deliver it; you will probably find seme 
way before you come back.” 

Quincy protested that he could not undertake to deliver 
it, but his aunt only laughed, kissed him, bade him good-by, 
and told him to be sure and come down to Maine to see 
her. 

Quincy and Leopold took the Saturday afternooıı boat 
and arrived, as usual, about seven o’clock. They both re- 
paired to the hotel previously patronized by Quincy, hav- 
ing decided to defer their cali upon the young ladies until 
Sunday morning. It was a bright, beautiful day, not a 
cloud was to be seen in the broad, blue expanse above them. 
A cool breeze was blowing > steadily from the southwest, 
and as the young men walked do\vn Centre Street to\vards 
the Cliff, Leopold remarked that he did not wonder that the 
Nantucketers loved their “tight little isle*' and were sorry 
to leave it. “One seems to be nearer Heaven here than he 
does in a crowded city, don’t he, Quincy?” Quincy thought 
to himself that his Heaven was in Nantucket, and that he 
was very near to it, but he did not choose to utter tlıese 
feelings to his friend, so he merely remarked that the sky 
did seem much nearer. 

They soon reached Mrs. Gibson’s and were shown di- 
rectly to the young ladies' parlor and library, for it an- 
swered both purposes. They were attired in two creations 
of Mrs. Chessman’s dressmaker, Aunt Ella having seleeted 
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the materials and designed the costumes, for which art 
she had a great talent Rosa’s dress was of a dark rose tint, 
\vith revers and a V-shaped neck, fîlled in with tulle of a 
dark green lıue. The only other trimming on the dress was 
a green silk cord that bordered the edges of the revers and 
the bottom of the waist. As Quincy looked at her, for she 
sat nearest to the door, she reminded him of a beautiful 
red rose, and the green leaves which enhanced its beauty. 
Then his eyes turned quickly to Alice, who sat in her easy- 
chair, near the window. Her dress was of light blue, with 
square-cut neck, fîlled in with creamy white lace. In her 
hair nestled a flower, light pink in color, and as Quincy 
looked at her he thought of the little blue flower called! 
forget-me-not, and recalled the fact that wandering one 
day in the country, during his last year at coîlege, he had 
come upon a little brook, both sides of which, for hundreds 
of feet, were lined with masses of this modest little flo\ver. 
Ah! but this one forget-me-not was more to him than ali 
the world beside, 

The greetings were soon över, and Quincy was assured 
by both young ladies that they were happy and contented, 
and that every requisite for their comfart had been supplied 
by Mrs. Gibson. 

The reading then began. Rosa possessed a full, flexible, 
dramatic voice, and the strong passages were delivered with 
great fervor, wlıile the sad or sentimental ones were tinged 
with a tone of deep* pathos. 

At the conclusion Alice said, “I wish Miss Very could 
read my book to the publishers.” 

“You forget/* remarked Leopold, with a laugh, "that 
reading it to nıe will probably amount to the same tkin^’* 

A merry party gathered about Mrs. Gibson’s table at 
dinner, after whıch they went for a drive through the 
streets of the quaint old town. Quincy had, as the phre- 
nologists say, a great bump for locality. Besid'es, he had 
studied a map of the town while coming down, and, as he 
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remarked, they couldn’t get lost for any great length of 
time, as Nantucket was an island, and the water supplied 
a natural boundary to prevent their getting too far out of 
their way. 

While Dolly Gibson was helping her mother by wiping 
the dinner dishes, she said, with that air of judicial convic- 
tion that is shown by some children, that she guessed that 
the lady in the red dress was Mr. Leopold’s girl, and that 
the blind lady in the blue dress was Mr. Quincy’s. 

After a light supper they again gathered in the parlor 
and an hour was devoted to music. Leopold neither played 
nor sang, but he \vas an attentive and critical listener. It 
was a beautiful moonlight night, and Leopold asked Rosa 
if she would not like to take a walk up on the Cliff. She 
readily consented, but Alice pleasantly declined Quincy’s 
invitation to accompany them, and for the first time since 
the old days at Mason’s Corner, he and she were alone to- 
gether. 

They talked of Eastborough and Mason's Corner and 
Aunt Ella for a while. Then conversation lagged and they 
sat for a time in a satisfîed, peaceful silence. 

Suddenly Quincy spoke. “I had almost forgotten, Miss 
Pettengill, I bought a new song yesterday morning, and I 
brought it with me. If you have no objeetion I will try 
it över.” 

“I always enjoy your singing,” she replied. 

He ran down stairs and soon returned with the music. 
He seated himself at the piano and played the piece through 
with great expression. 

“It is a beautiful melody,” remarked Alice. “What is 
it?” 

ft It is a German song/’ replied Quincy, “by Reiclıardt. 
It is called ‘Love’s Request/ I will sing it this time.” 

And he did sing it with ali the force and fervor of a 
noble, manly nature, speaking out his love covertly in the 
words of another, but hoping in his heart that the beautiful 
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gîrl who listened to him would forget the author and 
think only of the singer. How many times young lovers 
have tried this artful trick, and in what proportion it has 
been successful only Heaven knows. 

‘The words are very pretty, are they not?” said Alice. 
T was listening so closely to the melody that I did not 
catch them ali/* 

“I will read them to you,” rejoined Quincy, and going 
to the window, where the lıght was stili bright enough, he 
read the words of the song in a low, impassioned voice: 


‘ r Now the day is slowly waning, 

Evening breezes softly, softly moan; 

Wilt thou ne’er lıeed my complaining, 

Canst thou leave me thus alone? 

Stay with me, my darling, stay! 

And, like a dream, thy life shall pass away, 
Like a dream shall pass away. 


“Canst thou thus unmoved behold me, 

Stili untouched by love, by love so deep? 
Nay, thine arms more closely fold me, 

And thine eyes begin to weep! 

Stay with me, my darling, stay! 

And, like a dream, thy life shall pass away, 
Like a dream shall pass away. 


“No regret shall e’er attend thee, 

Ne’er shall sorrow dim thine eyes; 

’Gainst the world’s alarms to ’fend thee, 
Gladly, proudly, would I die! 

Stay with me, my darling, stay! 

And, like a dream, thy life shall pass away, 
Shall pass away.” 
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As Quincy finished reading, Leopold and Rosa came sud* 
denly into the room. 

“We were not eavesdropping,” explained Leopold, "tüt 
just as \vç were going to enter the room we heard your 
voice and knew that you were either reading or speaking a 
piece, so \ve waited until you had finished. v 

"I was only reading the word's of a new song that I 
brought down to Miss Pettengill,” said Quincy; “she liked 
the melody and I thought she \vould appreciate it stili more 
if she knew the words. ,, 

“Exactly/ ? said Leopold; “that’s the reason I dordt !ike 
opera, I mean the singing part. Ali that I can ever make 
out sounds like oh! ah! ow! and when I try to read the 
book in English and listen to the singers at the sarne time I 
am lost in a hopeless maze.” 

The young gentlemen were soon on their way. to their 
hotel, and the next afternoon found them again in Boston 

The month of June \vas a busy, but very enjoyabîe one, 
for both Alice and Rosa. They were up early in the morn- 
ing and \vere at work before breakfast. They ate heartiiy 
and slept soundly. Every pleasant afternoon, when tea was 
över, they went riding e Tommy Gibson held the reins, 
and although Dolly was not yet in her teens, she knew 
every nook and corner, and object of interest on the island, 
and she took a child’s delight in pointing them out, and 
telling the stories that she had heard about them. The 
books that Quincy brought on his last visit were utilized, 
and Miss Very made up another list to be sent to him be¬ 
fore his next visit. 

The proofs of three more stories Mr. Emst sent down 
by mail, and after correction, they \vere returned to him 
in a similar manner. Little Dolly Gibson was impressed 
into service as a reader, for Rosa could not read and cor- 
rect at the same time, and there was no obliging Mr. Sawyer 
near at fiand. As Huldy had said, Alice did miss him. It 
must be said, in ali truthfulness, not so much for himself* 
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but for the Services he had rendered. As yet, Alice’s heart 
was untouched. 

When Dolly Gibson showed her mother the money that 
Miss Very had given her, at Alice’s direction, she was told 
to take it right back at önce, but Dolly protested that she 
had earned it, and when her mother asked her to teli how, 
the child, whose memory was phenomenal, sat down and 
made her rnother’s hair stand almost on end and her blood 
almost run cold with her recitals of the Eight of Spades, 
The Exit of Mrs. Delmonnay, and He Thought He Was 
Dead. 

“They are ımmense,” cried Dolly, “they beat ali the 
fairy stories I ever read!” 

In due time another letter was sent to Mr. Sawyer, in- 
forming hım that more books \vere needed, and that more 
chapters were ready, and on the morning of the last Sun- 
day in June the young ladies were a\vaiting the arrival of 
Air. Sawyer and Mr. Ernst. 

The morning had opened with a heavy shower and the 
sky was stili overcast with angry-looking, threatenİng rain 
clouds. Within the little parlor ali was bright and cheer- 
ful. 

Familiar voices were heard greeting Mrs. Gibson 
and the children, and men’s footsteps soon sounded upon 
the stairs. Leopold entered first, and, advancing to Rosa, 
haııded her a large bouquet of beautiful red roses. 

“Sweets to the sweet, roses to Miss Rosa/’ said he, as he 
bowed and presented tlıem. 

“They are beautiful,^ she exclaimed. 

“Ali roses are considered so/’ he remarked with a smile. 

While this little byplay, was going on, Quincy had ap- 
proaclıed Alice, who, as usual, was sitting by the window, 
and placed in her hand a small bunch of flowers. As he 
did so he said in a îow voice, u They are forget-me-nots. 
Tlıere is a German song about them, of which I remember 
a little,’’ and he hummed a few measures. 
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"Oh! thank you,” cried Alice, as she held the flcnvers 
before her eyes in a vain effort to see them. 'The music 
is pretty. Can’t you remember any of the words?” 

"Only a few,” replied Quincy. Then he repeated in a 
low, but clear voice: 

"There is the s\veet flower 
They cali forget-me-not; 

That flo\ver place on thy breast. 

And think of me. v 

"Say, Quincy, can’t you come över here and recite a lit- 
tle poem about roses to Miss Very, just to help me out?” 
cried Leopold. "Ali I can think of is: 

"The rose is red, 

The violet’s blue—■” 

"Stop where you are,’* said Rosa laughingly, "for that 
will do.” 

Alice dropped the forget-me-nots in her lap. The illu- 
sion was dispelled. 

The newly-completed chapters were next read, and quite 
a spirited discussion took place in regard to the political 
features introduced in one of them. Dinner intervened 
and then the discussion was resumed. 

Alice maintained that to write about Aaron Burr and 
omit politics would be the play of "Hamlet,” with Hamlet 
left out; and her auditors were charmed and yet some- 
what startled at the impassioned and eloquent manner in 
which she defended Burr’s political principles. 

When she finished Leopold said, "Miss Pettengill, if you 
will put in your book the energetic defence that you have 
just made, I will withdraw my objections.” 

"You will find that and more in the next chapter,” Alice 
replied. 
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And the reading was resumed. 

The angry, threatening clouds had massed themselves 
önce more; the thunder roared; the lightning flashed and 
the rain fell İn torrents. 

Leopold walked to the window and looked out. “Walk- 
ing is out of the question,” said he; “will you come for a 
sail?” 

Music filled the evening, and during a lull in the storm 
tlıe young men reached their lodgings. 

Another month had nearly passed. The weather was 
much \varmer, but there was a great incentive to hard work 
—the book \vas nearly finished. Quincy had sent down a 
package of books soon after his return home, and Alice and 
Rosa had worked even harder than in June. 

Another letter went from Miss Very to Mr. Sawyer. It 
contained but a few words: “The book is done. Miss Pet- 
tengill herself wrote the words, 'The end,* on the last 
page, signed her name, and dated it ‘Juiy 30, 186—She 
awaits your verdict.’* 

The first Sunday in August found the young ladies 
again expectant. Önce more they sat on a Sunday morn- 
ing awaiting the advent of their gentlemen friends. The 
day was pleasant, but warm. Soon a voice was heard at 
the front door. Both ladies listened intently; but one per- 
son, evidently, was coming upstairs. Alice tlıought it 
must be Mr. Sawyer, while Rosa said to herself, “I think it 
must be Mr. Ernst.” 

A light knock, the door \vas opened and Quincy entered, 

Rosa looked up inquiringly. 

“Mr. Ernst,” said Quincy, “wished me to present his 
regrets at not being able to accompany me. The fact is he 
will be very busy this coming week. He is goîng to try 
to close up his work, so that he can come down next Sat- 
urday. He intends to take a month’s vacation. I shaîl 
come with him, and we will endeavor to have a fitting cele- 
bration of the compîetion of your book, Miss Pettengilb 
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You young ladies look very cool and comfortable this hol 
day.” 

They were both dressed in white, Alice \vith a sash of 
blue, while Rosa wore one of pink. 

“Then we shall have no reading till next Sunday,’’ re- 
marked Rosa. 

“Yes/* said Quincy, seating hımself in one of the \villow 
rockers; “we have decided upon the follovving programme, 
if it meets with Miss Pettengilhs approvak I anı to listen 
to the remainder of the book to-day. I will hand the com- 
plete manuscript över to him to-morro\v afternoon. He 
vvill then finish the chapters that he has not read and turn 
the work över to his firm, witlı his approval, before he 
comes do\vn for his rest. If the work is accepted, Air. 
Alorton, one of the firm, will write him to that effect.” 

“The plan is certainly satisfactory to me/* said Alice, 
“and Aliss Very and I will be delighted to contribute our 
aıd to the proposed celebration.’’ 

Rosa then resumed her reading. But dinner time came 
before it was completed. At that meal they were ali intro- 
duced to Captain Henry Alarble. 

“Aly only brother,” Alrs. Gibson said, by \vay of introduc" 
tion. “He’s just home from a cruise. His ship is at Ne\v 
Bedford. He is going to take the children out late this 
afternoon for a sail in the harbor. He alvvays does when 
he comes here. Wouldn’t you ladies and Air. Saıvyer like 
to go \vith him?’’ 

Captain Alarble repeated the invitation, adding that he 
\vas an old sailor, that he had a large sailboat, and that they 
were “only going to Wauwinet, not out to sea, you kno\v, 
but only up the inner harbor, which is just like a pond, you 
know.” 

Rosa thought it would be delightful, but such a trip had 
no attractions for Alice, and it \vas finally decided that Rosa 
should go, while Alice and Air. Sawyer \vould remain at 
home. 
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The reading of the remaıning chapters of Blennerhassett 
was completed by three o'clock, and at quarter of four, 
Miss Very, attired in a natty yachting costume, which 
formed part of her summer outfıt, was ready to accompany 
Captain Marble and the children on their trip. 

When they v/ere alone Quincy turned to Alice and said, 
‘T bougîıt another song yesterday morning, which I 
thought you ınight like to hear.” 

“Is it another German song?” asked Alice. 

“No,” replied Quincy, as he took a roll from the piano 
and opened it. “It is a düet; the music is by Bosco, but 
you can teli nothing by that. The composer ? s real name 
may be Jones or Smith.” 

He seated himself at the piano and played it through, as 
he had done with that other song two long months before. 

“I think it more beautiful than the other,” said Alice. 
“Are the words as s\veet as those in that other song?” 

“Then you have not forgotten the other one,” said 
Quiııcy, earnestly. 

“How could I forget it?” answered Alice. “Rosa has 
surıg it to me several times, but it did not sound to me as 
it did \vhen you sang it.” 

“I will sing this one to you,” said he; and Alice came and 
stood by his side at the piano. 

Quincy felt that the time to which he had looked for- 
ward so long had come at last. He could restrain the 
pronıptings of his heart no îonger. He loved this woman, 
and she must know it; even if she rejected that love, he 
must teli her. 

“it is called ‘The Bird of Love/ ” he said. Then he 
played the prelüde to the song. He sang as he had never 
sung before; ali the power and pathos and love that in him 
lay \vere breathed forth in the words and music of that song. 

With his voice lingering upon the last word, he turned 
and looked up at Alice. Upon her face there was a startled f 
almost frightened look. 
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“Shall I read the words to you, Miss Pcttengill?^ 
There was almost a command in the way he said it. His 
love had o’ermastered his politeness. 

Alice said nothing, but bowed her head. 

Then Quincy recitedi the words of the song. He had no 
need to read them, for he knew them by heart. It seemed 
to him that he had written the \vords himself. He did not 
even remember the author’s name, and Alice stood wilh 
bowed head and closed eyes and drank in these words as 
they felî from his lips: 

In tlıis heart of mine the bird of love 
Has built a nest, 

Has built a nest. 

And so she has in mine! 

Response: 

And so she has in mine! 

And she toils both day and nıght, no thought 
Of food or rest 
Of food or rest, 

And sings this song divine. 

Response: 

And sings this song divine. 

Düet: 

Ali the day long, 

Such a sweet song, 

Teaching love true, 

I love! Do you? 

When Quincy came to the last îine, instead of reading it 
he turned to the piano and sang it with even more passion 
in his voice than at first. 

“Will you try it över \vith me?” he said. And without 
waiting for her reply he dashed off the prelüde. 

Their voices rang out together until they reached the 
îine, “And so she has in mine. ,? As Alice sang these words 
she opened her eyes and looked upvvard. A smile of su* 
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preme joy spread över and irradiated her face. Her voice 
faltered; she stopped, then she caught at the piano with her 
right hand. She tottered and would i have fallen i£ Quincy 
had not sprung up and taken her in his arms. 

“Is it true, Alice?” cried he; “is it so? Can you truly 
k say, ‘And so she has in mine?' ” 

' And Alice looked up at him with that glorious smile stili 
upon her face and softly whispered, “ ‘And so she has in 
mine/ Quincy. ,, 

Quincy led her to the lounge by the window, through 
vvhich the cool eveniııg breeze was blowing, and they sat 
down side by side. It has been truly said that the conver- 
sations of lovers are more appreciated by themselves than 
by anybody else, and it is equally true that at the most ten¬ 
der moment, in such conversations, intensely disagreeable 
interruptions are likely to occur. 

Sometimes it is the well-meaning but unthinking father; 
again it is the solicitoııs but inquisitive mother; but more 
often it is the unregenerate and disrespectful young brother 
or sister. In this case İt was Miss Rosa Very, who burst 
into the room, bright and rosy, after her trip upon the 
water. As she entered she cried out, “Oh! you don’t knovv 
what you missed. I had a most d'elightful—” She stopped 
short, the truth flashed upon her that there were otheı* de- 
lightftıl ways of passing the time than in a sailboat. She 
\vas in a dilemma. 

Quincy solved the problem. He simply said, “Good-by, 
îAlice, for one short week. v 

He turned, expecting to see Miss Very, but she had van- 
ished. He clasped Alice in his arms, and kissed her, for 
the first time, then he led her to her easy-chair and left 
her there. 

As he quitted the room and closed the door he met Miss 
Rosa Very in the entrv. 

“I did not know/* said she, “but I am so glad to know it. 
She is the sweetest, purest, loveliest woman I have eveî 
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known, and your love is what she needed to compîete her 
happiness. She will be a saint now. I will take good çare 
of her, Mr. Sawyer, until you come again, for I love her, 

Quincy pressed her hand warmly, and the next moment 
was in the little Street. He \vas a rich man, as the world 
judges riches, but to him his greatest treasure was Alice’s 
first kiss, stili warm upon his lips. 


CHAPTER XXXVI, 


7HEN THEY WERE MARRIED, 


HEN he bade Alice good-by for a week, Quincy was 



V Y keeping a promise he had made to his father. The 
secoııd evening before he had spent with his family at 
Nahant, and while he was smoking an after-dinner cigar 
upon the veranda, the Hon. Nathaniel had joined him. 

“Quincy,” said the latter, ‘T must ask you when you 
intend to resume your professional duties. You are now 
restored to health, and it is my desire that you do so at 
Önce/' 

“While I would not \vilfully show disrespect to your 
\vishes, father/' said Quincy, calmly, “I must say frankly 
that I do not çare to go back to the office. The study of 
law is repugnant to me, and its practice would be a daily 
martyrdom.” 

“What!” cried the Hon. Nathaniel, starting in his chair* 
“Perhaps, sir, you have fixed upon a calling that is more 
elevated and ennobling than the law/' 

“One more congenial, at any rate/’ remarked Quincy. 

"Then you have chosen a profession/’ said his father 
with some eagerness. “May I inquire what it is? ,? 

“It can hardlv be called a profession/' he ansvvered. 
“Eve bought a third interest in a country grocery store. ?J 

If the Hon. Nathaniel started before, this last piece of in- 
formation fairly brought him to his feet. “And may I in- 
quîre, sir/' he thundered, “if this special partnership in a 
country grocery store is the summit of your ambitions? 
I suppose I shall hear next that you are engaged to some 
farmer’s daughter, and propose to marry her, regardless 
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of the wishes of your family, and despite the terrible exam- 
ple supplied by your Uncle JamesA 

“It hasn’t come to that vet,” remarked Quincy, calmly, 
“but it may if I fmd a farmer’s daughter who comes up to 
my ideal of a wife and to whom I can give an honest love.” 

The Hon. Nathaniel sank back in his chair. Quincy 
continued, “I will not try to answer your sarcastic refer- 
ence to the grocery store. It is a good investment and an 
honorable business, fully as honorable as cheating the 
prison or the gallows of wlıat is due them; but the summit 
of my ambition is by no means reached. I am young yet 
and have plenty of time to study the ground before ex- 
panding my career, but I \vill teli you, privately and confî- 
dentially, that my friends have asked me to run for the 
General Court, and I have about decided to stand as a can- 
didate for nomination as representative from our district.” 

“I âm glad to hear you say that, Quincy,” said his father, 
somewhat mollifîed, and he edged his arm-chaır a little 
closer to his son, despite the heavy clouds of smoke emitted 
from Quincy’s cigar. “If you get the regular nomination 
in our district it’s tantamount to an election. I need 
scarcely say that whatever influence I may possess will be 
exerted in your favor.” 

“Thank you,” said Quincy; “I mean to stump the dis¬ 
trict, anyway. If I lose the regular nomination I shall take 
an independent one. I had rather fight my way in than be 
pushed in.” 

His father smiled and patted him on the arm. Then they 
rose from their chairs, Quincy observing that as he was 
going away early in the morning he would immediately 
retire. 

“That reminds me,” said his father. “I have a favor to 
ask of you, Quincy. It is this, Lord Algernon Hastings, 
heir to the earldom of Sussex, and his sıster, Lady Elfrida, 
are now in Boston, and bring letters from the Lord High 
Chancellor, with whom I became acquainted when I was‘ 
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în England, two years ago. I have invited thern to visit us 
here next week, and my wish is that you will spend as 
much of your time at home as possible and assist me in 
entertaining them—I mean the son, of course, particu- 
larly. >, 

Qııincy ? s thoughts flew quickly to Nantucket and back* 
Had he foreseen what was to happen on his coming visit, 
he \vould have hesitated stili longer, but thinking that, 
after alî, next Sunday’s journey might not end any more 
conclusively than the previous one, he presently turned to 
his father and answered: 

“I will do so. I must go to-morrow, but I will retum 
early on Monday, and \vill stay at home the entire week.’’ 

“I thank you very much, Quincy,” said the Hoıı. Nathan- 
iel, and he laid his hand on his son’s shoulder as affection- 
ately as he was capable of doing, when they entered the 
house. 

Lady Elfrida Hastings and her brother, Lord Algernon, 
arrived in due season, and Quincy was there to assist at 
their reception. The former was tali, and dark, and stately; 
her features were cast in a classic mould, but the look in 
her eye was cold and distant, and the face, though having 
ali the requirements of beauty, yet lacked it. To Mrs. 
Sawyer and her daughter, Florence, the Lady Elfrida was 
a revelation, and they yearned to acquire that statuesque 
repose that comes so natural to the daughter of an earl. 
But Mailde told her brother that evening that the Lady 
Elfrida was a “prunes and prisms/’ and was sure to die an 
old maid. 

Lord Algernon was tali and finely built; he had a pro- 
fusion of light brown curly hair, and a pair of large blue 
eyes that so reminded Quincy of Alice that he took to the 
young lord at önce, They rode, played billiards, bowled, 
and smoked together. 

One afternoon \vhile they were enjoying a sail in the bay* 
Quincv inquired of his guest how he liked America, 
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“ ; Pon honor, my dear fellow, I don’t know,” replied 
Lord Algernon. “I came here for a certain purpose, and 
have failed miserably. I am going to sail for home in a 
week, if my sister will go.” 

“Then you didn’t come to enjoy the pleasures of travel?” 
remarked Quincy, interrogatively. 

‘‘No! By Jove, I didn’t. My sister did, and slıe supposes 
I did. I’m going to teli you the truth, Mr. Sawyer. I 
know you \vill respect my coııfidence.” Quincy ııodded. 

“The fact is,” Lord Algernon continued, “I came över 
here to fmd a girl that Tm in love with, but who ran a\vay 
from me as soon as I told her of it.’’ 

“But why?” asked Quincy, not knowing \vhat else to say. 

“That’s the deuce of it,” replied Lord Algernon; “I 
sha’n’t kncw till I find her and ask her. I met her at Nice, 
İn France; she \vas with her mother, a Mdme. Archim- 
bault; the daughter’s name was Celeste—Celeste Archim- 
bault. They said they were not French, tlıey were French 
Canadians; came from America, you know. I \vas travel- 
ing as plain Algernon Hastings, and I don’t think she ever 
suspected I \vas the son of an earl. I proposed one even- 
ing. She said she must speak to her mother, and if I would 
come the next evening about seven o’clock, she would give 
me her answer, and I thought by the look in her eve that 
she herself \vas \villing to say ‘Yes’ then. But when I called 
the next evening they had both göne, no one knew where.’’ 

“You are sure she \vas not an adventuress?” inqııired 
Quincy. “Excuse the question, my lord, but you really 
knew nothing about her?’’ 

“I knew that I loved her,” said Lord Algernon, bluntly, 
“and I vvould give halt of my fortune to find her. I kııow 
she was a true, püre, beautiful girl, and her mother was as 
honest an old lady as you could find in the \vorld.” 

“I wish I could help you,” remarked Ouincy. 

“Thank you/’ said Lord Algernon; “perhaps you may be 
ibîe to some day. Don’t forget her name, Celeste Archim- 
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bault; she is slight in figüre, graceful in her carriage, lady- 
like in her manners. She has dark hair, large, dreamy 
black eyes, with a lıidden sorrow in them; in fact, a very 
haııdsome brunette. Here is my card, Mr. Sawyer. I will 
\vrite my London address on it, and if you ever hear of her, 
cable me at önce and Fil take the next steamer for 
America.” 

Quincy said tlıat he would, and put the card in his card- 
case. 

He excused himself to Lord Algernon and his sister that 
evening; a prior engagement made it necessary for him to 
Jeave for Boston early next morning, and the farewells 
\vere then spoken. Lord Algernon’s last words to Quincy 
\vere whispered in his ear, “Don’t forget her name—Celeste 
Archimbaıılt ! J> 

The next Stınday morning Quincy and Leopold, as they 
approached Mrs. Gibson’s house on the Clifî, found Rosa 
Very stancîing at the little gate. She had on the white 
dress that she had worn the Sunday before, but which Leo¬ 
pold had not seen. Upon her head was a wide-brimmed 
straw hat, decked with ribbons and fknvers, \vhich intensi- 
fied the darkness of her hair and eyes.” 

“Don’t forget her name—Celeste Archimbault,” came 
into Quincy's mind, but he said, “Nonsense/’ to himself, 
and dismissed the thought. 

“Ali ready for a walk on the Clifî?” asked Leopold, as he 
raised his hat and extended his hand to Rosa. She shook 
haııds with him and then with Quincy. She opened the 
little gate, placed her hand on Leopold’s arm and they 
\valked on up the Clifî Road. 

As Qııincy entered the little parlor, Alice sprang toward 
him with a cry of joy. He caught her in his arms, and this 
time one kiss did not suffice, for a dozen were pressed on 
hair and brow and cheek and lips. 

“It is so long since you went away/’ said Alice* 

“Only one short ^ve-ek/’ replied Quincy. 
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“Short! Those six days have seemed longer Ihan ali îhü 
time w e were together at Eastborough. I cannofc let you 
go away from me again,” she cried. 

“Stay \vith Me, My Darling, Stay/’ sang Quiııcy, în a 
low voice, and Alice tried to hide her blushing face upon 
(his shoulder. 

Then they sat down and talked the matter över. “I 
rnust leave you/’ said Quincy, ‘‘and oııly see you occasiom 
ally, and then ustıally in the presence of cthers, unless—” 

“Unless what?’ ? cried Alice, and a şort of frightened look 
came into her face. 

“Unless you marry me at once, ; ' said Quincy. “I don’t 
meaıı this miııute; :av Wedneöday of this Corning week. I 
have a license with me I got in Boston yesterday morning. 
We’ll be married quictly in this little room, in which you 
fırst told me that you loved me. We could be married in a 
big church in Boston, \vith bridesmaids, and groomsmen, 
and music on a big organ. We cculd make as big a day 
of it as they did down to Easlborongh/’ 

“Oh, noP said Alice; “I could n t go tlırough that. i 
cannot see well enough, and I miglıt make some terrible 
blunder. I might trip an 1 fail, and then I should be so 
nervous and ashamed.” 

“I will not ask you to go through such an ordeal, my 
dearest. I know that we could have ali these grand things, 
and for that reason, if for no better one, I’m perfectly wi!l- 
ing to go without them. No, Alice, we will be married here 
in this room. We will deck it with flovvers/’ continued 
Quincy. “Leopold will go to Boston to-morrow and get 
them. Rosamond’s Bovver was not sweeter nor more lovely 
than we will make this little room. I will get an old clergy* 
man; I don’t like young ones; Leopold shalî be my best 
man and Rosa shall be your bridesmaid. Mrs. Gibson and 
her brother, who I see is stili here, shall be our witnesses i 
and we will have Tommy and Dolly for ushers. ,> 

Both îaughed aîoud in their childfsh glee at the piçtir 
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that Quincy had painted. “I could ask îor nothing berter,” 
said Alice; “the ceremony will be modest, artistic, and 
idvllic.” 

“And economical, too,” Quincy added with a laugh. 

And so it came to pass! They were married, and the 
transformation in the little room, that Quincy and Alice 
had seen in their mind’s eve, was realized to the Îetter, 
Flovvers, best man, bridesmaid, witnesses, ushers, and the 
aged cîergyman, with vvhitened locks, who called them his 
children, and blessed them and wished them long life and 
happiness, hoped that they would meet and know each 
other some day in the infinite—ali were there. 

This was on Wednesday. On Thursday came a îetter 
from Aunt Ella. It contained the most kindly congratula- 
tions, and a neat little wedding present of a check tor fifty 
thousand dollars. She wrote further that she was lonesome 
and wanted somebody to read to her, and talk to her, and 
sing to her. If the book was done, would not Miss Very 
come to spend the remainder of the season with her, and if 
Mr. Ernst was there could he not spare time to escort Miss 
Very. 

That same evening Leopold received a Îetter from Mr, 
Morton. It simply read, “Blennerhassett accepted; will 
be put in type at önce and issued by the fîrst of November, 
perhaps sooner. ,J 

The next morning Leopold and Rosa started for Old 
Orchard. and the lovers were left alone to pass their honey- 
moon, with the blue sea about them, the blue sky above 
them, and a îove within their hearts which grew stronger 
day by day. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 


unda’s birthright 

F OR Quincy and Alice, day after day, and week after 
ıveek, found them in a State of complete happiness. 
The little island floating in the azure sea was their world, 
and for the time, no thought of any other intruded upon 
their delightful Eden. It seemed to Quincv ali a blissful 
dream of love, and everything he looked upon was vvreathed 
in flowers and golden sunshine. 

But lotus land is not so far distant from the abodes of 
mortal man but that his emissaries may reach it. The first 
jarring note in the s\veet harmony of their married life 
came in the form of a letter from Dr. Culver, \vho wrote to 
remind Quincy that it would soon be time to start in 
ploughing the political field. Quincy’s reply was brief and 
to the point, 

S4 My Dear Culver: —I will see you m Boston on the tentlı 
of September. Q. A, S.” 

When Aunt Ella learned that her nephew was going to 
town, she made hurried preparations for her departure from 
Old Orchard, and wrote to him insisting that he and Alice 
should come and stay witli her. This invitation they gladlv 
accepted, Ouıncy arranging in his mind to explain matters 
to his family by saying that, as he had now entered politics 
and would necessarily have a great many callers to enter- 
tain, he thought it best to make his headquarteı*s with Aunt. 
Ella until the campaign was över. 

Accordingly, the ninth of September saw them located 
Mt Vemon Street On the very day of their arrival* 
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proof of the remaining stories and a large instalmcnt of 
Blennerhassett reached them, with a note from Ernst? 

“Please rush. Press is waiting ” 

Miss Very’s assistance was now absolutely necessar>\ 
but when Quincy asked Leopold for her address> he wa* 
surprised at the reply he received. 

“I haven’t seen her/* said Leopold, “since we came back 
from Old Orchard together. In fact, since that time, our 
relations, for some reason or other, have undergone a great 
change. However, I think I can help you out. I don’t 
believe in keepiııg a good friend like you, Ouincy, in sus- 
pense, so I wiil teli you the truth. I am married. My 
wife is fully as competent to assist Mrs. Sawyer as Miss 
Very would have been. She is in the library now at wo>rk. 
I will go and ask her.” 

He eııtered the room, closing the door behind lıim, 
Quincy threw himself rather discontentedly into a chain, 
He fancied he heard laughing in the next room, but he 
knew Alice would be disappointed, and he himself felt in 
no mood for laughter. 

Leopold opened the library door. “Quincy, ive indııced 
her to undertake the task,” he said. “Do spare a moment 
from your work, Mrs. Emst; I wish to introduce to you 
Mr. Quincy Adams Sawyer, the husband of the author of 
that coming literary sensation, Blennerhassett. Mr. Sav/- 
yer,” he continued, “allovv me to present you to my \vife, 
Mrs. Rosa Ernst.’’ And as he said this, Leopold and Rosa 
stood side by side in the doonvay. 

“When did you do it?” finally ejacuîated Quincy, rushing 
forward and grasping eacn by the hand. “Leopold, I owe 
you one.” And then they ali laughed together. 

By some means, Dr. Cuîver said by the liberal use 
of money, Barker Dalton secured the regular nomina- 
tion from Quincy*s party. The latter kept his word 
and entered the field as an independent candidate. A 
hot contest follovved. The papers were full of the 
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speeches of the opposîng candıdates, and mcidents ccrv 
nected with their lives. But in none relating to Quincy 
was a \vord said about his marriage, and the facl 
v/as evidently unknovvn, except to a limited few* Wheıit 
the polis closed on election day and the vote was 
declared, it was found that Sawyer had a plurality of two 
hundred and twenty-eight and a clear majority of twenty« 
two över both Dalton and Burke, the opposiug candidates, 
Then the papers were fıül of compliments for Mr. Savvyer, 
vvho had so successfully fought corruption and bribery in 
his own party, and won such a glorious victory. 

But Quincy never knew that the Hon. Nathanieî Adams 
Sawyer had used ali his influence to secure his son’s elec 
tion, and for every dollar expended by Dalton, the Hon 
Nathanieî had covered it with a two or five if necessary. 

The publication of Blennerhassett had been heralded by 
advance notices that appeared in the press during the month 
of October. 

These notices had been adroitly \vritten. Politîcal prejm 
dices, one notice said, would no doubt be aroused by state- 
ments made in the book, and one newspaper \vent so far 
as to publish a double-leaded editorial protesting against 
the revival of party aııimosities buried mor e than two gen- 
erations ago. The leaven worked, and vvhen the book was 
placed in the Stores on the eleventh of November, the de- 
mand for it was unparalleled. Orders came for it from alî 
parts of the country, particularly from the State of New 
York, and the resources of the great publishing house of 
Hinckley, Morton, & Co, were taxed to the utmost to nwet 
the demand. 

While Quincy was fighting Dalton in the politîcal field, 
another campaign was being planned in the clever diplo- 
matic brain of Aunt Ella. It related to the introduction of 
Alice, the “farmer’s daughter, ,, to the proud patrician fam- 
ily of Sawyer, as Guincy's wife—no easy matter to accom 
plislı satisfactorily, as ali agreed» 
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The înîtıal step was taken a couple of weeks after 
Thaııksgiving, when a daintily-engraved card was issued 
from M t. Vernorı Street, which read 1 : 

“Your compaııy is respectfully requested on the evening 
oî the tenth of December at a reception to be given to 
Bruce Douglas, the author of Blennerhassett.” 

One evening, Quincy ran up the steps of the M t. Vernon 
Street house. He opened the door and started to run up 
the stairs to his wife , s room, as was his custom, when he 
came into collision vvith a young lady, who, upon closer in- 
spection, he found to be his sister Maude. 

“Come in here,’* she said. She grasped him by the arm, 
and, dragging him into the parlor, she closed the door be* 
hind him. 

“Oh, Mr. Man!” she cried, “Pve found you out, but 
horses sha’n’t drag it out of me. No, Quincy, you’re 
a!ways right, and I won’t peach. But J twas mean not to teli 
me.” 

Quincy looked at her in voiceless astonishment. “What 
do you mean, Maude, and where did you gather up ali that 
slang?” 

“I might ask you,” said Maude, “where you found your 
wife. _Pve been talking to her upstairs. She must have 
thought that papa and mamma knew ali about it, for she 
told me who she was, just as easy. Who is she, Quincy?” 

He drew his sister down beside him on a sofa. “She was 
Miss Mary Alice Pettengill. She is now known to a lim- 
ited few, of whioh you, sister Maude, are one, as Mrs. 
Mary Alice Sawyer; but she is known to a wide circle of 
readers as Bruce Douglas, the author of many popular 
stories, as also of that celebrated book entitled Blenner* 
hassett.” 

“Is that so?” cried Maude; “\vhy, papa is wild över that 
book. He’s been reading it aloud to us evenings, and he 
said last night that that young man—you hear, Quincy?—* 
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îhat young man, had brought the truth to the suriace at 
test.” 

“N]ow, Maude,” saıd Quincy, “you go right home and 
tceep your mouth shut a little while longer, and when you 
a re sixteen”—“the ninth of next January,” broke in 
Maude—‘Tll give you a handsome gold watch > with my 
picture in it.” 

“I don’t have to be paid to keep your secrets, Quincy,* 
replied Maude archly, as Quincy kissed her. 

“I kno\v it, deaıV* said Quincy; ‘Tll give you the vvatch, 
not as pay, but *o show my gratitude.’* 

Quincy took an early opportunity to explain to his wife 
his remissness in not iııforming his parents of his mar- 
riage, and disclosed to her Aunt Ella’s plan. 

On the tenth, Mrs. Chessman’s spacious parlor was 
thronged from nine till eleven o'clock with bright and 
shining lights, representing the musical, artistic, literary, 
and social culture of Boston. Among the guests were the 
Hon. Nathaniel Adams Savvyer, his vvife, and his dauglı 
ters, Florence and Maude. The surprise of the visitors at 
the discovery that Bruce Douglas was a young woman was 
followed by one of great pleasure at finding her beautiful 
and affable. 

The reception and entertainment were acknowledged on 
ali sides to have been most successful, and a thoroughîv 
pleased and satisfied company had spoken their farevreiis 
to author and hostess by quarter-past eleven. So, when 
Quîncy came up Walnut Street and glanced across at his 
aunt’s house, a little before twelve, he found the windows 
dark and the occupants, presumably, in their beds. 

As part of her plan, Quincy had been advised by Aunt 
Ella to stay away from the reception, to spend the night 
at his father’s house, and to be sure and take breakfast 
vvith tlıem, so as to hear what was said about the previous 
evening. 
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As soon as the morning meal was över, Quincy ran 
qııickly upstairs, seized his hand-bag, which he always kept 
packed, ready for an emergency, and in a very short space 
oi time, reached Mt. Vernon Street. He found his wife 
and aunt in the den. The latter was reading a manuscript 
to Alice. 

As soon as the greetings were över, and a little time 
given to discussing the reception, Quincy asked: “Who is 
this Mr. Femborough that Maude told me about this 
morning?” 

“He is an English gentleman,” explained Alice, “who 
has come to this country to see if he can find any trace oi 
an only daughter, who ran away from home with an Amer¬ 
ican more than thirty years ago, and who, he thinks, came 
to this country with her husband. His wife is dead, he is 
alone in the world, and he is ready to forgive her and çare 
for her, if slıe needs it.” 

“He hasn’t hurried hımself about it, has he?” said 
Ouincy; “but why did he come to you?” 

“That’s the strange part of it,” Alice replied. “He said he 
thoughtlessly picked up a magazine at a hotel where he 
was staying, and his eye fell upon my story, How He Lost 
Both Name and Fortune. He read it, and sought me out, 
to ask if it were fiction, or whether it was founded on some 
true incident. He was quite disappointed when I told him 
it was entirely a work of the ımagination.” 

“Did he say what hotel ?” asked Quincy. 

n No,” replied Alice; “but why are you so interested in a 
total stranger?” 

Then Quincy told the story of the broken envelope— 
the little piece of cloth—and the name, Linda Femborough. 

U I must find him at önce,” said he, “for I have an im- 
pression that his daughter must have been Lindy Putnam’s 
real mother. You gave me my reward, Alice, before my 
quest was successful, but I gave my word to find her for 
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you, and I shall not consider myself fully worthy of ym 
till that word is kept.” 

“But what did your fatheı and mothcr say?” broke in 
Aunt Ella. 

“My father took me to task,” began Quincy, “for not 
bcing present at the reception, but I told him I had to see 
Culver on some political business. Then he remarked that 
I missed a very pleasant evening. He complimented Aunt 
Ella, here, for her skill as an entertainer, and expressed 
his surprise that Bruce Douglas, instead of being a young 
man, \vas a young and very beautiful woman. Yes, Aunt 
Ella, he actually called my wife here a very beautiful young 
woman.” 

“That is a Capital beginning!” crîed Aunt Ella. “Go on, 
Quincy.” 

“In order to continue the conversation, I ventured the 
remark that Bruce Douglas came from an ordinary country 
family and one not very well off; for vvhich aspersion, I 
humbly ask your pardon, Mrs. Savvyer. Father replied 
that he thought that I must have been misinformed; that 
Bruce Douglas was worth fifty thousand dollars in her own 
right, and he added that she would become a very wealthy 
woman if she kept up her literary activity.” 

“What did sister Saralı say?” asked Aunt Ella. 

“Well,” said Quincy, “I resolved to do something des* 
perate, so I asked: ‘Doesn’t she look countrified?’ again 
asking your pardon, Mrs. Sawyer.” 

“No,” said mother, “she has the repose of a Lady Clara 
*Vere de Vere, and is as correct in her speech as was the 
Lady Elfrida Hastings ” 

“It will come out ali right,” cried Aunt Ella; and Quincy, 
kissing his aunt and wife, and promising to write or tele- 
graph every day, caught up his hand-bag and started forth 
in search of the Hon. Stuart Fernborough, M. P. 

When Quincy left his aunt’s house he had not the slight* 
r est idea which way would be the best to tum his footstep^ 
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He commenced his search, however, at the Revere House* 
then he tried the American House, but at neither place vvas 
Mr. Fernborough a guest. 

At the Quincy House the derk was busy vvith a num« 
ber of new arrivals. He had just opened a nevv hotel regis* 
ter, and the old one lay upon the counter. Quincy took it 
up, and turning över the leaves, glanced up and down its 
pages. Suddenly he started back; then, holding the book 
closer to his eyes he read it again. There it was, under the 
date of September ıo, “Mdme. Rose Archimbault and 
daughter.” The residence given in the proper column vvas 
“Nevv York.” Quincy kept the book öpen at the place 
where he found thıs entry until the derk was at leisure. 
He remembered Mdme. Archimbault and daughter in a 
general \vay. He was sure that they arrived from Europe 
the day that they came to the hotel, and he was equally 
sure that they \vent to Nevv York when they left. What 
made lıim positive was that he remembered asking the 
young lady when she vvrote Nevv York in the register if she 
had not just returned from Europe. She said yes, but that 
her home residence was in Nevv York. 

Quincy thanked the clerk, and started forth again in 
searcîı of the elusive Mr. Fernborough. A visit to Young’s, 
Parker’s, and the Tremont furnislıed no clue, and Quincy 
vvas vvondering vvhether his search, after ali, vvas destined to 
be fruitless, vvhen he thought of a small hotel in Central 
Court, vvhich led from Washington Street, a little south of 
Sıımmcr Street. 

It vvas noted for its English roast beef, Yorkshire mut- 
ton chops, and musty ale, and might be just the şort of 
place that an English gentleman vvould put up at, provided 
he had been înformed of its vvhereabouts. 

On his vvav Quincy dropped into the Marlborough, but 
Mr. Fernborough had not been there, and Quîncy imagined 
that the little hotel in Central Court vvas his last hope. 

His persıstence vvas revvarded, Mr. Fernborough 
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not only a guest, but he was in his room. Quincy sent up 
his card, and in a very short time was shown into the pres¬ 
ence of a courtly gentleman, between sixty and seventy 
years of age. His face was smooth shaven, and had z fırın 
but not hard expression. His eyes, lıovvever, showed that 
he was weighed down by some sorrow, which the unyield- 
ing expression of his face indicated that he would bear in 
silence rather than seek sympathy from others. 

Quincy ? s story was soon told. The old gentleman lis- 
tened with breathless interest, and when at the close Quincy 
said, “What do you think?” Mr. Fernborough cried, “It 
must be she, my daughter’s child. Tlıere are no other 
Fernboroughs in England, and Linda has been a family 
name for generations. Heaven bless you, young man, for 
your kindly interest, and take me to my grandchild at önce, 
She is the only tie that binds me to earth. Ali the others 
are dead and göne.’’ 

The old gentleman broke down completely, and for sev* 
eral minutes was unable to speak. 

Quincy vvaited until his emotioıı had somewhat subsided. 
Then he said, “I am at your service, sir; we will do our 
best to find her. I have a feeling that she is in New York, 
but not a single fact to prove it. We can take the one 
o’clock train, ii you desire.^ 

The old gentleman began at önce to prepare for the joun 
ney. Quıncy told him he would meet lıim at the hotel 
office, and from there he sent a note to Aunt Ella inform- 
ing her of his intended departure. 

Arriving in Ne\v York they were driven at önce to the 
Fifth Avenue Hotel. Quincy prevailed upon Sir Stuart 
to retire at önce, telling hini that he would prepare an ad- 
vertisement and have it in the next morning’s issue of the 
“New York Herald.” 

Quincy wrote out two advertisements and sent them by 
special messenger to the newspaper office. The first one 
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read: “Linda: important paper not destroyed, as suspected. 
Communicate at oııce witb Eastborough, ‘Herald’ office.” 

The second was worded as follows: “Celeste A--t; 

an American friend has a message for you from me, Send 
your address at önce to Eastborough, ‘HerakT office. 
Algernon H.” 

Tlıen began the days of weary waiting; the careful ex- 
amination of the “Herald” each morning, to be sure that the 
advertisements were in, for both had been paid for a week 
in advance. The request for mail made every morning at 
the “Herald’' office received a stereotyped “no*’ for answer; 
tlıen he vowed that he would advertise no more, but would 
enlist other aids in the search. 

On the morning of the eightlı day Quincy stood upon 
the steps of the Fifth Avenue Hotel. He was undecided 
\vhich way to go. It is in such cases of absolute uncer* 
tainty that unseen powers should give tlıeir aid, if they 
ever do, for tlıen it is most needed. He did not hear any 
angels’ voices, but he crossed över Broadway and started 
up to\vn on the right-hand side of that great thoroughfare. 
As he walked on he glanced at the shop windows, for they 
were resplendent with holiday gifts, for Christmas was only 
one short week away. 

Just beyond the corııer of Broadway and Twenty-ninth 
Street his attentioıı was attracted by a wax figüre in a mil- 
liııer’s window. The face and golden hair reminded hım 
of his \vife, and he thought how pretty Alice would look 
in the hat that was upon the head of the figüre. His first 
inclination was to go in and buy it, then he thought that it 
\vould make an unlıandy package to carry with him, and 
besides his taste might not be appreciated. 

“Thinking, however, that he might return and purchase 
it, he glanced up at the sign. One look and he gave a sud- 
den start backward, coming violently in contact with a 
gentlemaıı who was passing. Quincy , s apology was ac- 
cepted and the gentleman passed on, giving his right 
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shoulder an occasional pressure to make sure that it \va3 
not dislocated. Then Quincy took another look at the 
sign to make sure that he had not been mistaken. On it he 
read, in large golden letters, “Mdme. Archimbault.” 

It was but the work of an instant for Quincy to enter the 
store and approach the only attendant, who was behind the 
counter nearest the door. 

“Could I see Mdme. Archimbault?” he inquired in the 
politest possible manner. 

“Ze madame eez seeck zis morning, monsieur, nıais ze 
Mademoiselle Celeste eez in ze boudoir.” 

As she saıd this she pointed to a partition with windows 
of ground glass, which extended across the fartlıer end of 
the store, evidently forming a private department for try- 
ing on hats and bonne's. Quincy said nothing, but tak- 
ing out his cardcase passed one to the attendant. 

The girl \valked tovvards the boudoir, opened the door 
and entered. Quincy followed her, and was but a few feet 
from the door \vhen it was closed. He heard a woman , s 
voice say, “What is it, Hortense?” And the girPs reply 
was distinctly audibîe. This is what she said, “A veezitor, 
mademoiselle.” 

An instant’s silence, follovved by a smothered cry of as- 
tonishment, evidently from mademoiselle. Then eusued 
a short conversation, carried on in whispers. Then Kor¬ 
tense emerged from the boudoir, and facing Quincy said, 
“Ze mademoiselle weel not zee you. She has no desire to 
^continue ze acquaintance. ,> 

I As she said this she stepped behind the counter, evi¬ 
dently thinking that Quincy would accept the rebuff and 
depart. Instead of doıng this he took a step fonvard, 
'vvhich brought him between Hortense and the door of the 
boudoir. Turning to the girl he said in a low tone, “There 
must be some mistake. I have never met Mademoiselle 
ArcTıimbault. I will go in and explain the purpose of my 
visit. ,, And before Hortense could prevent him, Quincy 
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had eııtered the boudoir and closed the door behind him, 

In the centre of the room stood a beautifully carved and 
inlaid table. Before it sat an elegantly-dressed woman, 
vvhose hair, artistically arranged, \vas of the darkest shade 
of brovvn—almost black. Her arms were crossed upon the 
table, her face was buried in tlıem, and from her came a 
succession of convulsive sobs, that indicated she was in 
great physical or mental distress. 

Quincy felt that she knew he \vas tlıere, but he did not 
speak. 

Finally she said, and there was a tone of deep suffering 
îıı her voice: “Oh! Algernon, why have you followed me? 
I can never, never marry you. If it had been possible I 
\vould have met you that evening, as I promised.” 

The thought flashed across Qumcy’s mind, “This is the 
girl that ran away from Lord Hastings. But why did she 
cali rııe Algernon?” Then he spoke for the first time. 
“Mademoiselle, there h» some misunderstanding; my name 
is not Algernon. I am not Lord Hastings.’* 

As he spoke he looked at the woman seated at the table. 
She looked up; there was an instantaneous, mutual recog* 
nition. In her astonishment she cried out, “Mr. Sawyer!” 

As these words fell from her lips, Quıncy said to himself, 
“Thaıık God! she’s found at last.” But the only words 
that he spoke aloud were, “Lindy Putnam!’* 

“Why do I find you here/’ asked Quincy, “and under 
tlıis name? Why have you not answered my advertise- 
ments in the ‘Herald?’** And he sank into a chair on the 
other side of the little table. 

The revulsion of feeling was so great at his double dis- 
covery that he came nearer being unmanned than ever be* 
fore in his life. 

“How did you come by this card!” asked Mademoiselle 
Archimbault in a broken voice. “When you have ex- 
plained, I will answer your questions.” 

Quincy took the card from her hand and glanced at it* 
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“What a big blunder I made and yet what a fortunate one / 5 
cried he, for he now sa w that he had sent in Lord Hast 
irıgs’s card bearing the London address. “Lord Hastings 
himself gave it to me, ,? he continued. “He was a guest at 
my father’s cottage at Nahant last summer. He came to 
America and spent three months vainly searching for you. 
He loves you devotedly, and made me promise that if I 
ever found you I would cable at önce to the address on 
that card, and he said he would come to America on the 
next steamer. Of course when I made that promise I did 
not know that Lindy Putnam and Celeste Archimbault 
were one and the same person.” 

“But knowing it as you now do, Mr. Sawyer, you will 
not send him any word. Give mc your solemn promise 
you will not. I cannot marry him. You know I cannot. 
There is no Lindy Putnam, and Celeste Archimbault has 
no right to the name she bears.” 

“Did you come to New York when you left Eastborough, 
as you promised you would?” inquired Quincy. 

“No, I did not, Mr. Sawyer,” said she. “Forgive me, 
but I could not. I was distracted, almost heartbroken 
when I reached Boston the day she died. She had robbed 
me of ali hope of ever finding my relatives, and but for 
my hatred of her I believe I would have had brain fever. 
One thing I could not do, I would not do. I would not 
remain in America. I was rich, I would travel and try to 
drown my sorrow and my hatred. I did not go to a lıotel, 
for I did not wish any one to find me. What good could 
it do? I looked in the ‘Transcript’ and found a boarding 
place. There I met Mdme. Archimbault, a widow, a 
French-Canadian lady, who had' come to Boston in search 
of a nıece who had left her home in Canada some five years 
before. Mdme. Archimbault had spent ali the money she 
had in her unavailing search for her relative, and she told 
me, with tears in her eyes and expressive French gestures, 
that she would have to seli her jewelry to pay her board, 
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as she had no \vay of making a living in a foreign land. 
Then I told her part of my story. She was sure her niece 
was dead, and so I asked her to be my mother, to let me 
take her name and be known as her daughter. I told her 
I was rich and that I would çare for her as long as our com- 
pact was kept and the real truth not known. My visit to 
Nice and my meeting with Algernoıı Hastings, he has no 
doubt told you. I did not know he was a lord, but I sus- 
pected it. So much the more reason why he should not 
marry a nameless waif, a poor girl with no father or mother 
and ali hope lost of ever finding them. I came back to 
America with Mdme. Archimbault, covering my tracks by 
cross journeys and waits which he could not anticipate. 
We landed in Boston.” 

“I found your names in the Quincy House register/’ re- 
marked Quincy. 

"I don’t think I could escape from you as easily as I did 
from him,” she said, the first faint sign of a smile showing 
itself upon her face. “I went to my bankers in Boston 
and told them that I had been adopted by a wealthy French 
lady named Archimbault. I informed them that we were 
going to return to France at önce. They made up my ac- 
count, and I found I was \vorth nearly one hundred and 
forty thousand dollars. I took my fortune in New York 
drafts, explaining that madame \vished to visit relatives in 
Nevv York, and that we should sail for France from that 
port. I did this so my bankers could not disclose my 
vvhereabouts to any one. We came here, but I could not 
remain idle. I always had a natural taste for millinery 
work, so I proposed to madame that we should öpen a 
store under her name. We did this late in September, 
and have had great success since our opening day. Now 
you know ali about me, Mr. Sawyer. Give me your prom- 
ise that you will not teli Lord Hastings where I am/’ 

“Then,” said Quincy, “you do not knovv why I am here.” 
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? ‘To keep your word to Lord Hastings, I presume, 
What other reason could you have?’’ 

“Then you have not read the Personal Column in the 
‘New York Herald?’ ” Quincy inquired. 

“No/’ said she. “Why should I?” 

Quincy took a copy of the paper from his pocket, laid it 
upon the table and pointed with his finger to the word 
“Linda.” She read the advertisement, then looked up + o 
him with distended eyes, full of questioning. 

“What does the paper say? It could not have disclosed 
much or you vvould not have waited so long to teli me.” 

Then Quincy related the story of the sealed package, 
how it had been given to Alice Pettengill long before Mrs. 
Putnam died; how Miss Pettengill had sworn to destroy it, 
but would not when she learned that it might possibly con- 
tain information relating to her parents. He told her that 
Miss Pettengill would not allow any one to read it but her* 
self; and how he had promised to search for her until he 
found her. Then he related the incident at the lawyer’s 
Office and the piece of cloth bearing the name, “Linda Fern- 
borough/’ “which,” said Quincy, “I think must have been 
your mother’s maiden name.” He did not teli her of the 
old gentleman only five blocks away, ready and willing to 
claim her as his granddaughter without further proof than 
that little piece of cloth. 

Quincy looked' at his watch. “I have just time,” said 
he, “to get the one o’clock train for Boston. I \vill obtain 
the papers to-morrow morııing, and be in New York again 
to-morrow night. The next morning early I will be at 
your residence with the papers, and let us hope that they 
will contain such information as will disclose your parent- 
age and give you a name that you can rightfully bear.” 

She wrote her home address on a card and passed it to 
him. 

He gave her hand a quick, firm pressure and left the 
store, not even glancing at Hortense, who gazed at him 
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with \vonderment. He hailed a hack and was driven to 
the hotel. He found Sir Stuart and told him that he had 
found his supposed granddaughter, but that he must wait 
until he returned' from Boston with the papers, that his 
vvife’s feelings must be respected, and that the document 
could only be opened and read by the person who had been 
known to her as Lindy Putnam. 

Quincy reached Mt. Vernon Street about eight o’clock 
that evening. His wife and aunt listened eagerly to the 
graphic recital of his search. He pictured the somewhat 
sensational episode in the boudoir in the mo9t expressive 
language, and Alice remarked that Quincy was fast gather- 
ing the materials for a most exciting romance; while Aunt 
Ella declared that the disclosure of the dual personality of 
Linda and Celeste would form a most striking theatrical 
tableau. 

Aunt Ella informed him that she had been requested by 
Mr. and Mrs. Nathaniel Adams Sawyer to extend an invi- 
tation to Miss Bruce Douglas to dine with them on any 
day that might be convenient for her. “I was included in 
the invitation, of course,” Aunt Ella added. “What day 
had we better fix, Quincy?” she iııquired. 

“Make it Christmas,” rcplied Qtıincy. “Teli them Miss 
Bruce Douglas has invitations for every other day but 
that for a month to come. What a precious gift I slıall 
present to my father,” said he, caressing his wife, \vho laid 
her fair head upon his slıoulder. 

“Do you think he will be pleased?’* asked Alice. 

“I don’t know which will please him most,” replied 
Ouincy, ££ the fact that such a talented addition has been 
made to the family, or the knovvledge, which will surely 
surprise him, that his son \vas smart enough to win such a 
prize.^ 

The next mornlng Quincy arose early and \vas at Curtis 
Carter ? s office as soon as it was opened. Alice had signed 
an order for the delivery of the package to him and he pre- 
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seııted it to Mr. Carter’s clerk, to whom he was well kno\vn. 
The ponderous doors of the big safe were throvvn öpen and 
the precious document was produced. When the clerk 
passed the package to him and took Alice's order therefor, 
Quincy noticed tlıat a five-dollar bili was pinned to the en- 
velope; a card was also attached to the bili, upon which was 
\vritten: “Tlıis money belongs to Mr. Quincy Sawyer; lıe 
dropped it the îast time he \vas in the officed’ 

Quincy would not trust the package to his hand-bag, but 
placed it in an inside pocket of his coat, vvhich he tightlv 
buttoned. After leaving the laıvyer’s office he dropped 
into Grodjinski’s, and purchased a box of fine cigars. He 
lıad the clerk tack one of his cards on the top of the box. 
On this he wrote: 

“My DearCurtis: —Keep the ashes for me; they make 
good tooth powder. QuINCY. ,, 

The box was then done up and addressed to Curtis Car- 
ter, Esq., the clerk promising to have it delivered at önce. 

Quincy had found a letter at his aunt's from Mr. Strout, 
asking him to buy a line of fancy groceries and confec- 
tionery for Christmas trade, and it was noon before he had 
attended to the matter to his complete satisfaction. A 
hasty îunch and he was önce more on his \vay to Ne w York, 
and during the trip his hand souglıt the inside pocket of his 
coat a score of times, tlıat he might feel assured that tlıe 
precious document was stili tlıere. 

I Arriving, Quincy proceeded at önce to the Fifth Aveııue 
Hotel. Sir Stuart was eagerîy aıvaiting his arrival, and 
his first question was, “Have you the papers?” 

Quincy took the package from his pocket and placed it 
on the table before him, remarking as he did so, “it must 
not be opened until to-morrow morning, and then by the 
young lady herself.” 

The old man pushed the package away from hini and 
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turned a stern face toward Quincy. “I yield obedicnce, ,, 
said he, “to your wife’s command, but if one man or two 
stood now between me and my darling’s child, I would 
have their lives, if they tried to keep her from my arms for 
one instant even.” 

After a little reflection he apologized for his vehement 
language, and soııght his room to think, and hope, and wait 
—but not to sleep. 

The next morning, a little before nine o’clock, a carriage 
containing two gentlemen stopped before a modest brick 
dvvelliııg in West Forty-first Street. A servant admitted 
them and showed tlıem into the little parlor. The room 
was empty. Quincy pointed to a sofa at the farther end of 
the room, and Sir Stuart took a seat thereon. Quincy 
stepped into the entry and greeted Celeste, who was just 
descending the stairs. 

“Sir Stuart Fernborough is in your parlor,” said he; “he 
may be, and I hope to Heaven he is, your grandfather, but 
you nıust control your feeliııgs until you know the truth. 
Come and sit by me, near the window, and read what is 
written in tlıis package, so loud that he can hear every 
word.” As he said tlıis he placed the package, which might 
or might not prove her honorable heritage, in her hands. 

They entered the room and took seats near the windo\v. 
Celeste opened the package with trembling fingers. As 
she did so tlıat little telltale piece of cloth, bearing the 
name “Liııda Fernborough,” önce rnore fell upon the floor. 
Ouincy picked it up, and lıeld it during the reading of the 
letter, for a letter it proved to be. 

It had no envelope, but was folded in the oîu-fashioned 
way, so as to leave a blank space on the back of the last 
sheet for the address. The address was, “Mr. Silas Put- 
nam, Hanover, Ne\v Hampshire.” 

Celeste began to read in a clear voice: 

Silas.” 

“Is there no date?” asked Quincy. 


“Dear bruthet 
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“Oh, yes,” replied Celeste, “March 18, 183— 

? Thirty years ago,” said Quincy. 

Celeste read on: 

“DearBrotherSilas:—hYou will, no doubt, be surprî^d 
to find I am in this town when I usually go to Gloucester 
or Boston, but the truth is I had a strange adventure dur- 
îng my last fishing trip on the Polly Sanders, and I thought 
I would come into port as close to you as I could. About 
ten days ago I had a good catch on the Banks and sailed 
for home, bound for Boston. A heavy fog came up. and 
we lay to for more than twenty-four hours. During the 
night, heard cries, and my mate, Jim Brown, stuck to it 
that some ship must have run ashore; and he was right, 
for when the fog lifted we saw the masts of a three-master 
sticking out of water, close on shore, and about a mile 
from where we lay. We up sail and ran down as close as 
we dared to see if there \vas anybody lıving on the wreck. 
We couldıı’t see anybody, but I sent out Jim Brown with 
a boat to make a thorough search. In about an hour he 
came back, bringing a haif-drowned woman and just the 
nicest, chubbiest, little black-eyed girl baby that you ever 
saw in your life. Jim said the woman was lashed to a spar, 
and when he first saw her, there was a man in the water 
swimming and trying to push the spar towards the lan d, 
but before he reached him the man sunk and he didn’t get 
another sight of him.” 

“Oh, my poor father!” cried Celeste. The letter dropped 
from her hands and the tears rushed into her eyes. 

“Shall I finish reading it?” asked Quincy, picking up the 
letter. 

Celeste nodded, and he read on: 

“I gave the woman some brandy and she came to long 
snough to teli me who she was. She said her name \vas 


LINDA’S BIETHRIGHT. 


45S 


Linda Chester or Chessman, I couldn’t teli just which. Her 
husband’s name was Charles, and he was an artist He 
had a brother in Boston named Robert, and they were on 
tlıeir way to that city. The wrecked slıip was the Cana- 
dian Belle, bound from Liverpool to Boston. I didn’t teli 
her her husband was drowned. I gave her some more 
brandy and she came to again and said her husband left a 
lot of pictures in London with Roper & Son, on Ludgate 
Hill. I asked her where she came from and she said from 
Heathfield, in Sussex. She said no more and we couldn’t 
bring her to again. She died in about an hour and we bur- 
ied her at sea. I noticed that her nightdress had a name 
stamped on it different from what she gave me, and so I 
ctıt it out and send it in this letter. Now, Pve heard you 
and Heppy say that if you could find a nice little girl baby 
that you would adopt her and bring her up. I sold out my 
cargo at Portland, and so Pve pııt in here, and Fil stay 
till you and Heppy have time to drive down here and make 
up your minds whether you’ll take this handsome little baby 
off my hands. Come right along, quick, for I must be ofî 
to the Banks again soon. From your brother, 

Obed Putnam, 

Captain of the Polly Sanders. 
“Portsmouth Harbor, N. H. 

“P. S. The baby was a year old the eighth of last Jan- 
uary. Its name is Linda Fernborough Chessman.” 

The tears had welled up again in the young girPs eyes, 
\vhen Quincy read of the death of her mother and her 
buriaî at sea. His own hand trembled perceptibly when 
he realized that the young woman before him, though not 
his cousİn, was yet connected by indisputable ties of rela- 
tionship to his own aunt, Mrs. Ella Chessman. Following 
his usual habit of reticence he kept silence, thinking that it 
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vvould be inappropriate to detract in any \vay from the 
lıappy reunion of grarıdfather and granddaughter. 

Sir Stuart had scarcely moved during the readiııg of the 
letter. He had sat with his riglıt hand covering his eyes, 
but yet evidently listening attentively to each word as it 
fell from the reader's lips. As Quincy folded up the letter 
and passed it back to Linda, Sir Stuart arose and came for- 
ward to the front part of the room. Quiııcy took Linda’s 
hand and led her tovvards Mr. Fernborough. Then he 
said, “Sir Stuart, I think this letter proves conclusively that 
this young lady’s real name is Linda Fernborough Chess- 
man. I knew persoııally Mr. Silas Putnam, mentioned in 
the letter, and scores of others can bear testimony that she 
has lived nearly ali her life with this Silas Putnam, and has 
been known to ali as his adopted daughter. Tlıere is no 
doubt but that the Linda Fernborough who was buried at 
sea was her mothtr. If you are satisfied that Mrs. Charles 
Chessman was your daughter, it follo\vs that this young 
lady must be your granddaughter.” 

“There is no doubt of it in my mind,” said Sir Stuart, 
taking both of Lind&’s hands in his. “I live at Fernbor¬ 
ough Hail, which is located in Heathfield, in the county of 
Sussex. But, my dear, I did not know until to-day tlıat my 
poor daughter had a child, and it will take me just a little 
time to get accustomed to the fact. Old men’s brains do 
not act as quickly as my young friend’s here.’* As he said 
this he looked towards Quincy. “But I am sure that we 
jboth of us owe to him a debt of gratitude that it will be 
difficult for us ever to repay.’’ 

The old gentleman drew Linda towards him and folded 
her tenderly in his arms. “Come, rest here, my dear one/’ 
said he; “your doubts and hopes, your troubles and trials, 
and your wanderings are över.” He kissed her on the fore- 
head, and Linda put her arms about his neck and laid her 
head upon his breast. 

“You are the only one united to me by near ties of blood 
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în the world,” Sir Stııart continuerî, and he laid hîs hand 
on Linda’s lıead and turned her face tovvards him. “You 
have your mother’s eyes,” he said. “We wilİ go back to 
England, and Fernborough Hail will have a mistress önce 
more. You are English born, and have a right to sit in that 
seat which might have been your mother’s but for the 
pride and prejudice wlıich thirty years ago ruled both your 
grandmother and myself. ,, 

Leaving them to talk över future plans, Quincy went 
back to the hotel and wrote two letters. The first \vas 
addressed to Lord Algernon Hastings in London. The 
other was a brief note to Aunt Ella, informing her that a 
party of four wouîd start for Boston on the morning train 
and that she might expect them about four o’clock in the 
afternoon. 

It lacked but five minutes of that hour when a carriage, 
containing the party from New York, stopped before the 
Mt. Vernon Street house. It suited Quincy’s purpose that 
his companions should first meet his wife, aîthough the 
fact that she was his wife was as yet unknown to them. 

The meeting between Alice and» Linda was friendly, but 
not effusive. They had been ordinary aequaintances in 
the old days at Eastborough, but no\v a mutual satisfaction 
and pleasure drew them more closely together. 

“I have come/’ said Linda, “to thank you, Miss Petten- 
gill, for your kindness and justice to me. Few* women 
\vould have disregard'ed the solemn oath that Mrs. Putnam 
'forced you to take, but by doing so you have given me a 
lawful name and a life of happiness for the future. May 
every blessing that Heaven can send to you be yours. ,> 

“Ali the credit should not be given to me/’ replied Alice. 
“The morning after Mrs. Putnam’s death I was undecided 
in my mind which course to follow, whether to destroy the 
paper or to keep it. It was a few words from my Uncle 
Isaac that enabled me to decide the matter. He told me 
that a promise made to the dead should not be carried out 
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if it interfered with the just rights of the living. So I 
decided to keep the paper, but how? It was tlıen that Mr. 
Savvyer came to the rescue and pointed out to me the line 
of action, which I am truly happy to learn has ended so 
pleasantly.” 

“Grandpa and I have both thanked Mr. Sawyer so much 
said Linda, “that he \vill not listen to us any more, but I 
will write to Uncle Ike, for I used to cali him by that name, 
and show him that I am not ungrateful. I have lost ali my 
politeness, I am so happy/’ continued Linda; “I believe 
you have met grandpa/’ 

Sir Stuart came forvvard, and, in courtly but concise lan- 
guage, expressed his sincere appreciation of the kind ser¬ 
vice that Miss Pettengill had rendered his granddaııghter. 

Then Linda introduced Mdme. Archimbault as one \vlıo 
had been a true friend and almost a mother to her in the 
hours of her deepest sorrow and distress. 

“Now, my friends,” said Quincy, “I have a little surprise 
for you myself. I believe it my duty to State the situatioıı 
frankly to you. My father is a very wealthy man—a mil- 
lionaire. He is proud of his wealth and stili more proud of 
the honored names of Quincy and Adams, which he con- 
ferred upon me. Like ali such fathers and mothers, my 
parents have undoubtedly had bright d’reams as to the fu- 
ture of their only son. One of their dreams has, no doubt, 
been my marriage to some young lady of honored name 
and great wealth. In such a matter, however, my own mind 
must decide. I have acted without their knovvledge, as I 
resoîved to deprive them of the pleasure of my wife’s ac- 
quaintance until Christmas day/’ 

Stepping up to Alice, Quincy took her hand and led her 
forward, facing their guests. “I take great pleasure, my 
friends, in introducing to you my wife, Mrs. Quincy Adams 
Savvyer/’ 

There came an exclamation of pleased surprise from 
Linda, followed by congratulations from ali, and while 
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these were beitıg extended, Aunt Ella entered the room. 
She advanced to meet Sir Stuart, who had been present at 
Alice’s reception. Quincy introduced Mdme. Archimbault, 
and then Aunt Ella turned toward's Linda. “This is the 
youııg lady, I believe,” said she, “who has just found a 
long-lost relative, or rather, has been found by him. You 
must be very happy, my dear, and it makes me very happy 
to kııow that my nephew and niece, who are so dear to me, 
have been instrumental in bringing this pleasure to you. 
But have you been able to iearn your mother’s name? 
Quincy did not mention that in his Ietter.” 

“Yes,” said Quincy, stepping forvvard, “the Ietter con- 
tained that information, but I thought I would rather teli 
you about it than write it. My dear aunt, allow me to in- 
troduce to you Miss Linda Fernborough Chessman.” 

“What!” cried Aunt Ella, starting back in astonishment. 

“Listen to me, Aunt Ella; 5 * and taking her hand in his 
he drew her tovvards him. “Your husband had a brother, 
Charles Chessman; he was an artist and lived in England; 
vhile there he married; he wrote your husband some thirty 
vcars ago that he was going to return to America, but 
Uııcle Robert, you told me, never heard from him again 
after receiving the Ietter.” 

“Yes, yes!” assented Aunt Ella; “I have the Ietter. But 
what is the mystery, Quincy? You know I can bear any- 
tlıing but suspense.” 

“There is no mystery, auntie, now; it is ali cleared up. 
Uncle Robert's brother Charles married Linda Fernbor¬ 
ough, Sir Stuart’s dauglıter. The vessel in which father, 
mother, and child sailed for America was wrecked. Father 
and mother were lost, but the child was rescued. This is 
the child. Aunt Ella, Linda Chessman is your niece, but 
unfortunately I am unable to cali her ocusin.^ 

Aunt Ella emıbraced Linda and talked to her as a mother 
might talk to her daughter. Her delight at finding this 
relative of the husband whom she had loved so well and 
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nıourııed so sincerely, showed itself in face, and voicc, and 
action. Her hospitality knew no bounds. Linda must 
stay with her a month at least, so must Sir Stuart and 
Mdme. Archimbault. It was tlıe holiday season, and they 
must ali feast and be merry över this happy, unexpected 
return. 

It was a joyous party that gathered in the dining-room at 
Amit Ella's house that evening. She said that such an occa- 
sion could not be fitly celebrated with plain cold water, so a 
♦bottle of choiee old port was served to Sir Stuart, and 
toasts to Mrs. Sawyer andMiss Chessman were drunk from 
glasses filled with foaming champagne. 

Then ali adjourned to Aunt Ella's room and Uncle 
Robert’s prime cigars were offered to Sir Stuart and 
Quincy. But Aunt Ella had too much to say to think of 
her cigarette. For an hour conversation was general; 
everybody took part in it. The events of the past year, 
which were of so great interest to ali present, were göne 
över, and when conversation lagged it was because every¬ 
body knevv everything that everybody eise knew. 

Quincy spent that niglıt at his father’s house. The next 
morning his mother told him that the author had selected 
Christmas day on ırlıich to be received by them at dinner, 
and that she was making unusual preparations for that 
eveııt. 

“I wish I coüld invite a few friends to meet her that 
day,” said Qj*incy. 

<4 You may invite as many as you choose, Quincy, if you 
uiîl promise to be here yourself. You lıave been away 
from home so much the past year I lıardly anticipate the 
pleasure of yotır company on that day. ,J 

“Have no fear, meşher,Quincy said. ‘T \vish very 
much to meet the author that father and you are so greatly 
pleased with. Of course Aunt Ella is coming?” 

r< Certainly,” answered his mother. ‘T understand that 
the author has been stopping with her since the reception. ,, 
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“I shall invıte five friends,” said Quincy, "and you may 
depend upon me.” 

To his mother’s surprise he gave her a slight embrace, a 
light kiss upon her cheek, and was göne. 

The sun showed its cheerful face on Christmas morning. 
The snow that fell a fortnight previous had been washed 
away by continued heavy rains. A cold wind, bıting, but 
healthful, quickened the pulse and brought roses to the 
clıeeks of holiday pedestrians. 

The programme for the meals on Christmas day had 
been arranged by Mrs. Sawyer as follows: Breakfast at 
nine, dinner at one, and 1 a light supper at six. It had al- 
ways been the rule in the Sawyer family to exchange Christ¬ 
mas gifts at the breakfast hour. Quincy was present, and 
his fatlıer, mother, and sisters thanked him for the valuable 
presents that bore his card. Father, mother, and sisters, 
on their part, had not forgotten Quincy, and the reunited 
family had the most enjoyable time that they had experi- 
enced for a year. 

As Quincy rose to leave the table, he said to his mother, 
“I have another gift for father and you, but it has not yet 
arrived. I am going to see about it this morning.” 

“You will be sure to come to dinner, Quincy,” fell from 
his mother’s lips. 

“I promise you, mother,” he replied. “I would not miss 
ît for anything.” 

A little after noontime, the Chessman carriage arrived 
at the Beacon Street mansion of the Hon. Nathaniel 
Adams Sawyer, and a moment later Mrs. Ella Chessman 
and the young author, Bruce Douglas, were ushered into 
the spacious and elegant parlor. They were received by 
Mr. and Mrs. Sawyer and their daughter Florence. 

Twenty minutes later a carriage arrived before the same 
mansion. Its occupants were Sir Stuart Fernborough, his 
granddaughter, and Mdme. Archimbault. A few minutes 
later Mr. and Mrs. Leopold Ernst appeared, having \valked 
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the short distance from their rooms on Chestnufc Street. 
The new arrivals were presented to Mr. and Mrs. Sawyer 
by Mrs. Chessman, and a pleasant ante-prandial conversa- 
tion was soon under way. 

From behind the curtains of a second-story window of 
the mansion, a young miss had watched the arrival and de- 
parture of the carriages. As the second one drove away 
she exclaimed, “Oh! what a lark! Those last folks came in 
Aunt Ella’s carriage, too. I bet Quincy and auntie have 
put up some şort of a game on pa and ma. I won’t go 
down stairs till Quincy comes, for I want to give my ne\v 
sister a hug and a squeeze and a kiss, and I shaVt dare to 
do it till Quincy has introduced her to pa and ma.” 

At that moment the young man, faultlessly attired, came 
down stairs from the third story, and Maude sprang out 
from her doorway on the second floor and said in a vvhis- 
per, “How long have you been home, Quincy?” 

“I came in about half-past deven,” he replied. 

“Oh, you rogue,” cried Maude. “I have been \vatching 
out the window for an hour. I see it ali now, you doıı’t 
mean to give pa and ma a chance to say boo until after 
dinner. Let me go down first, Quincy.” 

Maude went down stairs and was duly presented to the 
assemblcd guests as the youngest scion of the house of 
Sawyer. 

At exactly five minutes of one Quincy entered the parlor 
through the rear door. Aunt Ella and Alice were seated 
side by side between the two front windows. As Quincy 
advanced he exchanged the compliments of the season with 
the guests. Finally the Hon. Nathaniel and his son Quincy 
stood facing Aunt Ella and Alice. 

“Quincy,” said his father, in slow, measured tones, “it 
gives me great pleasure to present you to the celebrated 
young author, Bruce Douglas.’* 

Quincy bent low, and Alice inclined her head in acknovvl- 
edgment. He reached forvvard, clasped her hand in his and 
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took hîs place by her side. “Father, mother, and sisters,” 
he cried, and there was a proud to-ne in his clear, ringing 
voice, “there is stili another presentation to be made—that 
Christmas gift of which I spoke this morning at breakfast. 
You see I hold this lady by the hand, which proves that 
we are friends and not strangers. To her friends in the 
town of Eastborough, where she was born, the daughter of 
an honest farmer, who made a frugal living and no more, 
she w as known by the name of Mary Alice Pettengill. To 
the story and book-reading public of the United States, she 
is known as Bruce Douglas, but to me she is known by the 
sacred name of wife. I present to you as a Christmas gift, 
a daughter and a sister.” 

There \vas a moment of suspense, and ali eyes were fixed 
upon the parents so dramatically apprised of their son’& 
marriage. The Hon. Nathaniel cleared his throat, and ad~ 
vancing slowly, took Alice’s hand in his and said, “It give* 
me great pleasure to welcome as a daughter one so highly 
favored by nature with intellectual powers and such marked 
endowments for a famous literary career. I am confidem 
that the reputation of our family will gain rather than los£. 
by such an alliance.” 

“He thinks her books are going to sell, ,> rcmarked Led* 
pold to his wife. 

Mrs. Nathaniel Adams Sawyer took Alice’s hand in hers 
and kissed her upon the cheek. “You will always be wel- 
come, my daughter, at our home. I know we shall lea*n 
to love you in time.” 

It was Florence’s turn now. Like her mother, she took 
her new sister’s hand and gave her a society kiss on the 
cheek. Then she spoke: “As mother said, I know I shall 
learn to love you, sister, in time.” 

A slight form dashed through the front parlor door, and 
throwing her arms about Alice’s neclc, gave her a hearty 
kiss upon the lips. “My sweet sister, Alice, I love you no\v, 
and I always shall love you, and I think my brother Quincy 
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is just the luckiest man in the world to get such a nice 
wife. ,> 

Then abashed at her own vehemance, she got behind 
Aunt Ella, who said to herself, “Maude has got some 
heart.” 

Dinner was announced. The Hon. Nathaniel Adams 
Sawyer offered his arm to Mrs. Quincy Adams Sawyer, 
and they led the holiday procession. Sir Stuart Fernbor- 
ough, M. P., escorted Mrs. Sarah Quincy Sawyer; next 
came Mr. Leopold Ernst and Miss Linda Fernborough 
Chessman, followed by Mr. Quincy Adams Sawyer and 
Mrs. Leopold Ernst; behind them walked, arm in arm, Mrs. 
Ella Quincy Chessman and Mdme. Rose Archimbault; 
while bringing up the rear came the Misses Florence Es- 
telle and Maude Gertrude Sawyer. Maude had politely 
offered her arm to Florence, but the latter had firmly de- 
clined to accept it. In this order they entered the gor- 
geous dining-room and took their places at a tabîe bearing 
evidences of the greatest wealth, if not the greatest refine- 
ment, to partake of their Christmas dinner. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. 


FERNBOROUGH. 

F IVE years passed away, years of not unmixed happi* 
ness for any of tlıose with wlıom this story has made 
us acquainted. Quincy and Alice had undergone a severe 
trial in the loss of two of tlıe three little ones that had been 
born to them; the remaining child was a fair little boy, 
anotlıer Quincy, and upon lıim the bereaved parents lav- 
ished ali the wealth of their tenderness and affection. 

In his political life, however, Qııincy had found only 
smooth and pleasant sailing, and thanks to his bright and 
energetic ııature, and not a little, perhaps, to his fatheFs 
name and infiuence, he had risen rapidly from place to place 
and honor to lıonor. One of his earliest political moves 
had been the introduction of a bili into the House for the 
separation of Mason’s Corner and Eastbrough into indi- 
vidual communities. 

Soon after the incorporation of the former town under 
its new name of Fernborough, Abbot Smith, at Quincy's 
suggestion, had started the Fernborough Improvement 
Âssociation, and now after these few years, the result of its 
îabors was plaiııly and agreeably apparent. The ruins of 
Uncle Ike’s chicken coop had been removed, and grass 
covered its former site. Shade trees had been planted along 
ali the prıncipal streets, for the new town had streets in- 
stead of roads. The three-mile road to Eastborough Cen- 
tre had been christened Mason Street, and the square be- 
fore Strout & Maxweirs store had been named Mason 
Square. Mrs. Hawkins , s boarding house had become a 
lıotel, ancî was known as the Hawkins House. The square 
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before the church was called Howe’s Square, in honor of 
the aged minister. The old Montrose road was now dig- 
nified by the appellation of Montrose Avenue. The upper 
road to Eastborough Centre that led by the old Putnam 
house \vas named Pettengill Street, aîthough Ezekiel pro- 
tested that it was a “mighty poor name for a Street, even 
if it did ans\ver ali right for a man. ,> The great square 
facing Montrose Avenue, upon \vhich the To\vn Hail and 
the Chessman Free Public Library had been built, \vas 
called Putnam Square. On three sides of it, \vide streets 
had been laid out, on vvhich many pretty houses had been 
erected. These three streets had been named Ouincy 
Street, Adams Street, and Sawyer Street. 

It was the morning of the fifteenth of Juııe, a gala d ay in 
the history of the town. The fifth anniversary of the laying 
of the corner stone of the To\vn Hail and the library was 
to be commemorated by a grand baııquet given in the To\vn 
Hail, and was to -be graced by many distinguislıed guests, 
among them the Hon. Quincy Adams Sawyer and \vife, 
and Mrs. Ella Ohessman. After the banquet, wlıich w as to 
take place in the evening, there was to be an open-air con- 
cert given, followed by a grand display of fire\vorks. Dur- 
iııg the feast, the eitizens \vere to be admitted to the gal- 
leries, so that they could see the guests and listen to the 
speeches. 

About ten o’clock the visiting partv started off to vie\v 
the sights of the to\vn. Under the leadership of the to\vn 
officers they turned tlıeir steps first towards the new lî- 
brary. On entering this handsome building, they observed 
hung över the baleony, facing them, a large oil painting of 
a beautiful dark-haired, dark-eyed woman, dressed in satin 
and velvet and ermine, and having a coronet upon her 
head. Underneath \vas a tablet bearing an inseription. 

“An admirable portrait,” said Quincv to his wife. “Can 
vou read the tablet, dear? I fear I shall really have to see 
Dr. Tillotson about my eyes.” 
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Alice smiled at the allusion, ancî directing her gaze upon 
ît, read without the slightest hesitation: “Linda Putnam, 
önce a resident of this town, novv Countess of Sussex, and 
donor of this library building, which is named in honor of 
her father, Charles Chessman, only brother of Robeıt 
Chessman.” 

î)uring the evening festivities the Town Hail \vas bril- 
liantly lighted, and every seat in the galleries and coigns of 
vantage were cccupied. The guests at the banquet num- 
bered fully sixty. A Boston caterer, with a corps of trained 
vvaiters, had charge of the dinner. During its progress the 
Cottonton Brass Band performed at intervals. They were 
stationed in Putnam Square, and the musıc was not an 
oppressive and disturbing element, as it often is at close 
range on such occasions. 

When cofîee was served, Toastmaster Obadiah Strout, 
Esq., arose, and the eyes of banqueters and sightseers were 
turned toward him. 

“This is a glorious day in the history of our town/’ the 
toastmaster began. “The pleasant duty has fallen to me of 
proposiııg the toasts to which we shall drink, and of intro- 
ducing our honored guests one by one. I know that words 
of advice and encouragement will come from them. But 
before I perform the duties that have been allotted to me, 
it is my privilege to make a short address. Instead of do- 
ing so, I shall teli you a little story, and it will be a differ- 
ent kind of a story from what I have been in the habit of 
tellin^ 

This remark caused an audible titter to arise from somc 
of the auditors in the galleries, and Abner Stiles, who \vas 
sitting behind Mrs. Hawkins, leaned över and said to her, 
“I guess he’s goin’ to teli a true story/’ 

The toastmaster continued: “More than six years ago a 
young man from the city arrived in this town. It w a s 
giveıı out that he came down here for his health, but he 
vvasn’t so sick but that he could begin to take an active part 
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in town affairs as soon as he got here. They say confession 
is good for the soul, and Fm goin' to confess that I didn’t 
take to this young man. I thoııght he was a city swell, 
who had come down here to show off, and in company 
with several friends, who looked at his visit down here 
about the same as I did, we did ali we could for a couple of 
months to try and drive him out of town. Now I anı 
cornin’ to the poînt that I want to make. If we had let him 
alone the chances are that he wouldn , t have stayed here 
more than a month any way. Now, s'posen he had göne 
home at the end of the month; in that case he never would ! 
have met the lady who sits by his side to-night, and \vho by 
her marriage has added new lustre to her native town. If 
he had not remained, she never \vould have written those 
stories which are known the \vorld över, and I teli you, fel- 
low-citizens, that in writing Blennerhassett, An American 
Countess, The Majesty of the Law, and The Street Boy, she 
has done more to make this town famous than ali the men 
who were ever born in it.” 

The speaker paused and drank a glass of \vater, while 
cheers and applause came from ali parts of the gallery. 
Abner Stiles apparently forgot his surroundings, and, 
thinking probably that it was a political rally, called out, 
"Three cheers for Alice Pettengill”! which \vere given \vith 
a will, much to his delight, and the surprise of the ban- 
queters. 

The toastmaster resumed: “If he had göne away dis- 
gusted with the town and its people, he never would have 
found out who Linda Putnam really was, and she, conse- 
quently, would never have been what she is to-day, a peer- 
ess of England and the great benefactress of this town, a 
lady who will always have our deepest affection and most 
sincere gratitude.” 

Âgain the orator paused, and the audience arose to its 
feet. Applause, cheers, and the waving of handkerchiefs 
attested that the speaker’s words had voiced the popular 
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feeling. Önce more Abner Stiles's voice rose above the 
din, and three cheers for “Lindy Putnam, Countess of Sus- 
sex, ,> vvere given with such a will that the band outside 
oaught the enthusiasm and played “God Save the Queen, ,f 
vvlıich most of the audience supposed was “Amcaca.” 

“In conclusion,” said the orator, “I have one more point 
to make, and that is a purely personal one. Some writer 
has said the end justifies the means, and another vvriter puts 
it thıs way, ‘Do evil that good may corne.’ In these two 
sayin’s lies ali the justification for many sayin’s and doin’s 
that can be found; and if I were â conceited man or one iıı- 
cîined to pralse my own actioııs, I should say that the good 
fortune of many of our distinguished guests this evening, 
and the handsome financial backin’ that this town has re- 
ceived, are due principally to my personal exertions.” 

Here the speaker paused again and wiped his forehead, 
ıvhich was bedewed with perspiration. 

“Good Lord!” said Mrs. Hawkins to Olive Green, who 
sat next to her, “to hear that man talk anybuddy would 
think that nobuddy else in the town ever did an^dhing/' 

“To conclude/' said the speaker, “I don’t wish, feller- 
citizens, to have you understand that I am defendin ; my 
actions. They were mean in spirit and mean in the way in 
which they \vere done, but the one against whom they were 
dırected returned good for evil, and heaped coals of fire on 
$ny head. At a time when events made me think he was 
$ny greatest enemy, he became my greatest friend. It is to 
his assistance, advice, and influeııce that I owe the present 
honorable posıtion that I hold in this town, and here to- 
night, in his presence, and in the presence of you ali, I 
have made this confession to show that I am truly repentant 
for the past. At the same time, I cannot help rejoicing in 
the good fortune that those misdeeds were the means of se* 
for us ali.” 

As the speaker sat down, overcome \vith emotion, he was 
greeted with applause, which was redoubîed when Mr. Saw- 
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yer arose in his seat. But when Quincy leaned forvvard and 
extended his hand to Strout, \vhich the latter took, the ex- 
citement rose to fever heat, and cheers for Quincy Adams 
Sawyer and Obadiah Strout resounded throughout the hail 
and fell upon the evening air. This time the band played 
“The Star Spangled Bannen’’ 

Again the toastmaster arose and said, “Ladies and gen* 
tlemen, the first toast that I am going to propose to-night is 
a double one, because, for obvious reasons, it must include 
not only the State, but its chief representative, who is with 
us here to*night. Ladies and gentlemen, let us drink to the 
Old Bay State, and may each loyal heart say within itself, 
‘God save the Commomvealth of Massachusetts!’ ” The 
guests touched their lıps to their glasses. “And now/' 
continued the toastmaster, “to his Excellency Quincy 
Adams Sawyer, Governor of the Commonwealth, whom 
I have the honor of introducing to you/ > 

The Governor arose amid wild applause and loud accla* 
mations, while the band played “Hail to the ChiefP* 
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A FEW OF 


GROSSET & DUNLAP’S 
Great Books at Little Prices 


NEW, CLEVER, ENTERTAINING. 


GRET: The Story of a Pagan. By Beatrice Mantle. Illnstrated 
by C. M. Relyea. 

The wilö free life of an Oregon lumber canip fumishes the setting for this 
Strong orıginal story. Gret is the daughter of tbe camp and is utterly con- 
tent with the vrild life—until love comes. A fine book, unmarred by con- 
vention. 

OLD CIIESTER TALES. By Margaret Deland. Ulustrated 
by Howard Pyle. 

A vivid yet delicate portrayal of characters in an old New England town. 
Dr. Lavendar's fine, kindly wisdom is brought to bear upon the lives of 
ali, permeating the vvhole volüme like the pungent odor of pine, healthful 
and life giving. “ Old Chester Tales ” will surely be among the books that 
abide. 

THE MEMOIRS OP' A BABY. By Josephine Daskam. Illus- 
trated by F. Y. Coıy. 

The dawning intelligence of the baby was grappled *with by its greataunt, 
v an elderly maıden, whose book knowledge ofnabies was something at which 
even the ınfant himself winked. A delicious bit of humor. 

REBECCA MARY. By Annie Hamilton Donnell. Illnstrated 
by EKzabeth Shippen Green. 

The heart tragedies of this little girl vvith no one near to share them. art 
told with a delicate art, a keen appreciation of the needs of the childisb 
heart and a humorous knowledge of the yvorkings of the childish mind. 
THE FLY ON THE WIIEEL. By Katherine Cedi Thurstcn. 
Frontispiece by Harrison Fisher. 

An Irish story of real power, perfect in development and shov/ing a trüt 
conception of tfıe spirited Hibernian clıaracter as displayed in tlıe tragic aî 
well as the tender phases of life. 

THE MAN FROM BRODNEY’S. By George BarrMcCutcheon. 
Ulustrated by Harrison Fisher. 

An island in the South Sea is the setting for this entertaining tale, and 
an all-conquering hero and a beautiful princess figüre in a most complicated 
plot. One of Mr. McCutcheon’s best books. 

TOLD BY UNCLE REMUS. By Joel Chandler Harris. Ulus* 
trated by A. B. Frost, J. M. Conde and Frank Verbeck. 

• Again Uncle Remus en ters the fields of childhood, and leads anotheı 
little boy to that non-locatab!e laııd called Brer Rabbit’s Laughing 
Place,” and again the quaint animals spring into active life and play their 
parts, for the edification of a small but appreciative audience. 

THE CLIMBER. By E. F. Benson. With frontispiece. 

An unsparing analysis of an ambitious woman’s soul—a woman who 
believed that in social supremacy she would find happiness, and who finds 
instead the utter despair of one who has chosen the things that pass away. 
LYNCH’S DAUGHTER. By Leonard Merrick. Ulustrated by 
Geo. Brehm. 

A story of to-day, telling how a rich gir 1 acquıres ideals of beautiful and 
simple living, and of men and love, mnte apart from the teachings of her 
father, “ Old Man Lynch ’^ofAVall St. True to life, clever in treatment. 
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GROSSET & DUNLAP’S 

DRAMATIZED NOVELS 

A Few that are Making Theatrical History 


.VIARY JANE’S PA. By Norman Way. Illustrated with scenes 
from tiıe play. 

Delightful, irresponsible “ Mary Tane’s Pa ,J awakes one raorning to find 
himseil famous, and, genius being ifi adapted to doraestic ioys, ]ıe vvanders 
from home to work out his o\vn unique destiny. One of the most humorou 
bits of recent fiction. 

CHERUB DEVİNE. By Sewell Ford. 

“ Cherub,” a good hearted but not över refined young man 'İs brought in 
touclı with the aristocracy. Of sprightly wit, he ıs sometimes a merciless 
analyst, but he proves in the end that manhood counts for more than and- 
ent lineage by wkıning the love cf the fairest girl in the flock. 

‘VOMAN’S \VAY. By Charles Somerville. Illustrated tvitb 
&cenes from the play. 

A story in which a \voman’s wıt and self-sacrificing love save her husband 
?7om the toils of an adventuress, and change an apparently tragic situatioö 
into one of delidous comedy. 

THE CLIMAX. By George C. Jenks. 

With ambition luring her on, a young choir soprano leaves the little villaga 
where she was born and the limited audience of St. Jude’s to train for tna 
opera in New York. She leaves love behind her andmeets love more ardent 
but not more sincere in her new environment. How she works, lıow shfc 
studies, how she suffers, are vividly portrayed. 

A FOOL TIIERE WAS. By Porter Emerson Browne. Illus- 
trated by Edmund Magrath and W. W. Fawcett. 

A relentless portrayal of the career of a man who comes under the influence 
of a beautifal but evil woman ; how she lures him oıı and on, how he 
struggles, falls and rises, only to fail again iııto her net, make a story of 
unflınching realism. 

THE SQUA\V MAN. By Julİe Opp Favershanı and Edwin 
Milton Royle. Illustrated with scenes from the play. 

A glovdng story, raçid in action, brigîıt in^.ialogue withafine courageous 
lıero and a beautiful .Lngiish heroine. 

THE GIRL IN WAITING. By Archibald Eyre. Iîlu3trated 
\vith scenes from the play. 

A droll little cornedy of misunderstandings, told with a light touch, a veı^ 
•uresome spirit and an eye for lıumaıı odditıes. 

THE SCARLET PIMPERNEL. By Baroness Orczy. Ulus- 
trated with scenes from the play. 

A realistic story of the days of the French Revolution, abounding ir 
dramatic inddeııt, with a young English soldier of fortune, daring, nıysteri- 
ous as the hero. 


Grosset & Dünlap, 526 West 26tk Sr., New Yon*: 








A FEW OF 

GROSSET & DUNLAP’S 
Great Books at Little Prices 

QUINCY ADAMS SAWYER. A Picture of New 
England Home Life. With illustrations by C. W ( 
Reed, and Scenes Reproduced from the Play. 

One of the best New England stories ever written. ît is 
full of homely human interest * * * there is a wealth of ftew 
England village character, scenes and incidents * * * forcibly, 
vividly and truthfully drawn. Few books have enjoyed a 
greater sale and popularity. Dramatized, it made the great* 
est rural play of recent times. 

THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF QUINCY 
ADAMS SAWYER. By Charles Felton Pidgin. 
Illustrated by Henry Rotn. 

AH who love honest sentıment, quainl and sunny humor, 
and homespun philosophy will find these “Further Adven* 
tures” a book after their own heart. 

HALF A CHANCE. By Frederic S. Isham. Illus- 
trated by Herman Pfeifer. 

The thrill of excitement will keep the reader in a State of 
suspense, and he will become personally concemed from the 
start, as to the Central character, a very real man who suffers, 
dares—and achieves! 

VIRGINIA OF THE AIR LANES. By Herbert 
Quick. Illustrated by William R. Leıgh. 

The author has seized the romantic moment for the airship 
novel, and created the pretty story of “ a lover and his lass ” 
contending with an elderly relative for the monopoly of the 
skies. An exciting tale of adventure in midair. 

THE GAME AND THE CANDLE. By Eleanor M, 
Ingram. Illustrated by P. D. Johnson. 

The hero is a young American, who, to save his family from 
poverty, deliberately commits a felony. Then follow his cap- 
ture and imprisonment, and his rescue by a Russian Grand 
Duke. A stirring story, rich in sentiment. 
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A FEW OF 

GROSSET & DUNLAP’S 
Great Books at Little Prices 

CY WHITTAKER’S PLACE. By Joseph C. Lincoln* 
Illustrated by Wallace Morgan. 

A Cape Cod story describîng the amusing efforts of an el 
derly bachelor and his two cronies to rear and educate a little 
girl. Full of honest fun—a rural drama. 

THE FORGE IN THE FOREST. By Charles G. D. 
Roberts. Illustrated by H. Sandham. 

A story of the conflict in Acadia after its conquest by the 
British. A dramatic picture that lives and shines with the in- 
definable charm of poetic romance. 

A SISTER TO EYANG ELİNE. By Charles G. D. 
Roberts. Illustrated by E. McConnell. 

Being the story of Yvonne de Lamourie, and how she went 
into exile with the villagers of Grand Pr&. Swift action, 
fresh atmosphere, wholesome purity, deep passion and search- 
ing analysis characterize this strong novel. 

THE OPENED SHUTTERS. By Clara Louise Bum- 
ham. Frontispiece by Harrison Fisher. 

A summer haunt on an island in Casco Bay is the back- 
ground for this romance. A beautiful woman, nt discord \vith 
life, is brought to realize, by her new friends, that she may 
öpen the shutters of her soul to the blessed sunlight of joy by 
casting aside vanity and self love. A delicately humorous 
work with a lofty motive underlying it ali. 

THE RIGHT PRINCESS. By Clara Louise Burnham. 

An amusing stoıy, opening at a fashionable Long island re- 
şort, where a statefy Englishwoman employs a forcible New 
England housekeeper to serve in her interesting home. How 
types so widely apart react on each others’ lives, ali to ulti- 
mate good, makes a story both humorous and rich in sentiment. 
THE LEAVEN OF LOVE. By Clara Louise Eurn- 
ham. Frontispiece by Harrison Fisher. 

At a Southern Califomia resort a world-weary woman, young 
and beautiful but disillusioned, meets a girl who has learned 
the art of living—of tasting life in ali its richness, opulence and 
joy. The story hinges upon the change wrought in the soul 
qt the blas& woman by this glimpse into a cheery life. 
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A FEW OF 

GROSSE1 & DUNLAP’S 
Great Books at Little Prices 


THE MUSIC MASTER. By Charles Klein. Illustrated 
by John Rae. 

This marvelously vivid narrative tums upon the search of a Ger- 
man musician i a JNew York for his little aaughter. Mr. Klein has 
well portrayed his pathetic struggle with poverty, hisvaried expe- 
riences in endeavoring to meet the demanas of a public not trained 
to an appreciation of the classic, and his final great hour when, in 
the rapidly shifting events of a big city, his little daughter, now a 
beautifnl young woman, is brought to his very door. A superb bit 
of fiction, palpıtating with the life of the great metropolis. The 
play in whıch David Warfield scored his hignest success. 

DR. LAVENDAR’S PEOPLE. By Margaret Deland. 
Illustrated by Lucius Hitchcock. 

Mrs. Deland won so raany friends through Old Chester Tales 
that this volüme needs no introduction beyond its title. The lova- 
ble doctor is more ripened in this later book, and the simple come- 
dies and tragedies of the old village are told 'vvit'n dramatic charm. 

OLD CHESTER TALES. By Margaret Deland. Illustrated 
by Howard Pyle. 

Stories portraving with delightful humor and pathos aquaint peo- 
ple in a sleepy old town. Dr. Lavendar, a very human and lovable 
“preacher,” ıs the connecting link between these dramatic Stores 
from life. 

HE FELL IN LOVE WITH HİS WIFE. By E. P.^oe. 
With frontispiece. 

The hero is a farmer—a man with honest, sincere views of life. 
Beıeft of his wife, his home is cared for by a succession of domes- 
tics of varying degrees of inefficiency untif, from a most unpromis- 
ing source, comes a young woman who not only becomes his wife 
but commands his respect and eventually wins his love. A bright 
and delicate romance, revealing on both sıdes a love that surmounts 
ali difficulties and survives the censure of friends as well as the bit- 
terness of enemies. 

THE YOKE. By Elizabeth Miller. 

Against the histoncal background of the days when the children 
of Israel were delivered from the bondage of Egypt, the author has 
sketched a romance of compelling charm. Abiblical novel as great 
as any since “ Ben Hur. ,, 

SAUL OF TARSUS. By Elizabeth Miller. Illustrated by 
Andrd Castaigne. 

The scenes of this story are laid in Jerusalem, Alexandria, Rom e 
and Damascus. The Apostle Paul, the Martyr Stephen, Herod 
Agrippa and the Emperors Tiberius and Caligula are among the 
mıghty figures that move through the pages. VVonderful descrip* 
tions, and a love stoıy of the purest and noblest type mark this 
most remarkable religious romance. 
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A FEW OF 

GROSSET & DUNLAP’S 
Great Books at Little Prices 

BRUVVER JIM’S BABY. By Philip Verrill Mighels. 

An uproariously funny story of a tiny mining settlement in the 
West, which is shaken to the very roots by the sudden possession 
of a baby, found on the plains by one of its residents. The town is 
as disreputable a spot as the gold fever was ever responsible for, 
and the coming of that baby causes the upheaval of every rooted 
tradition of the place. Its christening, the problems of its toys and 
its illness supersede in the mindsof the minersall thought of earthy 
treasure. 

THE FURNACE OF GOLD. By Philip Verrill Mighels» 
author of “Bruvver Jim’s Baby.” Illustrations by J. N. 
Marchand. 

An accurate and informing portrayal of scenes, types, and conca- 
tions of the mining districts in modern Nevada, 

The book is an out-door story, clean, exciting, exemplifying no- 
bility and courage of character, and bravery, and heroism in the şort 
of men and women vve ali admire and wish to know. 

THE MESSAGE. By Louis Tracy. Illustrations by Joseph 
C. Chase. 

A breezy tale of how a bit of old parchment, concealed in a figure- 
head from a sunken vessel, comes ınto the possession of a pretty 
girl and an army man during regatta week in the isle of Wight. 
This is the message and it enfolds a mystery, the development of 
Avhich the reader will follow \\’ith breathless interest. 

THE SCARLET EMPIRE. By David M. Parry. Illus- 
trations by Hermann C. Wall. 

A young socialist, weary of life, plunges into the sea and awakes 
in thelost island of Atlantis, known as the Scarlet Empire, where 
a social democracy is in full operation, granting every man a living 
but limiting food, conversation, education and marriage. 

The hero passes through an enthralling love affair and other ad* 
ventures but finally returns to hisown New York wor!d. 

THE THIRD DEGREE. By Charles Klein and Arthur 
Hornblovv. Illustrations by Clarence Ro\ve. 

A novel which exposes the abuses in this country of the poliçe 
System. 

The son of an aristocratic New York family marries awoman 
socially beneath him, but of strong, womanly qualities that, later 
on, save the man from the tragıc consequences of a dissipated life 

The wife believes in his innocence and her wit and good sensw 
help her to win against the tremendous odds imposed by law. 

THE THIRTEENTH DISTRICT. By Brand \VhitlocK 

A realistic westemstory of love and politics and a searehing study 
rf their influence on character. The author show3 with extraordı- 
3 îry vitality of treatment the tricks, the heat, the passion, the tu- 
kwult of the political arena the triumph and strength of love. 
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A FEW OF 

GROSSET & DUNLAP’S 
Great Books at Little Prices 

HAPPY HAWKINS. By Robert Alexander Wason. Illus- 
trated by Howard Giles. 

A ranch and cowboy novel. Happy Hawkîna telis his own stora 
With such a fine capacity for knowing how to do it and with so mucn 
humor that the reader’s interest is held in surprise, then admiravion 
and at last in positive affection. 

COMRADES. By Thomas Dixon, Jr. Illustrated by C. D. 

Williams. 

The locale of thıs story is in Caüfomia, where a few socialists 
establish a little community, 

The author leads the little band along the path of disillusion- 
ment, and gives some brilliant flashes of light on one side of an 
important question. 

TONO-BUNGAY. By Herbert George Wells. 

The hero of this novel is a yovng man who, through hard work, 
earns a scholarship and goes to London. 

Written with a frankness verging on Rousseau's, Mr. Wells stili 
nses rare discrimination and the border line of propriety is never 
crossed. An entertaining book with both a story ana a moral, and 
without a dull page—Mr. Wells*s most notable achievement. 

A HUS3AND BY PROXY. By Jack Steele. 

A young eriminologist, but recently arrived in New York city, 
is drawn into a mystery, partly through financial need and partfy 
through his interest in a beautiful woman, who seems at times the 
simpiest child and again a perfect mistress of intrigue. A baffling 
deteetive story. 

LIKE ANOTHER HELEN. By George Horton. Illus- 
trated by C. M. Relyea. 

Air. Horton’s powerful romance stands in a new field and brings 
an aîmost unknown world in reality before the reader—the ’Nvorld 
of conflict between Greek and Türk on the Island of Crete. The 
44 Helen ” of the story is a Greek, beautiful, desolate, defiant—püre 
as snow. a 

There is a certaîn new force about the story, a kind of master- 
crafumanship and mental dominance that holds the reader. 

THE MASTER OF APPLEBY. By Francis Lynde. 
Illustrated by T. de Thulstrup. 

M A novel tale conceming itself in part with the great struggle in 
the two Carolinas, but chiefly with the adventures therein of two 
gentlemen who loved one and the same lady. 

A strong, masculine and persuasive story. 

A MODERN MADONNA. By Caroline Abbot Stanley. 

A story of American life, founded on facts as they existed some 

Î rears ago in the District of Columbia. The theme is the matema! 
ove and splendid courage of a woman. 
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VVHEN A MAN MARRIEsT By Mary Roberts Rinehart.. 

Illustrated by Harrison Fisher and Mayo Bunker. 

A young artist, whose wife had recently divorced him, finds that 
a visıt is due from his Aunt Selina, an elderly lady having ideas* 
about things quite apart from the Bohemian set in which her 
nephew is a shining light. The way in which matters are tempo- 
rarily adjusted forms the motif of the story. 

A farcical extravaganza, dramatized under the title of “Seven Days” 
THE FASHIONABLE ADVENTURES OF JOSHUA 
, CRAIG. By David Graham Phillips. Illustrated. 

A young westemer, uncouth and unconventional, appears in 
political and social life in Waskington. He attains po\ver in poli- 
tics, and a yc ang woman of the exclusive set becomes his wife, un- 
dertaking hû educatioıı in social amenities. 

“ DOC.” G ORDON. By Mary E. Wilkins-Freeman. Illus- 
trated' >y Frank T. Merrill. 

Against tne familiar background of American town life, the 
author portravs a group of people strangely involved in a mystery. 
“Doc. Gordon, the one physician of the place. Dr. Eiliot, his 
assistant, a beautiful woman and her altogether charming daughter 
are ali involved in the plot. A novel of great interest. 

HOLY ORDERS. By Marie Corelli. 

A dramatic story, in which is pictured a clergyman in touch v ith 
society people, stage favorites, simple village folk, powerful fiııan- 
ciers and others, each presenting vital problems to. this man “in 
holy orders ”—problems that we are now straggling with in America. 
KATRINE. By Elinor Macartney Lane. With frontispîece. 

Katrine, the heroiııe of this story, is a lovely Irish girl, of lowly 
birth, but gifted with a beautiful voıce. 

The narrative is based on the facts of an actual singer’s career, 
and the viewpoint throughout is a most exalted one. 

THE FORTUNES OF FIFI. By Molly Eiliot Seawell. 
’ Illustrated by T. de Thulstrup. 

A story of life in France at the time of the first Napoleon. Fifi, 
a glad, mad little actress of eighteen,is the star performer in a third 
rate Parisian theatre. A story as dainty as a Watteau painting. 
SHE THAT HE SIT ATEŞ. By Harris Dickson. Illus- 
trated by C. W. Relyea. 

4 The scene of this dashıng romance shifts from Dresden to St. 
Petersburg in the reig^n of Peter the Great, and then to NewOrleans. 

The hero is a French Soldier of Fortune, and the princess, who 
hesitates—but you must read the story to know how she that hesitates 
may be lost and yet saved. 
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THE NOVELS OF 

GEORGE BARR McCUTCHEON 

GRAUSTARK. 

A story of love behind a throne, telling hovv a young 
American met a lovely girl and followed her to a new ana 
strange country. A thrilling, dashing narrative. 

BEVERLY OF GRAUSTARK. 

Beverly is a bevvitching American girl who has göne to 
thaf stirring little principality—Graustark—to visit her friend 
the princess, and there has a romantic affair of her own. 
BREWSTER’S MILLIONS. 

A young man is required to spend one million dollars in 
one year in order to inherit seven. How he does it forms the 
basis of a lively story. 

CASTLE CRANEYCROW. 

The story ievolves round the abduction of a young Amer¬ 
ican woman, her imprisonment in an old castle and the adven- 
tures created through her rescue. 

COWARDICE COURT. 

An amusing social feud in the Adirondacks in which an 
English girl is tempted into being a traitor by a romantic 
young American, forms the plot. 

THE DAUGHTER OF ANDERSON CROW. 

The story centers about the adopted daughter of the town 
mnrshal in a western village. Her parentage is shrouded in 
mystery, and the story concerns the secret that deviously 
works to the surface. 

THE MAN FROM BRODNEY’S. 

The hero meets a princess in a far*away island among 
fanatically hostile Musselmen. Romantic love making amid 
amusing situations and exciting adventures. 

NEDRA. 

A young couple elope from Chicage to go to London 
traveling as brother and sister. They are shipwrecked and a 
strange mix-up cccurs on account of ıt. 

THE SHERRODS. 

The scene is the Middle West and centers around a man 
«vho leads a double life. A most enthralling novel. 
TRUXTON KING. 

A handsome good natured young fellow ranges on the 
earth looking for romantic adventures and is finally enmeshed 
in most complicated intrigues in Graustark. 
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TÎTLES SELECTED FROM 

GROSSET & DUNLAP’S LIS7 

REALÎSTIC, ENGAGING PICTURES OF LIFE 


m E GARDEN OF FATE. ByRoy Norton. Illustrated 
by Joseph Clement Coll. 

The colorful romance of sn American girl in Morocco, an<3 
of a beautiful garden, whose beauty and traditions of strange 
siibtle happenings were closed to the world by a Sultan’s seal, 

THE MAN HIGHER UP. By Henry Russell Miller. 
Full page vignette illustrations by M. Leone Bracker. 
The story of a tenement waif who rose by his own ingenuity 
to the office of mayor of his native city. His experiences 
while “climbing,” make a most interesting example of the 
possibilities of human nature to rise above circumstances. 

THE KEY TO YESTERDAY. By Charles Neville 
Buck. Illustrated by R. Schabelitz. 

Robert Saxon, a prominent artist, has an accident, \vhile in 
Paris, \vhich obliterates his memory, and the only clue he has 
*o his former life is a rusty key. What door in Paris will it 
Mnlock? He must know that beforehe woos the girl he ioves. 

THE DANGER TRAIL. By James Oliver Cunvood. 
Illustrated by Charles Livingston Bull. 

The danger trail is över the snow-smothered North. A 
young Chicago engineer, who is building a road through the 
Hudson Bay region, is involved in mystery, and is led into 
ımbush by a young woman. 

THE GAY LORD WARING. By Houghton Townley. 
Illustrated by YVill Grefe. 

A story of the smart hunting set in England. A gay young 
İord wins in love against his selfısh and co\vardly brother ana 
apparently against fate itself. 

BY INHFRITANCE. By Octave Thanet. Illustrated 
by Thomas Fogarty. Elaborate wrapper in colors. 
A wealthy New England spinster with the most elaborate 
pt*ns for the education of the negro goes to visit her nephew 
İn Arkansas, where she learns the needs of the colored race 
£xst hand and begins to lose her theories- 
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3iewart Edward White , s 

Great Novels of Western Life. 

THE BLAZED TRAUL VVıth illustrations by Thomas Fogarty. 

“ It is a vrholesome story, full of sınew and pluck and endur- 
ance, with gleams of humor and touches of phılosophy and play 
of courage. It telis of the young man who blazed his way to for- 
tune through the heart of the Mıchigan pines .”—The Critic . 

THE CLAIM JUMPERS. A Romance. 

Ataîeof a \Yestem mining camp and the making of aman. 
DeLancy Bennington, of an aristocratic Boston family, finds him- 
self manager of a mine in a gulch of the Black Hills. The ten- 
derfoot has a hard time of it, but meets the situation, shows the 
stuff he is made of and “ wins out ” in more ways than one. 

THE MAGIC FOREST. With illustrations. 

“ No better book could be put in a young boy’s hands. The 
sympathetic way in which the children of the wıld and their life 
is treated could only belong to one wlıo is in love vrith the forest 
and the öpen air. Based on fact and throbbing with life.” 

THE SILENT PLACES. With illustrations. 

‘•'The wonders of the northem forests through ali the foursea- 
sons, as well as the contrasts between youth and age,feminine de- 
votion and masculine power, the intelligence of the Caucasian 
and the instinct of the Indian, ali are finely drawn, while the 
knowledge of nature informs every page.”— The Dial. 

THE WESTERNERS. 

“ Belongs to that brilliant galaxy of novels vrhich öpen with such 
promise for püre American fiction. This story of the Black Hills 
will claim its place among the best of the American novels. It 
portrays the life of the new West as no other book has yet done, 

CONJUROR'S HOUSE. 

Was a shippirıg çenter in the fur trade in the great days of tha 
Hudson’s Bay Company. How Ned Trent entered the forbid- 
den territory, took la longue traverse , and subsequently the long 
joumey down the river of life with the factor’s daughter is 
mgeniously told, with a wealth of thrilling and romanticsituations. 

ARIZONA NIGHTS. \Vith illustrations by N. C. Wyeth. 

A series of spiritedtales emphasızing some phase of the life of 
the ranch, plains and desert, and ali, taken together, forming a 
single sharply-cut picture of life in the far Southwest. Ali the 
tonıc of the West is in thismasterpiece of Stewart Edward White. 

THE MYSTERY. With illustrations by \Vill Cravrford. 

hor breathless interest, concentrated excitement and extraordi- 
nariîy good story-telling on ali counts, no more completely satis- 
fying romance has appeared for years. It is mystery and adven- 
venture, and the best story of its kind since Treasure Island. 
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FAMOUS COPYRIGHT BOOKS 
IN POPULAR PRICED EDITIONS 

Re-issues of the great literary successes of the time. Library 
size. Printed on excellent paper—most of them with illustra- 
tions of marked beauty—and handsomely bound in cloth. 
Price, 75 cents a volüme, postpaid. 


DARREL OF THE BLESSED ISLES. By Irving Bach- 
eller. With illustrations by Arthur Keller. 

“Darrel, the clock tinker, İs a wit, philosopher, and man of mystery. 
Learned, strong, kindly, dignified, he towers like a giant above the 
people among whom he lives. It is another tale of the North Coun¬ 
try, full of the odor of wood and field. Wit, humor, pathos and high. 
tjîıpking are inthis book.”— Boston TranscripU 
P’RI AND I: A Tale of Daring Deeds in the Second War 
\vith the British. Being the Memoirs of Colonel Ramon 
Bell, U. S. A. By Irving Bacheller. With illustrations by 
F. C. Yohn. 

“ Mr. Bacheller is admirable alike in his scenes of peace and war. 
D'ri, a mighty hunter, has the same dry humor as Uncle Eb. ile 
fights magnificently on the * * Ladence,* and was among the wounded 
wnen Perry went to the 4 Niagara.’ As a romance of early American 
history it is great for the enthusiasm it creates.”— New York 2 'inıes . 

EBEN HOLDEN: A Tale of the North Country. By Irving 
Bacheller. 

“ As püre as water and as good as bread,” says Mr. Howells. “Read 
1 Eben Holden * ” is the advice of Margaret Sangster. “ It is a forest- 
scented, fresh-aired, bracing and wholly American story of country 
and town life. * * * If in the far future our successors wish to 
know what were the real life and atmosphere in which the country 
folk that saved thıs nation grew, loved, wrought and had their being, 
they must go back to such true and zestful and poetic tales of‘fiction* 
as ‘ Eben Holden,* ” says Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

SILAS STRONG: Emperor of the Woods. By Irving Bach¬ 
eller. With a frontispiece. 

“ A modern Leatkerstocking. Brings the city dweller the aroma of 
the pine and the music of the wind ın its branches—an epic poenı 

* * * forest-scented, fresh-aired, and-vrholly American. A stronger 
character than Eben Holden.”— Chicago Record-Herald . 

VERGİLİ US: A Tale of the Corning of Christ. By Irving 
Bacheller. 

A thrilling and beautiful story of twovoung Roman patricians whose 
great and perilous love in the reign of Augustus leads them through 
the momentous, exciting events that marked the year just preceding 
the birth of Christ. 

Splendid character studies of the Emperor Augustus, of Herod and 
his degenerate son, Antipater, and of his dauşhter “theincomparable” 
Salome. A great triumph in the art of histoncal portrait painting. 
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